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PREFACE. 


I F  the  general  public,  acquainted  onl^  with  the  comic  works 
of  Thomas  Hcxid,  were  taken  by  surprise  when  they  found 
how  he  could  handle  serious  and  solemn  themes ;  those  who 
saw  him  in  the  flesh  must  have  been  equally  astonished  to 
learn  how  grave  and  melancholy  a  man  the  famous  wit  was 
to  all  appearance.  The  chronic  ill  health,  which  gave  this 
expression  to  his  countenance,  was,  however,  powerless  to 
affect  the  tone  of  his  mind,  "  Here  lies  one  who  spat  more 
blood  and  made  more  puns  than  any  man  living,"  was  the 
epitaph  he  half-jestingly  proposed  for  himself.  The  con- 
section  between  the  disease  and  the  comic  faculty  is  not  so 
unreasonable  as  it  appears  at  first.  The  invalid,  who  could 
supply  mirth  for  millions  while  he  himself  was  propped  up 
with  pillows  on  the  bed  of  sickness,  was  not  a  jester  whose 
sole  stock  in  trade  consisted  in  mere  animal  spirits — which 
are  too  often  mistaken  for  wit,  but  have  in  common  with 
other  ^irits,  a  tendency  to  evaporate  somewhat  rapidly. 
Hood's  wit  was  the  fruit  of  an  even  temperament,  a  cheery 
and  contented  mind  endowed  with  a  keen  appreciation  of 
the  ludicrous.  This  acute  perception  of  what  is  ludicrous 
is  the  foundation  of  all  wit,  but  it  may  influence  the  mind  in 
two  ways.  It  may  render  its  possessor  as  indifierent  to  the 
feelings  as  it  makes  him  alive  to  the  failings  of  othen. 
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How  often  does  the  wit,  delighting  in  the  flash  and  report 
of  his  jest,  forget  the  wound  it  may  inflict ! 

But,  on  the  other  hand,  the  shrewd  appreciation  of  the 
weaknesses  of  others  assists  a  kindly  and  well-balanced 
mind  to  avoid  the  infliction  of  pain  ;  and  the  wit  of  Thomas 
Hood  was  of  this  nature.  It  was  all  the  brighter  because 
it  was  never  stained  by  a  tear  wantonly  caused.  Even  the 
temptations  of  practical  joking — and  they  have  a  strong  in- 
fluence on  those  who  enjoy  the  comic  side  of  things — never 
betrayed  him  into  any  freak  that  could  give  pain.  He 
worked  away  industriously  with  wood,  paint,  and  glue  to 
send  his  friend  FraN'CK  a  new  and  killing  bait  for  the  early 
spring — a  veritable /tf/>j^«  (TAvril^  constructed  to  come  in 
half  after  a  brief  immersion,  and  reveal  the  inscription, "  Oh, 
you  April  Fool ! "  He  could  gravely  persuade  his  young 
wife,  when  she  was  first  learning  the  mysteries  of  house- 
keeping, that  she  must  never  purchase  plaice  with  ^-ed  spots, 
for  they  were  a  proof  that  the  fish  were  not  fresh.  But  he 
was  incapable  of  any  of  the  cruel  pleasantries  for  which 
Theodore  Hook  was  famous  :  indeed,  the  only  person  he 
ever  frightened,  even,  with  a  practical  joke,  was  himself : 
when  as  a  boy  he  traced  with  the  smoke  of  a  candle  on  the 
ceiling  of  a  passage  outside  his  bedroom  a  diabolical  face, 
which  was  intended  to  startle  his  brother,  but  which  so 
alarmed  the  artist  himself,  when  he  was  going  to  bed  for- 
getful of  his  own  feat,  that  he  ran  down  stairs — in  a  panic 
and  in  his  night-dress — into  the  presence  of  his  father's 
guests  assembled  in  the  drawing-room.  He  used  to  enjoy 
so  heartily  and  chuckle  so  merrily  over  his  innocent  prac- 
tical jokes  and  hoaxes  (he  was  never  more  delighted  than 
when  a  friend  of  his  was  completely  imposed  on  by  a  sham 
account  of  a  survey  of  the  Heavens  through  Lord  RosSE's 
** monster  telescope")  that  the  tenderness  he  showed  for  the 
feelings  of  others  is  more  remarkable.  The  same  forbear- 
ance characterises  his  writings.  In  spite  of  many  and  great 
provocations,  he  seldom,  or  never,  ^Tote  a  bitter  word, 
though  that  he  could  have  been  severe  is  amply  indicated 
in  his  "Ode  to  Rae  Wilson,'*  or  still  more  in  certain 
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letters  on  "Copyright  and  Copywrong,"  which  he  was 
spurred  on  by  injustice  aiid  ill-usage  to  address  to  the 
Athenctutn,  He  was  a  Shandean,  who  carried  out  in  his 
life  as  well  as  his  writings  the  principles  which  Sterne 
confined  to  the  latter. 

The  first  appearance  of  Thomas  Hood  as  a  comic  writer 
was  in  the  year  1826,  when  he  published  the  First  Series  of 
"WTiims  and  Oddities."  The  critics  in  many  instances 
took  offence  at  his  puns,  as  might  have  beien  expected,  for 
his  style  was  new  and  startling.  His  book  was  full  of  word- 
play, and  it  is  easy  to  conceive — as  he  wrote  in  his  address 
to  the  Second  Edition — **  how  gentlemen  with  one  idea  were 
perplexed  with  a  double  meaning.**  However,  the  public 
approved  if  the  critics  did  not,  and  called  for  a  second  and 
soon  after  a  third  edition.  Finally,  after  the  publication  of  a 
second  series,  a  fourth  issue,  containing  the  two  series  in 
one  volume,  was  demanded.  "  Come  what  may,"  said 
Hood,  "  this  little  book  will  now  leave  four  imprints  behind 
it — and  a  horse  could  do  no  more  ! " 

He  had  by  this  time  commenced  the  Comic  Annuals,  a 
series  which  he  carried  on  for  many  years,  and  by  which 
he  established  his  fame  as  the  first  wit  and  humourist  of  his 
day.  When  this  publication  ceased  he  wrote  first  for  Col- 
burn's  New  Monthly^  of  which  he  was  appointed  Editor  on 
Hook's  death  ;  and  subsequently,  and  up  to  the  time  of  his 
death,  in  his  own  periodical.  Hood's  Magazine. 

Puns  have  been  styled  the  lowest  form  of  wit,  and  the 
critics  have  fallen  foul  of  them  from  time  immemorial  until 
the  present  day.  But  a  pun  proper — and  there  should  be  a 
strict  definition  of  a  pun — is,  it  is  humbly  submitted,  of  so 
complicated  a  nature  as  to  be  anything  but  a  low  form  of 
wit.  A  mere  jingle  of  similar  sounds,  or  a  distortion  of  pro- 
nunciation does  not  constitute  a  pun — a  double  meaning  is 
essential  to  its  existence — a  play  of  sense  as  well  as  of  sound. 
That  the  latter  was  in  Hood's  opinion  the  more  importai>t 
feature  of  the  two  is  to  be  inferred  from  his  statement  that 
**a  pun  is  something  like  a  cherry  :  though  there  may  be  a 
slight  outward  indication  of  partition — of  duplicity  of  mean- 
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ing,  yet  no  gentleman  need  make  two  bites  at  it  against  his 
own  pleasure."  In  other  words,  the  sense  is  complete 
without  any  reference  to  the  second  meaning.  Tested  by 
this  rule,  the  majority  of  so-called  puns,  which  have  brought 
discredit  on  punning,  would  be  immediately  condemned, 
the  only  excuse  for  the  form  in  which  they  are  written  being 
the  endeavour  to  tack  on  a  second  meaning,  or  too  often 
only  an  echo  of  sound  without  meaning. 

Perhaps  the  best  defence  of  punning  is  to  be  found  in  the 
following  stanzas  of  ^  Miss  Kilmansegg : " 

"  There's  strength  in  double  joints,  no  doubt. 
In  double  X  Ale,  and  Dublin  Srout, 
That  the  single  sorts  know  nothing  about— 

And  the  fist  is  strongest  when  doubled — 
And  double  aqua-fortisy  of  course. 
And  double  soda-water,  perforce. 

Are  the  strougest  that  ever  bubbled  I 

"  There's  double  beauty  whenever  a  Swan 
Swims  on  a  Lake,  with  her  double  there<Hi ; 
And  ask  the  gardener,  Luke  or  John, 

Qf  the  beauty  of  dooble-Uowing— 
A  double  dahlia  delights  the  eye ; 
And  it's  far  the  loveliest  sight  in  the  sky 

When  a  donUe  rainbow  is  glowing  I 

"  There's  warmth  in  a  pair  of  doable  soles  ; 
As  well  as  a  doable  allowance  of  coals — 

In  a  coat  that  is  doable>breasted  — 
In  double  vrtndows  and  double  doors ; 
And  a  double  (J  wind  b  blest  by  scores 
For  its  warmth  to  the  tender-diested. 

"  There's  a  twofold  sweetness  in  doable  pipes ; 
And  a  double  barrel  and  double  snipes 

Give  the  sportsman  a  duplicate  pleasure : 
There's  double  safety  in  doable  lodes ; 
And  double  letters  bring  cash  for  the  box  : 
And  all  the  world  knows  that  double  knocks 

Are  gentility's  double  aealure. 

'*  There's  doable  sweetness  in  double  rhjrroes. 
And  a  double  at  Whist  and  a  double  Times 

In  profit  are  certainly  double^ 
By  doubling,  the  hare  contrives  to  escape ; 
And  all  seamen  deKght  in  a  doubled  Cape, 

And  a  doubleceefd  topsail  la  trouble. 
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"  Tbere's  a  double  dioclc  at  a  double  chin. 
And  of  cOune  there's  a  double  pleasure  therein. 

If  the  parties  were  brought  to  telling  : 

And  however  our  Denises  take  offence, 

A  d0uUe  meanimg  skptus  double  sens*; 

And  if  proverbs  tell  truth, 

A  dooble  tooth  ". 

Is  WisdoM's  adopted  dwelling  l* ,' 

The  reputation  of  Thomas  Hood  as  a  wit  and  humourist 
rests  on  his  writings  chiefly.  His  recorded  sayings  are  few, 
for  in  general  society  he  was  shy  and  reserved,  seldom  mak- 
ing a  joke,  or  doing  it  with  so  grave  a  face  that  the  witticism 
seemed  an  accident,  and  was  in  many  cases  possiUy  al- 
lowed to  pass  unnoticed,  for  a  great  number  of  people  do 
not  recognise  a  joke  that  is  not  prefaced  by  a  jingle  of  the 
cap  and  bells.  When  in  the  company  of  a  few  intimate 
friends,  however,  he  was  full  of  fun  and  good  spirits.  Un- 
fortunatdy,  on  such  occasions  the  good  thiugs  were  not 
''  set  in  a  note-book,''  and  so  were  for  the  most  part  lost ; 
though  at  times  an  anecdote,  well-authenticated,  turns  up 
to  make  us  regret  that  more  have  not  been  preserved. 

One  such  anecdote,  which  has  not  hitherto  appeared  in 
print,  may  not  be  out  of  place  here.  Hood  and  "  Peter 
PRIGGINS  " — the  Rev.  Mr.  Hewlett — ^went  on  a  visit  to 
a  fnend  of  the  latter^s,  residing  near  Ramsgate.  As  they 
drove  out  of  the  town  they  passed  a  board  on  which  was 
printed  in  large  letters 

BEWARE  THE  DOG. 

A  glance  at  the  premises  which  the  announcement  was  in- 
tended to  guard  showed  that  the  quadruped  was  not  forth- 
coming, whereupon  Hood  jumped  out  of  the  gig,  and,  pick- 
ing up  a  bit  of  chalk  (plentiful  enough  in  the  neighbour- 
hood), wrote  under  the  warning — 

WARE  BE  THE  DOG? 

These  introductory  remarks  cannot  be  better  wound-up 
than  by  a  quotation  from  a  preface  to  *'  Hood's  Own,"  in 
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which  is  laid  down  the  system  of  "  Practical  Cheerful  Phi- 
losophy," which  is  reflected  in  his  writings,  and  which  in- 
fluenced his  life.  The  reader  will  more  thoroughly  appre- 
ciate the  comic  writings  of  Thomas  Hood  after  its  peru- 
sal : 

In  the  absence  of  a  certain  thin  "blue  and  yellow**  visage,  and 
attenuated  figure,— whose  efftgies  may  one  day  be  aflixed  to  the 
present  work, — you  will  not  be  prepared  to  leam  that  some  of  the 
merriest  effusions  in  the  forthcoming  numbers  have  been  the  relaxa- 
tions of  a  gentleman  literally  enjoying  bad  health — the  carnival,  so 
to  speak,  of  a  personified  Jour  Maigre.  The  very  fingers  so  aristo- 
cratically slender,  that  now  hold  the  pen,  hint  plainly  of  the  **/7/f 
XYiTsX  flesh  is  heir  to:*' — my  coats  have  become  great  coats,  my 
pantaloons  are  turned  into  trowsers,  and,  by  a  worse  bargain  than 
Peter  Schemihl's,  I  seem  to  have  retained  my  shadow  and  sold  my 
substance.  In  short,  as  happens  to  prematurely  old  port  wine,  I 
am  of  a  bad  colour  with  very  little  body.  But  what  then  ?  That 
emaciated  hand  still  lends  a  hand  to  embody  in  words  and  sketches 
the  creations  or  recreations  of  a  Merry  Fancy:  those  gaunt  sides 
yet  shake  heartily  as  ever  at  the  Grotesques  and  Arabesques  and 
droll  Picturesques  that  my  good  Genius  (a  Pantagruelian  Familiar) 
charitably  conjures  up  to  divert  me  from  more  sombre  realities.  It 
was  the  whim  of  a  late  pleasant  Comedian,  to  suppose  a  set  of 
spiteful  imps  sitting  up  aloft,  to  aggravate  all  his  petty  mundane 
annoyances  ;  whereas  I  prefer  to  believe  in  the  ministry  of  kindlier 
Elves  that  "nod  to  me  and  do  me  courtesies.*'  Instead  of  scaring 
away  these  motes  in  the  sunbeam,  I  earnestly  invoke  them,  and 
bid  them  welcome ;  for  the  tricksy  spirits  make  friends  with  the 
animal  spirits,  and  do  not  I,  like  a  father  romping  with  his  own 
urchins, — do  not  I  forget  half  my  cares  whilst  partaking  in  ihcir 
airy  gambols  ?  Such  sports  are  as  wholesome  for  the  mind  as  the 
other  frolics  for  the  body.  For  on  our  own  treatment  of  that  ex- 
cellent Friend  or  terrible  Enemy  the  Imagination,  it  depends 
whether  we  are  to  be  scared  and  haunted  by  a  Scratching  Fanny, 
or  tended  by  an  affectionate  Invisible  Girl — like  an  unknown  Love, 
blessing  us  with  **  favours  secret,  sweet,  and  precious,"  and  fondly 
stealing  us  from  this  worky-day  world  to  a  sunny  sphere  of  her 
own. 

This  is  a  novel  version,  Reader,  of  **  Paradise  and  the  Peri,**  but 
it  is  as  true  as  it  is  new.  How  else  could  I  have  converted  a 
serious  illness  into  a  comic  wellness — by  what  other  agency  could 
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I  have  transported  myself,  as  a  Gjckney  would  say,  from  DuUiigt 
to  (7rrmiage  ?  It  was  far  from  a  practical  joke  to  be  laid  up  in 
ordinary  in  a  foreign  land,  under  the  care  of  Physicians  quite  as 
much  abroad  as  myself  with  the  case ;  indeed,  the  shades  of  the 
gloaming  were  stealing  over  my  prospect ;  but  I  resolved,  that,  like 
the  sun,  so  long  as  my  day  lasted,  I  would  look  on  the  bright  side 
of  everything.  The  raven  croaked,  but  I  persuaded  myself  that  it 
was  the  nightingale  !  there  was  the  smell  of  the  mould,  but  I  re- 
membered that  it  nourished  the  violets.  However  my  body  might 
cry  craven,  my  mind  luckily  had  no  mind  to  give  in.  So,  instead 
of  mounting  on  the  black  long-tailed  coach  horse,  she  vaulted  on 
her  old  Hobby  that  had  capered  in  the  Morris-Dance,  and  began 
to  exhort  from  its  back.  To  be  sure,  said  she,  matters  look  darkly 
enough ;  but  the  more  need  for  the  lights.  Allons  !  Courage  ! 
Things  may  take  a  turn,  as  the  pig  said  on  the  spit.  Never  throw 
down  your  cards,  but  play  out  the  game.  The  more  certain  to 
lose,  the  wiser  to  get  all  the  play  you  can  for  your  money.  Come 
—give  us  a  song !  chirp  away  like  that  best  of  cricket-players,  the 
cricket  himself.  Be  bowled  out  or  caught  out,  but  never  throw 
down  the  bat.  As  to  Health,  i^'s  the  weather  of  the  body — it  hails, 
it  rains,  it  blows,  it  snows,  at  present,  but  it  may  clear  up  by-and- 
bye.  You  cannot  eat,  you  say,  and  you  must  not  drink  ;  but  laugh 
and  make  believe,  like  the  Barber's  wise  brother  at  the  Barmecide's 
feast.  Then,  as  to  thinness,  not  to  flatter,  you  look  like  a  lath 
that  has  had  a  split  with  the  carpenter  and  a  fall  out  with  the 
plaster ;  but  so  much  the  better  :  remember  how  the  smugglers 
trim  the  sails  of  the  lugger  to  escape  the  notice  of  the  cutter.  Turn 
your  edge  to  the  old  enemy,  and  mayhap  he  won't  see  you  ! 
Come — be  alive !  You  have  no  more  right  to  slight  your  life  than 
to  neglect  your  wife — they  are  the  two  better  halves  that  make  a 
man  of  you  !  Is  not  life  your  means  of  living?  So  stick  to  thy 
business,  and  thy  business  will  stick  to  thee.  Of  course,  continued 
my  mind,  I  am  quite  disinterested  in  this  advice — for  I  am  aware 
of  my  own  immortality-^but  for  that  very  reason,  take  care  of  the 
mortal  body,  poor  body,  and  give  it  as  long  a  day  as  you  can. 

Now,  my  mind  seeming  to  treat  the  matter  very  pleasantly  as 
well  as  profitably,  I  followed  her  counsel,  and  instead  of  calling 
out  for  relief  according  to  the  fable,  I  kept  along  on  my  journey, 
with  my  bundle  of  sticks, — />.,  my  arms  and  legs.  Between  our- 
selves, it  would  have  been  "  extremely  inconvenient,"  as  I  once 
heard  the  opium-eater  declare,  to  pay  the  debt  of  nature  at  that 
particular  juncture ;  nor  do  I  quite  know,  to  be  candid,  when  it 
would  altogether  suit  me  to  settle  it,  so,  like  other  persons  in  nar- 
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raw  circumstaDces,  I  laughed,  and  gosnpped.  and  played  the 
agreeable  with  all  my  might,  and  as  such  pleasant  behaviour  some- 
times obtains  a  respite  Irom  a  human  creditor,  who  knows  but  that 
it  may  prove  successful  with  the  Universil  Mortgagee?  At  all 
events,  here  I  am,  humming  "Jack's  Alive  1"  and  my  own  dear 
■kilfnl  native  physician  gives  me  Hopes  of  a  longer  lease  than  ap- 
peared from  the  foreign  reading  of  the  covenants.  He  declares, 
indeed,  that,  anatomically,  my  heart  is  lower  hung  than  usual — but 
what  of  that  ?     7^  mon  nod  lekapUupl 


EDITORIAL   NOTE. 


This  new  issue  of  Hood's  Poems  has  been  completely 
revised,  and  will  be  found  not  only  larger  in  size,  but  far 
richer  in  contents,  than  any  previous  edition.  This,  with 
the  companion  volume  of  "  Serious  Poems,"  will  be  found 
to  contain  the  entire  poetical  works  of  Thomas  Hood,  The 
volume  has  been,  moreover,  enriched  by  the  addition  of  a 
large  number  of  the  highly  humorous  illustrations,  in  which 
Thomas  Hood's  comic  power  was  displayed. 
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REPLY  TO  A  PASTORAL  POET. 


s  not  of  bygone  day*  ! 
;11  us  not  of  fonrsTd  times  I 
Wliat's  tbe  future— wb»i'»  the  past- 
Save  to  loshion  rhyme:  ? 
Slow  OB  tlut  the  com  doth  thrive  ! 

fOuiw  ui  there's  no  wintiy  wenlicr  t 
Shuw  us  we  may  laugh  and  live — 
(Those  who  love— logBlher.) 

Senses  have  we  for  sweet  blossom*— 

Eyes,  which  could  admire  the  roa^ 
ra.i'ions  blazing  in  oar  bosoms — 

Heart-s  thai  may  be  won  1 
But  Labour  doth  for  ever  press  us, 

And  Famine  grins  upon  our  board  ; 
And  none  will  help  us,  none  will  btess  n^ 

With  one  gentle  word  ! 

None,  none  I  our  birthright  or  our  (ate, 
Is  hunger  and  inclement  air — 

Perpetual  Iml— the  rich  man's  hate- 
Want,  Bcom— the  pauper's  fare  : 


A    TALE    OF  TEMPER. 


\Vc  fain  would  gaze  upon  ihe  sky, 

Lie  pensive  by  the  running  springs ; 
But  if  we  stay  to  gaze  or  sigh. 

We  starve — though  the  cuckoo  sings  I 

The  moon  casts  cold  on  us  below  ; 

The  sun  is  not  our  own ; 
The  very  winds  which  fragrance  blow, 

But  blanch  us  to  the  bone  ; 
The  rose  for  us  ne'er  shows  its  bloom, 

The  violet  its  blue  eye ; 
From  cradle  murmuring  to  the  tomb, 
We  feel  no  beauty,  no  perfume,. 

But  only  toil— and  die  I  PAUPStt^ 


A  TALE  OF  TEMPER. 

F  all  cross  breeds  of  human  sinners^ 
The  crabbedest  are   those  who   dress  our 

dinners ; 
Whether  the  ardent  fires  at  which  they  roast 
And  broil  and  bake  themselves  like  Smithfield  martyrs^ 
Are  apt  to  make  them  crusty,  like  a  toast. 
Or  drams,  encouraged  by  so  hot  a  post ; 
However,  cooks  arc  generally  Tartars  ; 
And  altogether  might  be  safely  clustered 
In  scientific  catalogues 
Under  two  names,  like  Dinmont's  dogs^ 
Pepper  and  Mustard 

The  case  thus  being  very  common. 
It  followed,  quite  of  course,  when  Mr.  Jervis 
Engaged  a  clever  culinary  woman. 
He  took  a  mere  Xantippe  in  his  service — 

In  fact — her  metal  not  to  burnish, 
As  vile  a  shrew  as  Shrewsbury  coukl  furnish— 
One  who  in  temper,  language,  manners,  looks, 

In  every  respect 

Might  just  have  come  direct 
From  him,  who  is  supposed  to  send  us  cooks. 


A    TALE  OF  TEMPER. 


The  very  day  she  came  into  her  place 
She  slapp'd  the  scullion's  hiot ; 
The  next,  the  housemaid  being  rather  pert. 
Snatching  the  broom,  she  "  treated  her  like  dirt '*-^ 
The  thifd,  a  quarrel  with  the  groom'  she  hit  on— i 
Cjnrus,  the  page,  had  half>a*dozen  knocks ; 
And  John,  the  coachman,  got  s  bds 
He  couldn't  sit  on. 

Meanwhile,  her  strength  to  rally/ 
Brandy,  and  rum,  and  shrub  she  drank  by  stealth^- 
Besides  the  Cream  of  some  m3r8terious  Valley 
That  may,-  or  may  not,  be  the  Vale  of  Health  r 
At  least  while  credit  lasted,  or  her  wealth—^ 
For  finding  that  her  bk>ws  came  only  tMeker, 
Invectives  and  foul  names  but  flew  the  quicker, 
The  more  she  drank,  the  more  inclined  to  bicker,- 
The  other  servants' one  and  all, 
Took  Bible  oaths  whatever  might  befal. 
Neither  to  lend  her  cash,  nor  fetch  her  liquor  t 

This  caused,  of  cour^,  a  dreadful  schisih. 
And  what  was  worse,  in  spite  of  all  endeavour^ 

After  a  fortnight  of  Tea-totalism, 
The  Plague  broke  out  more  virulent  than  ever  t 
The  life  she  led  her  fellows  down  the  stairs  I 
The  life  she  led  her  betters  in  the  parlour  I 
No  parrot  ever  gave  herself  such  airs, 
No  pug-dog  C3mical  was  such  a  snarler ! 
At  woman,  man,  and  child,,  she  flew  and  snapp'd* 
No  rattlesnake  on  earth  so  fierce  and  rancorous — 
No  household  cat  that  ever  lapp*d 
To  swear  and  spit  was  half  so  apt — 
No  bear,  sore-headed,  could  be  more  cantankerous- 
No  fretful  porcupine  more  sharp  and  crabbed- 
No  wolverine 
More  full  of  spleen — 
In  short,  the  woman  was  completely  rabid  I 

The  least  offence  of  look  or  phrase. 
The  slightest  verbal  joke,  the  mtrtsi  bo)^c^ 
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Like  a  snap-dragon  set  her  in  a  blaze. 
Her  spirit  was  so  alcoholic  ! 

And  woe  to  him  who  felt  her  tongue  I 
It  burnt  like  caustic — like  a  nettle  stung. 
Her  speech  was  scalding — scorching — vitriolic  I 

And  larded,  not  with  bacon  fat, 

Or  anything  so  mild  as  that. 
But  curses  so  intensely  diabolic, 
So  broiling  hot,  that  he,  at  whom  she  levell'd. 
Felt  in  his  very  gizzard  he  was  devill'd ! 

Often  and  often  Mr.  Jervis 
Long*d,  and  yet  feared,  to  turn  her  from  his  service ; 
For  why  ?    Of  all  his  philosophic  loads 
Of  reptiles  loathsome,  spiteful,  and  pernicious. 
StufTd  Lizards,  bottled  Snakes,  and  pickled  Toads, 
Potted  Tarantulas,  and  Asps  malicious, 
And  Scorpions  cured  by  scientific  modes. 
He  had  not  any  creature  half  so  vicious  I 

At  last  one  morning 
The  coachman  had  already  given  warning, 

And  little  Cyrus 
Was  gravely  thinking  of  a  new  cockade. 
For  open  War's  rough  sanguinary  trade. 
Or  any  other  service,  quite  desirous, 
Instead  of  quarrelling  with  such  a  jade — 
When  accident  explain'd  the  coil  she  made. 
And  whence  her  Temper  had  derived  the  virus ! 

Struck  with  the  fever,  called  the  scarlet, 
The  Termagant  was  lying  sick  in  bed — 
And  little  Cyrus,  that  precocious  varlet. 
Was  just  declaring  her  **  as  good  as  dead," 
When  down  the  attic  stairs  the  housemaid,  Charlottf^ 
Came  running  from  the  chamber  overhead, 

Like  one  demented ; 
Flapping  her  bands,  and  casting  up  her  eyes^ 
And  giving  gasps  of  horror  and  surprise. 

Which  thus  she  vented — 
''  O  Lord  1  I  wonder  that  she  didn't  bite  us  I 


/ 
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Or  sting  as  like  a  Tantalizer,^ 
(The  note  will  make  the  reader  wiser,) 
And  set  US  all  a  danciDg  like  St  Witos  I 

*' Temper !    No  wonder  that  the  creature  had 
A  temper  so  uncommon  bad  I 

She's  just  confessed  to  Doctor  Griper 
That  being  out  of  Rum,  and  like  denial^ 
Vrhidi  always  was  prodigious  trials^— > 

Because  she  couldn't  pay  the  piper. 
She  went  one  day,  she  did,  to  Mastei^s  wials^ 
And  drunk  the  spirit  as  preserved  the  Wiper !  *^ 


THE  CAPTAIN'S  COW. 

A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  IRON  AGE. 

"Water,  prater  everywhere. 
But  not  a  drop  to  drink." — CoLBRioCBk 

|T  is  a  jolly  Mariner 

A$  ever  knew  the  billows'  stir, 
Or  battled  with  the  gale  ; 
His  face  is  brown,  his  hair  is  black, 
And  down  his  broad  gigantic  back 
There  hangs  a  platted  taiL 

In  clusters,  a$  he  rolls  along. 

His  tarry  mates  around  him  throng. 

Who  know  his  budget  well ; 
Betwixt  Canton  and  Trinidad 
No  Sea- Romancer  ever  had 

Such  wondrous  tales  to  tell  I 

Against  the  mast  he  leans  a-slope. 
And  thence  upon  a  coil  of  rope 

Slides  down  his  pitchy  '*  stam ; " 
Heaves  up  a  lusty  hem  or  two, 
And  then  at  once  without  ado 

Begins  to  spin  his  yam  :— 

1  Tarantnla. 
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'*  As  from  Jamaica  we  did  come, 
Laden  with  sugar,  fruit  and  rum. 

It  blew  a  heavy  gale : 
A  storm  that  scared  the  oldest  men 
For  three  long  da3rs  and  nights,  and  then 

The  wind  began  to  fail. 

**  StiU  less  and  less,  till  on  the  mast 
The  sails  began  to  flap  at  last. 

The  breezes  blew  so  soft ; 
Just  only  now  and  then  a  puff, 
Trill  soon  ther^  was  not  wind  enough 

To  stir  the  vane  aloft 

"  No,  not  a  cat's  paw  anywhere .: 
Hold  up  yoi^r  .^nger  in  the  air 

Vou  couldn't  feel  a  breath 
For  why,  in  yonder  storm  that  burst, 
The  wind  that  blew  so  hard  at  iir&t 

Had  blown  itself  to  death. 

'.'  No  cloud  aloft  to  throw  a  shade  ; 
No  distant  breezy  ripple  made 

The  ocean  dark  below. 
No  cheering  sign  of  any  kind  ; 
The  more  we  whistled  for  the  wind 

The  more  it  did  not  blow. 

**  TJie  hands  were  idle,  one  and  all ; 
No  sail  to  reef  against  a  squall ; 

No  wheel,  90  steering  now  1 
Nothing  to  do  Hqt  man  or  mate, 
But  chew  their  quds  and  ruminate. 

Just  like  the  Captain's  Cow. 

**  Day  after  day,  day  after  day, 
Becalm'd  the  Jolly  Planter  lay. 

As  if  she  had  been  moor'd  : 
The  sea  below,  the  sky  a-top 
Fierce  blazing  down,  and  not  a  drop 

Of  water  left  aboard  1 
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"  Day  after  day,  day  after  day, 
Becalm'd  the  Jolly  Planter  lay, 

As  still  as  any  log ; 
The  Parching  seamen  stood  about, 
Each  with  his  tongue  aololling  out, 

And  panting  like  a  dog — 

**  A  dog  half  mad  with  summer  heat 
And  running  up  and  down  the  street. 

By  thirst  quite  overcome ; 
And  not  a  drop  in  all  the  ship 
To  moisten  <Tacking  tongue  and  lip, 

Except  Jamaica  mm ! 

**  The  very  poultry  in  the  coop 
Began  to  pine  away  and  droop — 

The  cock  was  first  to  go  ; 
And  glad  we  were  on  all  our  parts, 
lie  used  to  damp  our  very  hearts 

With  such  a  ropy  crow. 

**  But  worst  it  was,  we  did  allow. 
To  look  upon  the  Captain's  Cow, 

That  daily  seemed  to  shrink : 
Deprived  of  water  hard  or  soft, 
For,  though  we  tried  her  oft  and  oft, 

The  brine  she  wouldn't  drink  : 

•*  But  only  tum'd  her  bloodshot  eye. 
And  muzzle  up  towards  the  sky. 

And  gave  a  moan  of  pain, 
A  sort  of  hollow  moan  and  sad. 
As  if  some  brutish  thought  she  had 

To  pray  to  heav'n  for  rain  ; 

**  And  sometimes  with  a  steadfast  stare 
Kept  looking  at  the  empty  air. 

As  if  she  saw  beyond. 
Some  meadow  in  her  native  land. 
Where  formerly  she  used  to  stand 

A-cooling  in  the  pond. 
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If  I  had  only  had  a  drink 
Of  water  then,  I  almost  think 

She  would  have  had  the  half : 
But  as  for  John  the  Carpenter, 
He  couldn't  more  have  pitied  her 

If  he  had  been  her  calfl 

'^  So  soft  of  heart  he  was  and  kind 
To  any  creature  lame,  or  blind^ 

Unfortunate,  or  dumb : 
Whereby  he  made  a  sort  of  vow. 
In  sympathising  with  the  Cow, 

To  give  her  half  his  rum  ;— > 

"  An  oath  from  which  he  never  swerved. 
For  surely  as  the  rum  was  serv'd 

He  shared  the  cheering  dram  ; 
And  kindly  gave  one  half  at  least. 
Or  more,  to  the  complaining  beast, 

Who  took  it  like  a  lamb. 

"At  last  with  overclouding  skies 
A  breeze  again  began  to  rise, 

Tliat  stiffen *d  Xo  a  gale : 
Steady,  steady,  and  strong  it  blew  ; 
And  were  not  we  a  joyous  crew. 
As  on  the  Jolly  Planter  flew 

Beneath  a  press  of  sail  I 

"  Swiftly  the  Jolly  Planter  flew. 
And  were  not  we  a  joyous  crew. 

At  last  to  sight  the  land  ! 
A  glee  there  was  on  every  brow, 
That  like  a  Christian  soul  the  Cow 

Appeared  to  understand. 

•*  And  was  not  she  a  mad-like  thing 
To  land  again  and  taste  the  spring. 

Instead  of  fiery  glass  : 
About  the  verdant  meads  to  scour. 
And  snufT  the  honey *d  cowslip  flower. 

And  crop  the  juicy  grass  I 
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**  Whereby  she  grew  as  plump  and  hale 
As  any  beast  that  wears  a  tail. 
Her  skin  as  sleek  as  silk  ; 
And  through  all  parts  of  England  now 
Is  grown  a  very  famous  Cow, 
By  giving  Rum-and-Milk  ! " 
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^ME  all  ye  sable  little  girls  and  boyi, 

Ye  coal-black  Brothers — Sooty  Sisters,  come  I 
With  kitty-katties  make  a  joyful  noise ; 
With  snaky-snekies,  and  the  Eboe  drum  I 
From  this  day  forth  your  freedom  is  your  own : 
.Playt  Sambo,  play, — and,  Obadiah,  groan  I 

Ye  vocal  Blackbirds,  bring  your  native  pipes, 
Your  own  Moors  Melodies,  ye  niggers,  bring ^ 

To  celebrate  the  fall  of  chains  and  stripes, 

Sing  "  Possum  up  a  gum-tree," — roar  and  sing ! 

From  this  day  forth  your  freedom  is  your  own  : 

ChauiU^  Sambo,  chaunt, — and,  Obadiah,  groan  I 

Bring  all  your  woolly  pickaninnies  dear — 

Bring  John  Canoe  and  all  his  jolly  gang : 
Stretch  ev*ry  blulibcr-mouth  from  car  to  ear, 

And  let  the  driver  in  his  whip  go  hang  ! 
From  this  day  forth  your  freedom  is  your  own  : 
Crin^  Sambo,  grin, — and,  Obadiah,  groan  ! 

Your  working  garb  indignantly  renounce ; 

Discard  your  slops  in  honour  of  the  day- 
Come  all  in  frill,  and  furbelow,  and  flounce. 

Come  all  as  fine  as  Chimney  Sweeps  in  May-^ 
From  this  day  forth  your  freedom  is  your  own  : 
Dress^  Sambo,  dress,~^and,  Obadiah,  groan  1 

Come,  join  together  in  the  dewy  dance, 

With  melting  maids  in  steamy  mazes  go ; 
Humanity  delights  to  see^^on  ^x^nct^ 
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Up  with,  your  sooty  l^s  and  jump  Jim  Crow- 
From  this  day  forth  your  freedom  is  your  own : 
Skip^  Sambo,  skip, — and,  Obadiah,  groan  I 

Kiss  dark  Diana  on  her  pouting  lips, 
And  take  black  Phoebe  by  her  ample  waist — 

Tdl  them  to-day  is  Slaver/s  eclipse, 

And  Love  and  Liberty  must  be  embraced — 

From  this  day  forth  your  freedom  is  your  own : 

KisSf  Sambo,  kiss, — and,  Obadiah,  groan  1 

With  bowls  of  sangarce  and  toddy  come ! 

Bring  lemons,  sugar,  old  Madeira,  limes, 
Whole  tanks  and  water-barrels  full  of  rum. 

To  toast  the  whitest  date  of  modem  times — 
From  this  day  forth  your  freedom  is  your  own  : 
Drinkf  Sambo,  drink, — and,  Obadiah,  groan  ! 

Talk,  all  together,  talk !  both  old  and  young, 
Pour  out  the  fulness  of  the  negro  heart ; 

Let  Idose  the  now  emancipated  tongue, 

And  all  your  new-bom  sentiments  impart — 

From  thb  day  forth  your  freedom  is  your  own : 

SpaiUf  Sambo,  spout, — and,  Obadiah,  groan  ! 

HuTza  !  for  equal  rights  and  equal  laws  ; 

The  British  parliament  has  doff'd  your  chain- 
Join,  join  in  gratitude  your  jetty  paws. 

And  swear  you  never  will  be  slaves  again — 
From  this  day  forth  your  freedom  is  your  own  : 
Swear^  Sambo,  swear, — and,  Obadiah,  groan  I 
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*.01d  w(Mnaii.  old  woman,  will  you  go  a-sheaiing? 
Speak  a  litue  louder,  for  I'm  very  hard  of  hearing. 

Oldi 


Baiiad. 


|F  all  old  women  hard  of  hearing. 

The  deafest,  sure,  was  Dame  Eleanor  Spearing  1 
On  her  head,  it  is  true, 
Two  flaps  there  grew. 
That  served  for  a  pair  of  gold  rings  to  go  through, 
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Bat  for  any  purpose  of  ears  in  a  parley, 
They  heard  no  more  than  ears  of  barley. 

No  hint  was  needed  from  D.  E.  F. 

Yon  saw  in  her  fece  that  the  woman  was  deaf : 

From  her  twisted  mouth  to  her  eyes  so  peery. 

Each  queer  feature  ask'd  a  query ; 
A  look  that  said  in  a  silent  way, 
"Who?  and  What?  and  How?  and  Eh? 
I*d  give  my  eajns  to  know  what  you  say  I ' 


i»» 


And  well  she  might  f  for  each  auricular 

Was  deaf  as  a  post — and  that  post  in  particular 

That  stands  at  the  comer  of  Dyott  Street  now, 

And  never  hears  a  word  of  a  row  ! 

Ears  that  might  ^erve  her  now  and  then 

As  extempore  racks  for  an  idle  pen ; 

Or  to  bang  with  ]|^oops  from  jewellers*  shops 

With  coral,  ruby,  or  garnet  drops  ; 

Or,  provided  the  owner  so  inclined, 

Ears  to  stick  a  blister  behind  ; 

But  as  for  hearing  wisdom,  or  wit; 

Falsehood,  or  folly,  or  tell-tale-tit. 

Or  politics,  whether  of  Fox  or  Pitt, 

Femm,  lecture,  or  musical  bit. 

Harp,  piano,  fiddle,  pr  kit, 

They  might  as  well,  (or  any  such  wish. 

Have  been  butter*d,  done  brown,  and  laid  in  a  dish  t 

She  was  deaf  as  a  post,— as  said  before — 
And  as  deaf  as  twenty  similes  more, 
Including  the  adder,  that  deafest  of  snakes, 
Which  never  hears  the  coil  it  makes. 

She  was  deaf  as  a  house — which  modem  tricks 
Of  language  would  call  as  deaf  as  bricks — 
For  her  all  human  kind  were  dumb. 
Her  drum,  indeed,  was  so  muffled  a  drum. 
That  none  could  get  a  sound  to  come. 
Unless  the  Devil  who  had  Two  S\Ac\a  \ 
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She  was  deaf  as  a  stone— say,  one  of  the  stones 

Demosthenes  suck*d  to  improve  his  tones  ; 

And  surely  deafness  no  further  could  reach 

Than  to  be  in  his  mouth  without  hearing  his  cpeech  t 

She  was  deaf  as  a  nut — for  nuts,  no  doubt, 

Are  deaf  to  the  grub  that's  hollowing  out — 

As  deaf,  alas  !  as  the  dead  and  forgotten— 

(Gray  has  noticed  the  waste  of  breath. 

In  addressing  the  *'  dull,  cold  ear  of  death  *% 

Or  the  Felon's  ear  that  was  stuffd  with  Cotton— 

Or  Charles  the  First  in  statue  quo; 

Or  the  still-bom  figures  of  Madame  Tussaud, 

With  their  eyes  of  glass,  and  their  hair  of  flax, 

Tliat  only  stare  whatever  you  "  ax," 

For  their  ears,  you  know,  are  nothing  but 


She  was  deaf  as  the  ducks  that  swam  in  the  pond. 

And  wouldn't  listen  to  Mrs.  Bond, — 

As  deaf  as  r.ny  Frenchman  appears, 

When  he  puts  his  shoulders  into  his  ears : 

And — whatever  the  citizen  tells  his  son— 

As  deaf  as  Gog  and  Magog  at  one  ! 

Or,  still  to  be  a  simile-seeker. 

As  deaf  as  dogs*-ears  to  Enfield's  Speaker ! 

She  was  deaf  as  any  tradesman's  dummy. 

Or  as  Pharaoh's  mother's  mother's  mummy  j 

Whose  organs,  for  fear  of  our  modern  sceptics^ 

Were  plugg'd  with  gums  and  antiseptics. 

She  was  deaf  as  a  nail — that  you  cannot  hammer 
A  meaning  into,  for  all  your  clamour — 
There  never  was  such  a  deaf  old  Gammer  I 

So  formed  to  worry 

Both  Lindley  and  Murray, 
By  having  no  ear  for  Music  or  Grammar  I 

Deaf  to  sounds,  as  a  ship  out  of  soundings. 
Deaf  to  verbs,  and  all  their  compoundings, 
Adjective,  noun,  and  adverb,  and  particle^ 
Deaf  to  even  the  definite  article — 
No  verbal  message  was  worth  a  pin. 
Though  you  hired  an  earwig  to  carry  it  in  ! 
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In  short,  she  was  twice  as  deaf  as  Deaf  Burke^ 

Or  all  the  Deafness  in  Yearsley*s  work, 

^ho  in  spite  of  his  skill  in  hardness  of  hearings 

Boring,  blasting,  and  pioneering, 

To  give  the  dummy  oigan  and  clearing. 
Could  never  have  cored  Dame  Eleanor  Spearing. 

Of  course  the  loss  was  a  great  privation. 

For  one  of  her  sex — whatever  her  station — 

And  none  the  less  that  the  Dame  had  a  torn 

For  making  all  families  one  concern, 

And  learning  whatever  there  was  to  learn 

In  the  prattling,  tattling  village  of  Tringham — 

As  who  wore  silk  ?  and  who  wore  gingham  ? 

And  what  the  Atkins's  shop  might  bring  'em  ? 

How  the  Smiths  contrived  to  live  ?  and  whether 

The  fourteen  Murphys  all  pigg'd  together? 

The  wages  per  week  of  the  Weavers  and  Skinners, 

And  what  they  boil'd  for  their  Sunday  dinners  ? 

What  plates  the  Bugsbys  had  on  the  shel^ 

Crockery,  china,  wooden,  or  delf  ? 

And  if  the  parlour  of  Mrs.  G'Grady 

Had  a  wicked  French  print,  or  Death  and  the  Lady  ? 

Did  Snip  and  his  wife  continue  to  jangle  ? 

Had  Mrs.  Wilkinson  sold  her  mangle  ? 

What  liquor  was  drunk  by  Jones  and  Brown  ? 

And  the  weekly  score  they  ran  up  at  the  Crown  ? 

If  the  Cobbler  could  read,  and  believed  in  the  Pope  ? 

And  how  the  Grubbs  were  off  for  soap  ? 

If  the  Snobbs  had  fumish'd  their  room  up-stair^ 

And  how  they  managed  for  tables  and  chairs^ 

Beds,  and  other  household  affairs. 

Iron,  wooden,  and  Staffordshire  wares  ? 

And  if  they  could  muster  a  whole  pair  of  bellows? 
In  fact,  she  had  much  of  the  spirit  that  lies 
Perdu  in  a  notable  set  of  Paul  Prys, 

By  courtesy  call'd  Statistical  Fellows — 
A  prying,  spying,  inquisitive  clan, 
Who  have  gone  upon  much  of  the  self>same  pUuiy 

Jotting  the  Labouring  Class's  riches ; 
And  after  poking  in  pot  and  pan. 

And  routing  garments  in  want  of  stitcheS| 
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Have  ascertain'd  that  a  working  man 
Wears  a  pair  and  a  quarter  of  average  breeches  1 

But  this  alas !  from  her  loss  of  hearings 

Was  all  a  seal'd  book  to  Dame  Eleanor  Spearing ; 

And  often  her  tears  would  rise  to  their  founts- 
Supposing  a  little  scandal  at  play 
Twixt  Mrs.  O'Fie  and  Mrs.  Au  Fait— 

That  she  couldn't  audit  the  Gossips'  accoonts; 
Tis  true,  to  her  cottage  still  they  came. 
And  ate  her  muffins  just  the  same. 
And  drank  the  tea  of  the  widowed  Dame, 
And  never  swallowed  a  thimble  the  less 
Of  something  the  Reader  is  left  to  guess, 
For  all  the  deafness  of  Mrs.  S., 

Who  saw  them  talk,  and  chuckle,  and  coagb. 
But  to  see  and  not  share  in  the  social  flow. 
She  might  as  well  have  lived,  you  know. 
In  one  of  the  houses  in  Owen's  Row, 

Near  the  New  River  Head,  with  its  water  cut  off  I 

And  yet  the  almond-oil  she  had  tried. 

And  fifty  infallible  things  beside. 

Hot,  and  cold,  and  thick,  and  thin, 

Dabb'd,  and  dribbled,  and  squirted  in  : 

But  all  remedies  fail'd  ;  and  though  some  it  was  dear 

Like  the  brandy  and  salt 

(We  now  exalt) 
Had  made  a  noise  in  the  public  ear. 
She  was  just  as  deaf  as  ever,  poor  dear  1 

At  last— one  very  fine  day  in  June — 
Suppose  her  sitting, 
Busily  knitting, 
And  humming  she  didn't  quite  know  what  tune ; 

For  nothing  she  heard  but  a  sort  of  a  whizz. 
Which,  unless  the  sound  of  the  circulation, 
Or  of  thoughts  in  the  process  of  fabrication. 
By  a  Spinning- Jcnnyish  operation. 

It's  hard  to  say  what  buzzing  it  is. 
However,  except  that  ghost  of  a  sound. 
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She  sat  in  a  silence  most  profound — 
The  cat  was  porring  about  the  mat. 
But  her  Mistress  heard  no  more  of  that 
Than  if  it  had  been  a  boatswain's  cat ; 
And  as  for  the  clock  the  moments  nicking^ 
The  Dame  only  gave  it  credit  for  ticking. 
The  bark  of  her  dog  she  did  not  catch  ; 
Nor  yet  the  click  of  the  lifted  latch  ; 
Nor  yet  the  creak  of  the  opening  door ; 
Nor  yet  the  fall  of  a  foot  on  the  floor — 
Bat  she  saw  the  shadow  that  crept  on  her  gowff 
And  tum'd  its  skirt  of  a  darker  brown. 

And  lo  f  a  man  I  a  Pedlar  1  ay,  nftirry, 

With  the  little  back-shop  that  such  tradesmen 

Stocked  with  brooches,  ribbons,  and  rings^ 

Spectacles,  razors,  and  other  odd  things. 

For  lad  and  lass,  as  Autolycus  sings ; 

A  chapman  for  goodness  and  cheapness  of  ware,- 

Held  a  £air  dealer  enough  at  a  fair, 

Bat  deem'd  a  piratical  sort  of  invader 

By  him  we  dub  the  "  regular  trader," 

Who— luring  the  passengers  in  as  they  pass 

By  lamps,  gay  panels,  and  mouldings  of  brass. 

And  windows  with  only  one  huge  pane  of  glass. 

And  his  name  in  gilt  characters,  German  or  Roman,' 

If  he  isn't  a  Pedlar,  at  least  he's  a  Showman  I 


However,  in  the  stranger  came. 

And,  the  moment  he  met  the  eyes  of  the  Dame^ 

Threw  her  as  knowing  a  nod  as  though 

He  had  known  her  fifty  long  years  ago  ; 

And  presto  !  before  she  could  utter  "Jack"— 

Much  less  **  Robinson  " — open'd  his  pack — 

And  then  from  amongst  his  portable  gear. 
With  even  more  than  a  Pedlar's  tact, — 
(Slick  himself  might  have  envied  the  act)^ 
Before  she  had  time  to  be  deaf,  in  fact^ 

Popp'd  a  Trumpet  into  her  ear. 

••There,  Ma'am!  try  it  I 
^,  You  needn't  buy  it — 
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The  last  New  Patent — and  nothing  comes  nigh  it 

For  afTording  the  Deaf,  at  a  little  expense, 

The  sense  of  hearing,  and  hearing  of  sense  ! 

A  Real  Blessing — and  no  mistake. 

Invented  for  poor  Humanity's  sake  ; 

For  what  can  be  a  greater  privation 

Than  playing  Dummy  to  all  creation. 

And  only  looking  at  conversation — 

Great  Philosophers  talking  like  Platos, 

And  Members  of  Parliament  moral  as  Catos^ 

And  your  ears  as  dull  as  waxy  potatoes  1 

Not  to  name  the  mischievous  quizzers. 

Sharp  as  knives,  but  double  as  scissors, 

Who  get  you  to  answer  quite  by  guess 

Yes  for  No,  and  No  for  Yes.'* 

("That's  very  true,"  says  Dame  Eleanor  S.) 

"  Try  it  again  !  No  harm  in  trying — 

I'm  sure  you'll  find  it  worth  your  buying, 

A  little  practice — that  is  all — 

And  you'll  hear  a  whisper,  however  small, 

Through  an  Act  of  Parliament  party-wall,— 

Every  syllable  clear  as  day, 

And  even  what  people  are  going  to  say — 

I  wouldn't  tell  a  lie,  I  wouldn't. 

But  my  Trumpets  have  heard  what  Solomon's  ooiiIdn*t ; 
And  as  for  Scott  he  promises  fine, 
But  can  he  warrant  his  horns  like  mine 
Never  to  hear  what  a  Lady  shouldn't — 
Only  a  guinea — and  can't  take  less." 
("That's  very  dear,"  says  Dame  Eleanor  S.) 

"  Dear  !— Oh  dear,  to  call  it  dear  I 
Why  it  isn't  a  horn  you  buy,  but  an  ear  ; 
Only  think,  and  you'll  find  on  reflection 
You're  bargaining,  Ma*am,  for  the  Voice  of  Affection  ; 
For  the  language  of  Wisdom,  and  Virtue,  and  Truth, 
And  the  sweet  little  innocent  prattle  of  jrouth : 
Not  to  mention  the  striking  of  clocks— 
Cackle  of  hens — crowing  of  cocks — 
Lowing  of  cow,  and  bull,  and  ox — 
Bleating  of  pretty  pastoral  flocks — 
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MuriDur  of  Mratcrfall  over  the  rocks — 

Every  sound  that  Echo  mocks — 

Vocals,  fiddles,  and  muskaKbox — 

And  zoonds  !  to  call  such  a  concert  dear ! 

But  I  mustn't  '  swear  with  my  horn  in  your  ear.' 

Why  in  baying  that  Trumpet  you  buy  all  those 

That  Harper,  or  any  trumpeter,  blows 

At  the  Queen's  Levees  or  the  Lord  Mayor's  Shows, 

At  least  as  far  as  the  music  goes, 

Including  the  wonderful  lively  sound. 

Of  the  Guards'  key-bugles  all  the  year  round  : 

Come — suppose  we  call  it  a  pound  I 

**  Come,"  said  the  talkative  Man  of  the  Pack, 

"  Before  I  put  my  box  on  my  back. 

For  this  elegant,  useful  Conductor  of  Sound, 

Come— suppose  we  call  it  a  pound  ! 

Only  a  pound  !  it's  only  the  price 

Of  bearing  a  Concert  once  or  twice, 

It's  only  the  fee 

You  might  give  Mr.  C. 
And  after  all  not  hear  his  advice, 
But  common  prudence  would  bid  you  stump  it ; 

For,  not  to  enlarge. 

It's  the  r^iilar  chaise 
At  a  Fancy  Fair  for  a  penny  trumpet. 
Lord  I  what's  a  pound  to  the  blessing  of  hearing  ! " 
("A  pound's  a  pound,'*  said  Dame  Eleanor  Spearing.) 

"Try  it  again  I  no  harm  in  trying ! 
A  pound^s  a  pound  there's  no  delaying  ; 
But  think  what  thousands  and  thousands  of  pounds 
We  pay  for  nothing  but  hearing  sounds : 
Sounds  of  Equity,  Justice,  and  Law, 
Parliamentary  jabber  and  jaw. 
Pious  cant  and  moral  saw, 
Hocus-pocus,  and  Nong-tong-paw, 
And  empty  sounds  not  worth  a  straw ; 
Why  it  costs  a  guinea,  as  I'm  a  sinner, 
To  hear  the  sounds  at  a  Public  Dinner ! 
One  pound  one  thrown  into  the  ])uddle, 
C  n 
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To  listen  to  Fiddle,  Faddle,  and  Fuddle  I 

Not  to  forget  the  sounds  we  buy 

From  those  who  sell  their  sounds  so  high. 

That,  unless  the  Managers  pitch  it  strong. 

To  get  a  Signora  to  warble  a  song, 

You  must  fork  out  the  blunt  with  a  haymaker's  prong  t 

*•  It's  not  the  thing  for  me — I  know  it. 

To  crack  my  own  Trumpet  up  and  blow  it ; 

But  it  is  the  best,  and  time  will  show  it. 

There  was  Mrs.  F, 

So  very  deaf, 
That  she  might  have  worn  a  percussion-cap, 
And  been  knock'd  on  the  head  without  hearing  it  snap, 
Well,  I  sold  her  a  horn,  and  the  very  next  day 
She  heard  from  her  husband  at  Botany  Bay  ! 
Come — eighteen  shillings— that's  very  low. 
You'll  save  the  money  as  shillings  go, 
And  I  never  knew  so  bad  a  lot. 
By  hearing  whether  they  ring  or  not  I 

"  Eighteen  shillings  !  it's  worth  the  price. 
Supposing  you're  delicate-minded  and  nice. 
To  have  the  medical  man  of  your  choice. 
Instead  of  the  one  with  the  strongest  voice — 
Who  comes  and  asks  you,  how's  your  liver. 
And  where  you  ache,  and  whether  you  shiver, 
And  as  to  your  nerves,  so  apt  to  quiver, 
As  if  he  was  hailing  a  boat  on  the  river  ! 
And  then,  with  a  shout,  like  Pat  in  a  riot. 
Tells  you  to  keep  yourself  perfectly  quiet ! 

**  Or  a  tradesman  comes — as  tradesmen  will — 
Short  and  crusty  about  his  bill, 

Of  patience,  indeed,  a  perfect  scomer, 
And  because  you're  deaf  and  unable  to  pay. 
Shouts  whatever  he  has  to  say, 
In  a  vulgar  voice,  that  goes  over  the  way, 

Down  tlie  street  and  round  the  comer  I 
Come — speak  your  mind — it's  *  No  or  Yes.'  " 
( "  I've  half  a  mind,"  said  Dame  Eleanor  S.) 
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"  T17  it  again — no  hann  in  tr3ring, 

Of  ccnirse  you  hear  me,  as  easy  as  lying ; 

No  pain  at  all,  like  a  suigical  trick. 

To  make  you  squall,  and  struggle,  and  kick. 

Like  Juno,  or  Rose, 

Whose  ear  undergoes 
Such  horrid  tugs  at  membrane  and  gristle, 
For  being  as  deaf  as  yourself  to  a  whistle ! 

**  You  may  go  to  surgical  chaps  if  you  choosey 

Who  will  blow  up  your  tubes  like  copper  flues^ 

Or  cut  jTOur  tonsils  right  away. 

As  you*d  shell  out  your  almonds  for  ChristmasHlay ; 

And  after  all  a  matter  of  doubt. 

Whether  3rou  ever  would  hear  the  shout 

Of  the  little  blackguards  that  bawl  about, 

*  There  3rou  go  with  your  tonsils  out !' 

Why  I  knew  a  deaf  Welshman,  who  came  from  Glamor- 
gan 
On  purpose  to  try  a  surgical  spell. 
And  paid  a  guinea,  and  might  as  well 

Have  call'd  a  monkey  into  his  organ  ! 
^or  the  Aurist  only  took  a  mug. 
And  pour'd  in  his  ear  some  acoustical  drug, 
That,  instead  of  curing,  deafen'd  him  rather. 
As  Hamlet's  uncle  served  Hamlet*s  father  ! 
That's  the  way  with  your  surgical  gentry  ! 
And  happy  your  luck 
(f  you  don't  get  stuck 
Through  your  liver  and  lights  at  a  royal  entry, 
Because  you  never  answer'd  the  sentry  t 

"  Try  it  again,  dear  Madam,  try  it ! 
Many  would  sell  their  beds  to  buy  it. 
I  warrant  you  often  wake  up  in  the  night, 
Ready  to  shake  to  a  jelly  with  fright. 
And  up  you  must  get  to  strike  a  light. 
And  down  you  go,  in  you  know  what. 
Whether  the  weather  is  chilly  or  hot,— 
That's  the  way  a  cold  is  got, — 
To  see  if  you  heard  a  noibe  or  not  I 
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"  Why,  bless  you,  a  woman  with  organs  like  youn 
Is  hardly  safe  to  step  out  of  doors  ! 
Just  fancy  a  horse  that  comes  full  pelt, 
But  as  quiet  as  if  he  was  '  shod  with  felt,' 
Till  he  rushes  against  you  with  all  his  force, 
And  then  I  needn't  describe  the  course. 
While  he  kicks  you  about  without  remorse, 
How  awkward  it  is  to  be  groom'd  by  a  horse  I 
Or  a  bullock  comes,  as  mad  as  King  Lear, 
And  you  never  dream  that  the  brute  is  near« 
Till  he  pokes  his  horn  right  into  your  ear, 
Whether  you  like  the  thing  or  lump  it,—  ' 
And  all  for  want  of  buying  a  trumpet  1 

**  I*m  not  a  female  to  fret  and  vex. 
But  if  I  belonged  to  the  sensitive  sex, 
Exposed  to  all  sorts  of  indelicate  sounds, 
I  wouldn't  be  deaf  for  a  thousand  pounds. 

Lord  !  only  think  of  chucking  a  copper 
To  Jack  or  Bob  with  a  timber  limb, 
Who  looks  as  if  he  was  singing  a  hymn, 

Instead  of  a  song  that's  very  improper  I 
Or  ju$t  suppose  in  a  public  place 
You  see  a  great  fellow  a-puHing  a  face, 
With  hia  staring  eyes  and  his  mouth  like  an  O,-— 
And  how  is  a  poor  deaf  lady  to  know, — 
The  lower  orders  are  up  to  such  games — 
If  he's  calling  *  Green  Peas,*  or  calling  her  names  ?  " 
(**  They're  tenpcnce  a  peck  I "  said  the  deafest  of  Dames.) 

"  *Tis  strange  what  very  strong  advising. 

By  word  of  mouth,  or  advertising. 

By  chalking  on  walls,  or  placarding  on  vans, 

With  fifty  other  different  plans. 

The  very  high  pressure,  in  fact,  of  pressing, 

It  needs  to  persuade  one  to  purchase  a  blessing  I 

Whether  the  Soothing  American  Syrup, 

A  Safety  Hat  or  a  Safety  Stirrup,— 

Infallible  Pills  for  the  human  frame. 

Or  Rowland's  O-don't-o  (an  ominous  name)  I 

A  Doudncy's  suit  which  the  shape  so  hits 
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That  it  beats  all  others  vcXofits; 

A  Mechi's  razor  for  beards  unshorn. 

Or  a  Ghost-of-a-Whisper-Catcliing  Horn  ! 

**  Try  it  again,  Ma*am,  only  try !  ** 

Was  still  the  voluble  Pedlar's  cry ; 

**  It's  a  great  privation,  there's  no  dispute, 

To  live  like  the  dumb  unsociable  brute. 

And  to  hear  no  more  of  the  pro  and  ric^. 

And  how  Society's  going  on. 

Than  Mumbo  Jumbo  or  Prester  John^ 

And  all  for  want  of  this  sine  qud  rum  ; 

Whereas,  with  a  horn  that  never  offends. 
Yon  may  join  the  genteelest  party  that  is, 
And  enjoy  all  xht  scandal,  and  gossip,  and  quii. 

And  be  certain  to  hear  of  your  absent  friends  ;^^ 
Not  that  elegant  ladies,  in  fact, 
lu  genteel  society  ever  detract. 
Or  lend  a  brush  when  a  friend  is  black'd, — 
At  least  as  a  mere  malicious  act, — 
But  only  talk  scandal  for  fear  some  fool 
Should  think  they  were  bred  at  charily  schooL 

Or,  maybe,  you  like  a  little  flirtation, 
W^hich  even  the  most  Don  Juanish  rake 
Would  surely  object  to  undertake 

At  the  same  high  pitch  as  an  altercation. 
It's  not  for  me,  of  course,  to  judge 
How  much  a  Deaf  Lady  ought  to  begrudge ; 
But  half-a-guinea  seems  no  great  matter — 
luting  alone  more  rational  patter — 
Only  to  hear  a  parrot  chatter  : 
Not  to  mention  that  feather'd  wit. 
The  Starling,  who  speaks  when  his  tongue  is  slit ; 
The  Pies  and  Jays  that  utter  words. 
And  other  Dicky  Gossips  of  birds. 
That  talk  with  as  much  good  sense  and  decorum. 
As  many  Beaks  who  belong  to  the  quorum. 

••  Try  it — buy  it — ^say  ten  and  six. 
The  lowest  price  a  miser  could  fix  : 
I  don't  pretend  with  horns  of  mine, 
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Like  some  in  the  advertising  line, 

To  '  magnify  sounds  *  on  such  marvelloiis  scales 

That  the  sounds  of  a  cod  seem  as  big  as  a  whale*s ; 

But  popular  rumours,  right  or  wrong, — 

Charity  sermons,  short  or  long, — 

Lecture,  speech,  concerto,  or  song. 
All  noises  and  voices,  feeble  or  strong, 

From  the  hum  of  a  gnat  to  the  dash  of  a  gong, 

This  tube  will  deliver  distinct  and  clear ; 

Or,  supposing  by  chance 

You  wish  to  dance. 
Why,  it's  putting  a  Horn-pipe  into  your  ear  t 

Try  it  —  buy  it  ! 

Buy  it— try  it ! 
The  last  New  Patent,  and  nothing  comes  nigh  it, 

For  guiding  sounds  to  their  proper  tunnel : 
Only  try  till  the  end  of  June, 
And  if  you  and  the  Trumpet  are  out  of  tune 
ril  turn  it  gratis  into  a  funnel ! " 

In  short,  the  pedlar  so  beset  her, — 

Lord  Bacon  couldn't  have  gammon'd  her  better,—* 

With  flatteries  plump  and  indirect. 

And  pliefd  his  tongue  with  such  effect, — 

A  tongue  that  could  almost  have  butter'd  a  crumpet,- 

The  deaf  old  woman  lx>ught  the  TrumpeL 


The  pedlar  was  gone.     WMlh  the  hom*s  assistance. 
She  heard  his  steps  die  away  in  the  distance  ; 
And  then  she  heard  the  tick  of  the  clock. 
The  purring  of  puss  and  the  snoring  of  Shock  ; 
And  she  purposely  dropp'd  a  pin  that  was  little, 
And  heard  it  fall  as  plain  as  a  skittle  ! 

"Twas  a  wonderful  horn,  to  be  but  just ! 
Nor  meant  to  gather  dust,  must  and  rust  ; 
So  in  half  a  jifTy,  or  less  than  that, 
In  her  scarlet  cloak  and  her  steeple-hat. 
Like  old  Dame  Trot,  but  without  her  cat, 


TALE  OF  A   TRUMPET.  23 

The  gossip  was  hunting  all  Tringham  through. 
As  if  she  meant  to  canvass  the  ix>rough, 

Trampet  in  hand,  or  up  to  the  cavity  ; — 
And,  sure,  had  the  horn  been  one  of  those 
The  wild  Rhinoceros  wears  on  his  nose. 

It  oouldn*t  have  ripp*d  up  more  depravity  1 

DepraTity !  mercy  ^dd  her  ears  1 
'Twas  plain  enough  that  her  village  peers 

In  the  ways  of  vice  were  no  raw  beginners ; 
For  whenever  she  raised  the  tube  to  her  drum 
Sttdi  sounds  were  transmitted  as  only  come 

From  the  very  Brass  Band  of  human  sinners  1 
Ribald  jest  and  blasphemous  curse 
(Banyan  never  vented  worse), 
With  all  those  weeds,  not  flowers,  of  speech 
Which  the  Seven  Dialeeticians  teach  ; 
Filthy  Conjunctions,  and  Dissolute  Nouns, 
And  Particles  pick'd  from  che  kennels  of  towns. 
With  Irregular  Verbs  for  irregular  jobs, 
Chiefly  active  in  rows  and  mobs. 
Picking  possessive  Pronouns'  fobs, 
And  Intetjections  as  bad  as  a  blight, 
C)r  an  Eastern  blast,  to  the  blood  and  the  sight ; 
Fanciful  phrases  for  crime  and  sin. 
And  smacking  of  vulgar  lips  where  Gin, 
Garlic,  Tobacco,  and  oflals  go  in — 
A  jargon  so  truly  adapted,  in  fact. 
To  each  thievish,  obscene,  and  ferocious  aci; 
So  fit  for  the  brute  with  the  human  shape, 
Savage  Balxxin,  or  libidinous  Afie, 
From  their  ugly  mouths  it  will  certainly  come 
Shoi^d  they  ever  get  weary  of  slvamming  dumb ! 

Alas  !  for  the  Voice  of  Virtue  and  Truth, 
And  the  sweet  little  innocent  prattle  of  Youth  I 
The  smallest  urchin  whose  tongue  could  tang, 
Shock'd  the  Dame  with  a  volley  of  slangy 
Fit  for  Fagia*s  juvenile  gang ; 

While  the  charity  chap, 

With  his  muffin  cap. 
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His  crimson  coat,  and  his  badge  so  garish. 
Playing  at  dumps,  or  pitch  in  the  hole. 
Cursed  his  eyes,  limbs,  body  and  soul, 

As  if  they  didn't  belong  to  the  Parish  ! 

*Twas  awful  to  hear,  as  she  went  along, 
The  wicked  words  of  the  popular  song ; 

Or  supposing  she  listen'd — as  gossips  will — 
At  a  door  ajar,  oi  a  window  agape. 
To  catch  the  sounds  they  allow'd  to  escape, 

Those  sounds  belong'd  to  Depravity  still ! 
The  dark  allusion,  or  bolder  brag 
Of  the  dexterous  "dodge,"  and  the  lots  of  "swag^* 
The  plunder'd  house — or  the  stolen  nag — 
The  blazing  rick,  or  the  darker  crime. 
That  quench'd  the  spark  before  its  time — 
The  wanton  speech  of  the  wife  immoral— 
The  noise  of  drunken  or  deadly  quarrel, 
With  savage  menace,  which  threaten'd  the  life. 
Till  the  heart  seem'd  merely  a  strop  **  for  the  knife  j* 
The  human  liver,  no  better  than  that. 
Which  is  sliced  and  thrown  to  an  old  woman*s  cat ; 

And  the  head,  so  useful  for  shaking  and  nodding. 
To  be  punch'd  into  holes,  like  "  a  shocking  bad  hat,* 

That  is  only  fit  to  be  punch'd  into  wadding  ! 

In  short,  wherever  she  tum'd  the  horn. 
To  the  highly  bred,  or  the  lowly  bom. 
The  working  man,  who  look'd  over  the  hedges 
Or  the  mother  nursing  her  infant  pledge. 

The  sober  Quaker,  averse  to  quarrels, 
Or  the  Governess  pacing  the  village  through j 
With  her  twelve  Young  Ladies,  two  and  two^ 
Looking,  as  such  young  ladies  do, 

Truss'd  by  Decorum  and  stuif'd  with  morals— » 
Whether  she  listen'd  to  Hob  or  Bob, 
Nob  or  Snob, 
The  Squire  on  his  cob. 
Or  Trudge  and  his  ass  at  a  tinkering  job, 
To  the  *•  Saint"  who  expounded  at  "Little  Zion"— 
Or  the  "Sixmer"  who  kept  "the  Golden  Lioa"— 
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The  man  tcetotally  wean*d  from  liquor — 
The  Beadle,  the  Clerk,  or  the  Reverend  Vicar — 
Nay,  the  very  Pie  in  its  cage  of  wicker — 
She  gather*d  such  meanings,  double  or  single^ 

Tliat  like  the  bell, 

With  muffins  to  sell. 
Her  ear  was  kept  in  a  constant  tingle  ! 

But  this  was  nought  to  the  tales  of  shame, 

Tlie  constant  runnings  of  evil  famfe, 

Foul,  and  dirty,  and  black  as  ink, 

ITiat  her  ancient  cronies,  with  nod  and  wink, 

Pour*d  in  her  horn  like  slops  in  ti  sink : 

While  sitting  in  conclave,  as  gossips  do, 
With  their  Hyson  or  Howqua,  black  or  green^ 
And  not  a  little  of  feline  spleen 

Lapp'd  up  in  "Catty  packages,"  too, 

To  give  a  zest  to  the  sipping  and  supping ; 
For  still  by  some  invisible  tether, 
Scandal  and  Tea  are  link'd  together, 

As  surely  as  Scarification  and  Cupping ; 
Yet  never  since  Scandal  drank  Bohea — 
Or  sloe,  or  whatever  it  happen'd  to  be. 
For  some  groccrly  thieves 
Turn  over  new  leaves, 
Without  much  amending  their  lives  or  their  tea — 
No,  never  since  cup  was  fiU'd  or  stirr'd 
Were  such  wild  and  horrible  anecdotes  heard. 
As  blacken'd  their  neighbours  of  either  gender, 
Especially  that,  which  is  called  the  Tender, 
But,  instead  of  the  softness  we  fancy  therewith, 
Was  hardened  in  vice  as  the  vice  of  a  smith. 

Women  !  the  wretches  !  had  soil'd  and  marr'd 

Whatever  to  womanly  nature  belongs  ; 
For  the  marriage  tie  they  had  no  r^ard. 
Nay,  sped  their  mates  to  the  sexton's  yard, 

(Like  Madame  Laffarge,  who  with  poisonous  pindies 

Kept  cutting  off  her  L  by  inches)— 
And  as  for  drinking,  they  drank  so  hard 

That  they  drank  their  flat-irons,  pokers,  and  ton^  t 
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The  men — they  fought  and  gambled  at  fairs  ; 

And  poach 'd — and  didn't  respect  grey  hairs — 

Stole  linen,  money,  plate,  poultry,  and  corses ; 

And  broke  in  houses  as  well  as  horses  ; 

Unfolded  folds  to  kill  their  own  mutton, — 

And  would  their  own  mothers  and  wives  for  a  button  ; 

But  not  to  repeat  the  deeds  they  did. 

Backsliding  in  spite  of  all  moral  skid. 

If  all  were  true  that  fell  from  the  tongue, 

There  was  not  a  villager,  old  or  young, 

But  deserved  to  be  whipped,  imprison'd,  or  hung, 

Or  sent  on  those  travels  which  nobody  hurries. 

To  publish  at  Colbuni's,  or  Longman's,  or  Murray^s. 

Meanwhile  the  Trumpet,  con  amore. 
Transmitted  each  vile  diabolical  story  ; 
And  gave  the  least  whisper  of  slips  and  falls, 
As  that  Gallery  does  in  the  Dome  of  St  Paul's, 
Which,  as  all  the  world  knows,  by  practice  or  print, 
Is  famous  for  making  the  most  of  a  hint 
Not  a  murmur  of  shame, 
Or  buzz  of  blame. 
Not  a  flying  report  that  flew  at  a  name, 
Not  a  plausible  gloss,  or  significant  note. 
Not  a  word  in  the  scandalous  circles  afloat. 
Of  a  beam  in  the  eye,  or  diminutive  note. 
But  vorlex-Iikc  that  tube  of  tin 
Suck'd  the  censorious  particle  in  ; 

And,  trutli  to  tell,  for  as  willing  an  organ 
As  ever  listened  to  serpent's  hiss. 
Nor  took  the  viperous  sound  amiss. 

On  tlie  snaky  head  of  an  ancient  Gorgon  ! 


The  Dame,  it  is  true,  would  mutter  "shocking ! 
And  give  her  head  a  sorrowful  rocking. 
And  make  a  clucking  with  palate  and  tongue. 
Like  the  call  of  Partlett  to  gatlier  her  young, 
A  sound,  when  human,  that  always  proclaims 
At  least  a  thousand  pities  and  shames  ; 

But  still  the  darker  the  tale  of  sin. 
Like  certain  folks,  when  calamities  burst. 


•» 
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Who  find  a  comfort  in  "  hearing  the  worst," 

The  farther  she  poked  the  Trumpet  in. 
Nay,  worse,  whatever  she  heard,  she  spread 

East  and  West,  and  North  and  South, 
Like  the  ball  which,  according  to  Captain  2^, 

Went  in  at  his  ear,  and  came  out  at  his  mouth. 

What  wonder  between  the  Horn  and  the  Dame, 
Such  mischief  was  made  wherever  they  came. 
That  the  parish  of  Tringham  was  all  in  a  flame  ! 

For  although  it  required  such  loud  discharges. 
Such  peals  of  thunder  as  rumbled  at  Lear, 
To  turn  the  smallest  of  table-beer, 
A  little  whisper  breathed  into  the  ear 

Will  sour  a  temper  "  as  sour  as  vargcs." 
In  fact  such  very  ill  blood  there  grew, 

From  this  private  circulation  of  stories, 
That  the  nearest  neighbours  the  village  through, 
Ixx)k*d  at  each  other  as  yellow  and  blue, 
As  any  electioneering  crew 

Wearing  the  colours  of  Whigs  and  Tories. 

Ah  !  well  the  P6et  said,  in  tooth. 

That  "whispering  tongues  can  poison  Tnith," — 

Yea,  like  a  dose  of  oxalic  acid. 

Wrench  and  convulse  poot  Peace,  the  placid. 

And  rack  dear  LoVe  with  internal  fuel, 

Like  arsenic  pastry,  or  what  is  as  cruel. 

Sugar  of  lead,  that  sweetens  gruel, — 

At  least  such  torments  began  to  ring  'em 

From  the  very  mom 

When  that  mischievous  Horn 
Caught  the  whisper  of  tongues  in  Tringham. 

The  Social  Clubs  dissolved  in  huffs, 

And  the  Sons  of  Harmony  came  to  cuffs. 

While  feuds  arose  and  family  quarrels. 

That  discomposed  the  mechanics  of  morals. 

For  screws  were  loose  between  brother  and  brother. 

While  sisters  fasten'd  their  nails  on  each  other  ; 

Such  wrangles,  and  jangles,  and  miff,  and  tiff, 
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And  spar,  and  jar — and  breezes  as  stiff 
As  ever  upset  a  friendship — or  skiff ! 
The  plighted  lovers,  who  used  to  walk, 
Refused  to  meet,  and  declined  to  talk  ; 
And  wish'd  for  tiuo  moons  to  reflect  the  sun. 
That  they  mightn't  look  together  on  one  ; 
While  wedded  affection  ran  so  low, 
That  the  oldest  John  Anderson  snubbed  his  J 
And  instead  of  the  toddle  adown  the  hill. 
Hand  in  hand. 
As  the  song  has  plann'd, 
Scratch'd  her,  penniless,  out  of  his  will ! 


In  short,  to  describe  what  came  to  pass 
In  a  true,  though  somewhat  theatrical  way. 

Instead  of  **  Love  in  a  Village  "—alas  ! 
The  piece  they  performed  was  **  The  Devil  to  Pay  !'* 

However,  as  secrets  arc  brought  to  light, 
And  mischief  comes  home  like  chickens  at  night ; 
And  rivers  are  track'd  throughout  their  course. 
And  forgeries  traced  to  their  proper  source ; — 

And  the  sow  that  ought 

By  the  car  is  caught, — 
And  the  sin  to  the  sinful  door  is  brought ; 
And  the  cat  at  last  escapes  from  the  bag — 
And  the  saddle  is  placed  on  the  proper  nag— 
And  the  fog  blows  off,  and  the  key  is  found — 
And  the  faulty  scent  is  pick'd  out  by  the  hound — 
And  the  fact  turns  up  like  a  worm  from  the  ground — 
And  the  matter  gets  wind  to  waft  it  about ; 
And  a  hint  goes  abroad,  and  the  murder  is  out — 
And  the  riddle  is  guess'd — and  the  puzzle  is  known — 
So  the  truth  was  sniff'd,  and  the  Trumpet  was  bUrwit ! 


'Tis  a  day  in  November — a  day  of  fog — 

But  the  Tringham  people  are  all  agog  ; 

Fathers,  Mothers,  and  Mothers'  Sons, — 

With  sticks,  and  staves,  and  swords,  and  guns,— 

As  if  in  pursuit  of  a  rabid  dog  ; 
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But  their  voices — raised  to  the  highest  pitch — 
Declare  that  the  game  is  "a  Witch  I— a  Witch  I " 

Over  the  Green,  and  along  by  The  George — 
Past  the  Stocks,  and  the  Church,  and  the  Forge» 
And  round  the  Pound,  and  skirting  the  Pond, 
Till  they  come  to  the  whitewashed  cottage  beyond, 
And  there  at  the  door  they  muster  and  cluster, 
And  thump,  and  kick,  and  bellow,  and  bluster — 
Enough  to  put  Old  Nick  in  a  fluster ! 
A  noise,  indeed,  so  loud  and  long, 
And  mix'd  yrith  expressions  so  very  strongs 
That  supposing,  according  to  popular  fame, 
"  Wise  Woman  "  and  Witch  to  be  the  same, 
No  hag  with  a  broom  would  unwisely  stop, 
But  up  arid  away  through  the  chimney-top  ; 
Wherea.%  the  moment  they  burst  the  door, 
Planted  fast  on  her  sanded  floor, 
With  her  Trumpet  up  to  her  organ  of  hearing, 
Lo  and  behold  !  Dame  Eleanor  Spearing  | 

Oh  I  then  arises  the  fearful  shout — 
Bawrd  and  scream'd,  and  bandied  about— 
•*  Seize  her ! — Drag  the  old  Jezebel  out ! " 
While  the  Beadle — the  foremost  of  all  the  band, 
Snatches  the  Horn  from  her  trembling  hand— > 
And  after  a  pause  of  doubt  and  fear, 
Puts  it  up  to  his  sharpest  ear. 

"  Now  silence — silence^one  and  all ! " 
For  the  Clerk  is  quoting  from  Holy  Paul  I 

But  before  he  rehearses 

A  couple  of  verses, 
The  Beadle  lets  the  Trumpet  fall : 
For  instead  of  the  words  so  pious  and  humble^ 
He  hears  a  supernatural  grumble. 

Enough,  enough  !  and  more  than  enough  ;— 
Twenty  impatient  hands  and  rough, 
By  arm,  and  leg,  and  neck,  and  scruff", 
Apron,  'kerchief,  gown  of  scuff — 
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Cap,  and  pinner,  sleeve,  and  cuflT— 
Are  clutching  the  Witch  wherever  they  can. 
With  the  spite  of  Woman  and  fury  of  Man  ; 
And  then — but  first  they  kill  her  cat. 
And  murder  her  dog  on  the  very  mat — 
And  crush  the  infernal  Trumpet  flat  \-^ 
And  then  they  hurry  her  through  the  door 
She  never,  never  will  enter  more  I 

Away  !  away  !  down  the  dusty  lane 

They  pull  her,  and  haul  her,  with  might  and  main : 

And  happy  the  hawbuck,  Tom  or  Harry, 

Dandy,  or  Sandy,  Jerry,  or  Larry, 

Who  happens  to  get  "a  leg  to  carry  ! " 

And  happy  the  foot  that  can  give  her  a  kick, 

And  happy  the  hand  that  can  find  a  brick — 

And  happy  the  fingers  that  hold  a  stick — 

Knife  to  cut,  or  pin  to  prick — 

And  happy  the  Boy  who  can  lend  her  a  lick ; — 

Nay,  happy  the  urchin — Charity-bred, — 

Who  can  shy  very  nigh  to  her  wicked  old  head  ! 

Alas  I  to  think  how  people's  creeds 
Are  contradicted  by  people's  deeds  ! 

But  though  the  wishes  that  Witches  utter 
Can  play  the  most  diabolical  rigs — 
Send  styes  in  tlie  eye — and  measle  the  pigs — 

Grease  horses'  heels — and  spoil  the  butter  ; 
Smut  and  mildew  the  com  on  the  stalk — 
And  turn  new  milk  to  water  and  chalk, — 
Blight  apples — and  give  the  chickens  the  pip— 
And  cramp  the  stomach — and  cripple  the  hip— 
And  waste  the  body — and  addle  the  eggs — 
And  give  a  baby  bandy  l^s  ; 
Though  in  common  belief  a  Witch's  curse 
Involves  all  these  horrible  things,  and  worse-* 
As  ignorant  bumpkins  all  profess, 
No  bumpkin  makes  a  poke  the  less 
At  the  back  or  ribs  of  old  Eleanor  S.  ! 

As  if  she  were  only  a  sack  of  barley  t 
Or  gives  her  credit  for  greater  might 


TALE   OF  A    TRUMPET.  31 

Than  the  Powers  of  Darkness  confer  at  night 
On  that  other  old  woman,  the  parish  Charley  1 

Ay,  now*s  the  time  for  a  Witch  to  call 

On  her  Imps  and  Sucklings  one  and  all— 

Newcs,  Pyewackct,  or  Peck  in  the  Crown, 

(As  Matthew  Hopkins  has  handed  them  down) 

Dick,  and  Willet,  and  Sugar-and-Sack, 

Greedy  Grizel,  Jannara  the  Black, 

Vin^^  Tom,  and  the  rest  of  the  pack — 

Ay,  now*s  the  nick  for  her  friend  Old  Harry 

To  ^me  "with  his  tail"  like  the  bold  Glengarry, 

And  drive  her  foes  from  their  savage  job 

As  a  mad  Black  Bullock  would  scatter  a  mob  :~- 

But  no  such  matter  is  down  in  the  bond  ; 
And  spite  of  her  cries  that  never  cease, 
But  scare  the  ducks  and  astonish  the  geese. 
The  Dame  is  dragg'd  to  the  fatal  pond  ! 

And  now  they  com6  to  the  water's  brim — 
And  in  they  bundle  her—  sink  or  swim ; 
Though  it*s  twenty  to  one  that  the  wretch  must  drown, 
With  twenty  sticks  to  hold  her  down  ; 
Including  the  help  to  the  self-same  end. 
Which  a  travelling  Pedlar  stops  to  lend. 
A  Pedlar  ! — Yes  ! — The  same  ! — the  same ! 
Who  sold  the  Horn  to  the  drowning  Dame  ! 
And  now  is  foremost  amid  the  stir, 
With  a  token  only  reveal'd  to  her  ; 
A  token  that  makes  her  shudder  and  shriek. 
And  point  with  her  finger,  and  strive  to  speak- 
But  before  she  can  utter  the  name  of  the  Devil, 
Her  head  is  under  the  water  level ! 

MORAL. 

There  are  folks  about  town — to  name  no  names— 
Who  much  resemble  that  deafest  of  Dames  ! 

And  over  iheir  tea,  and  mufhns,  and  crumpets^ 
Circulate  many  a  scandalous  word. 
And  whisper  tales  they  could  only  have  heard 

Through  some  such  Diabolical  Trumpets  1 
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AN  OPEN  QUESTION. 

"It  is  the  king's  highway,  that  we  are  lA,  and  in  this  way  it  b  that  thoa 
lyut  placed  the  lions." — Bun  van. 

HAT  !  shut  the  gnnlens  !  lock  the  latticed  gat^  ! 
Refuse  the  shilling  and  the  fellow's  ticket ! 
And  han^  a  wooden  notice  up  to  state, 

*'On  Sundays  no  admittance  at  this  wicket ! 
The  birds,  the  beasts  and  all  the  reptile  race 
Denied  to  friends  and  visitors  till  Monday  I 
Now,  really,  this  appears  the  common  case 
Of  putting  too  much  Sab1)atli  into  Sunday — 
But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy? 

The  Gardens, — so  unlike  the  ones  we  dub 

Of  Tea,  wherein  the  artisan  carouses, — 
Mere  shrubberies  without  one  drop  of  shrub,— 

Wherefore  should  they  be  closed  like  public-houses  ? 
No  ale  is  vended  at  the  wild  Deer's  Head, — 

Nor  rum — nor  gin — not  even  of  a  Monday — 
The  Lion  is  not  carved— or  gilt — or  red. 

And  does  not  send  out  porter  of  a  Sunday — 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  ? 

The  bear  denied  !  the  Icopanl  under  locks  ! 

As  if  his  spots  would  give  contagious  fevers ; 
The  beaver  close  as  hat  within  its  box  ; 

So  different  from  other  Sunday  beavers  I 
The  birds  invisible — the  gnaw-way  rats — 

The  seal  hermetically  seal'd  till  Monday — 
The  monl.cy  tribe— the  family  of  cats, — 

We  visit  other  families  on  Sunday — 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy? 

WTiat  is  the  brute  profanity  that  shocks 

The  super-sen  si  lively  serious  feeling? 
The  kangaroo— is  he  not  orthtxlox 

To  bend  his  legs,  the  way  he  docs  in  kneeling? 
Was  strict  Sir  Andrew,  in  his  sabbath  coat. 

Struck  all  a  heap  to  see  a  Coati  Mmidii 
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Or  did  the  Kentish  Plnmtree  faint  to  note 
The  pelicans  presenting  bills  on  Sunday?^ 
But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Gnindy  ? 

"What  feature  has  repnlsed  the  serious  set  ? 

What  error  in  the  bestial  birth  or  breeding, 
To  put  their  tender  fancies  on  the  fret? 

One  thing  is  plain — it  is  not  in  the  feeding ! 
Some  stiflish  people  think  that  smoking  joints 

Are  carnal  sins  *twtxt  Saturday  and  Monday— 
But  then  the  beasts  are  pious  on  these  points. 

For  they  all  eat  cold  dinners  on  a  Sunday— 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  ? 

What  change  comes  o*er  the  spirit  of  the  place^ 

As  if  transmuted  by  some  spell  organic  ? 
Turns  fell  hyaena  of  the  ghoulisli  race  ? 

The  snake,  pro  tempore,  the  true  Satanic  ? 
Do  Irish  minds, — (whose  theory  allows 

That  now  and  then  Good  Friday  falls  on  Monday)— 
Do  Irish  minds  suppose  that  Indian  Cows 

Are  wicked  Bulls  of  Bashan  on  a  Sunday — 

But  what  b  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  ? 

There  are  some  moody  fellows,  not  a  fe^. 

Who,  tum'd  by  Nature  with  a  gloomy  bias, 
Renounce  black  devils  to  adopt  the  blue, 

And  think  when  they  are  dismal  they  are  pious : 
Is't  possible  that  Pug's  untimely  fun 

Has  sent  the  brutes  to  Coventry  till  Monday— 
Or  p'rhaps  some  animal,  no  serious  one, 

Was  overheard  in  laughter  on  a  Sunday — 

But  what  is  yuur  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  ? 

What  dire  offence  have  serious  fellows  found 

To  raise  their  spleen  against  the  Regent's  spinney  ? 
Were  charitable  boxes  handed  round. 

And  would  not  guinea  pigs  subscril)e  their  guinea  ? 
Perchance  the  Demoiselle  refused  to  moult 

The  feathers  in  her  head — at  least  till  Monday  ; 
Or  did  the  elephant  unseemly,  bolt 

A  tract  presented  to  be  read  on  Sunday — 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy? 

c  c 
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At  whom  did  Leo  struggle  to  get  loose  ? 

Who  mourns  through  monkey  tricks  his  danmged  clothing? 
>Mio  has  been  hiss'd  by  the  Canadian  goose  ? 

On  whom  did  Llama  spit  in  utter  loathing? 
Some  Smithfield  saint  did  jealous  feelings  tell 

To  keep  the  Puma  out  of  sight  till  Monday, 
Because  he  played  extempore  as  well 

As  certain  wild  Itinerants  on  Sunday — 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  ? 

To  me  it  seems  that  in  the  oddest  way 

(Begging  the  pardon  of  each  rigid  Socius) 
Our  would-be  keepers  of  the  Sabbath-day 

Are  like  the  keepers  of  the  brutes  ferocious— 
As  soon  the  tiger  might  expect  to  stalk 

About  the  grounds  from  Saturday  till  Monday 
As  any  harmless  man  to  take  a  walk. 

If  saints  could  clap  him  in  a  cige  on  Sunday — 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  ? 

In  spite  of  all  hypocrisy  can  spin, 

As  surely  as  1  am  a  Christian  scion, 
I  cannot  think  it  is  a  mortal  sin — ; 

(Unless  he*s  loose)  to  look  upon  a  lion. 
I  really  think  that  one  may  go,  perchance. 

To  see  a  bear,  as  guiltless  as  on  Monday — 
(T^hat  is,  provided  that  he  did  not  dance) 

Bruin's  no  worse  than  baking  on  a  Sundays— 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy? 

In  spite  of  all  the  fanatic  compiles, 

I  cannot  think  the  day  a  bit  diviner. 

Because  no  children,  with  forestalling  smiles, 

.    Tlirong,  happy,  to  the  gates  of  Eden  Minor- 
It  is  not  plain,  lo  my  poor  faith  at  least. 

That  what  we  christen  "Natural"  on  Monday, 

The  wondrous  History  of  bird  and  beast, 

Can  be  unnatural  liecause  it*s  Sunday— 

But  what  is  your  oji^nion,  Mrs.  Grundy? 

Whereon  is  sinful  fantasy  to  work  ? 
The  dove,  the  \ving'<l  Columbus  of  man's  haven? 
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The  tender  love-bird^-or  the  filial  stork  ? 

The  punctual  crane — the  providential  raven  ? 
The  pelican  whose  bosom  feeds  her  young  ? 

Nay,  must  we  cut  from  Saturday  till  Monday 
That  feather'd  marvel  with  a  human  tongue, 

Because  she  does  not  preach  upon  a  Sunday^ 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  ? 

The  busy  beaver — ^that  sagacious  beast ! 

The  sheep  that  owned  an  Oriental  Shepherd — 
That  desert-ship  the  camel  of  the  East, 

The  hom'd  rhinoceros — the  spotted  leopard^ 
The  creatures  of  the  Great  Creator's  hand 

Are  surely  sights  for  better  days  than  Monday— 
The  elephant,  although  he  wears  no  band, 

lias  he  no  sermon  in  his  trunk  for  Sunday — 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  ? 

What  Iiarm  if  men  who  bum  tlie  midnight-oil. 

Weary  of  frame,  and  worn  and  wan  in  feature, 
Seek  once  a  week  their  spirits  to  assoil, 

And  snatch  a  glimpse  of  *'  Animated  Nature  ?'* 
Better  it  were  if,  in  his  best  of  suits. 

The  artisan,  who  goes  to  work  on  Monday, 
Should  spend  a  leisure  hour  amongst  the  brutes. 

Than  make  a  beast  of  his  own  self  on  Sunday — 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy? 

Why,  zounds !  what  mised  so  Protestant  a  fuss 

(Omit  the  zounds  !  for  which  I  make  apology) 
But  that  the  Papists,  like  some  fellows,  thus 

Had  somehow  mi.\o<l  up  Dnis  with  their  theology? 
Is  Brahma's  bull — a  Hindoo  god  at  home — 

A  papal  bull  to  be  tied  up  till  Monday — 
Or  Leo,  like  his  namesake.  Pope  of  Rome, 

That  there  is  such  a  dread  of  them  on  Sunday— 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  ? 

Spirit  of  Kant !  have  we  not  had  enough 

To  make  religion  sad,  and  sour,  and  snubbisht 
Bat  saints  zoological  must  cant  their  stuff. 
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As  vessels  cant  liicii'  balla-t — lattlini:  ruLl.ii-Ii  I 
Once  let  the  sect,  triumphant  to  their  text, 

Shut  Nero  ^  up  from  Saturday  till  Monday, 
And  sure  as  fate  they  will  deny  us  next 

To  see  the  dandelions  on  a  Sunday — 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy 

Note. — There  is  an  anecdote  of  a  Scotch  Professor  who  hap- 
pened during  a  Sunday  walk  to  be  hammering  at  a  geological  spe- 
cimen which  he  had  picked  up,  when  a  peasant  gravely  accosted 
him,  and  said,  very  seriously,  **£h  !  Sir,  you  think  you  arc  only 
breaking  a  stone,  but  you  are  breaking  the  Sabbath." 

In  a  similar  spirit,  some  of  our  over-righteous  sectarians  are  fond 
of  attributing  all  breakage  to  the  same  cause— from  the  smAshing 
of  a  parish  lamp,  up  to  the  fracture  of  a  human  skull ; — the  "  break- 
ing into  the  bloody  house  of  life,'*  or  the  breaking  into  a  brick- 
built  dwelling.  They  all  originate  in  the  breaking  of  the  Sabbath. 
It  is  the  source  of  every  crime  in  the  country — the  parent  of  every 
illegitimate  child  in  the  parish.  The  picking  of  a  pocket  is  ascribed 
to  the  picking  of  a  daisy — the  robbery  on  the  highway  to  a  stroll  in 
the  fields — the  incendiary  fire  to  a  hot  dinner — on  Sunday.  All 
other  causes — the  want  of  education — the  want  of  moral  culture — 
the  want  of  bread  itself,  are  totally  repudiated.  The  criminal  him- 
self is  made  to  confess  at  the  gallows  that  he  owes  his  appearance 
on  the  scaffold  to  a  walk  with  *'  Sally  in  our  alley  "  on  the  "day  that 
comes  between  a  Saturday  and  Monday.** 

Supposing  this  theory  to  be  correct,  and  made  like  the  law  "for 
every  degree,"  the  wonder  of  Captain  Macheath  that  we  haven't 
"  better  company  at  Tyburn  tree  "  ( now  the  New  Drop )  must  be 
fully  shared  by  everybody  who  has  visited  the  Ring  in  Hyde  Park 
on  the  day  in  question.  But  how  much  greater  must  be  the  won- 
der of  any  person  who  has  happened  to  reside,  like  myself,  for  a 
year  or  two  in  a  continental  city,  inhabited,  according  to  the  strict 
construction  of  our  Mawworms,  by  some  fifteen  or  twenty  thousanil 
of  habitual  Sabbath-breakers,  and  yet,  without  hearing  of  murder 
and  robbery  as  often  as  of  blood-sausnges  and  dollars !  A  city 
where  the  Burgomaster  himself  must  have  come  to  a  bad  end,  if  a 
dance  upon  Sunday  led  so  inevitably  to  a  dance  upon  nothing  ! 

The  *' saints"  having  setup  this  absolute  dependence  of  crime  on 
Sabbath-breaking,  their  relative  proportions  become  a  fair  statisti- 
cal question  ;  and,  as  such,  the  inquiry  is  seriously  recommended 
to  the  rigid  legislator,  who  acknowledges,  indeed,  that  the  Sabbath 
was  "made  for  man,"  but,  by  a  singular  interpretation,  conceives 
that  the  man  for  whom  it  was  made  is  himself  2 


1  The  name  of  a  wcU-!.nown  Hon  at  ilua  lime  in  the  Zoological  Gardciu. 
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THE  TURTLES. 
A  FABLE. 

The  rage  of  the  vulture,  the  love  of  the  turtle.**— Byron. 

|N£  day,  it  was  before  a  civic  dinner, 

Two  London  Aldermen,  no  matter  which, 
G)rdwainer,  Girdlcr,  Patten-maker,  Skinner— 
But  both  were  florid,  corpulent,  and  rich. 
And  both  right  fond  of  festive  demolition. 

Set  forth  upon  a  secret  expedition. 
Yet  not,  as  might  ht  fancied  from  the  token. 
To  Pudding  Lane,  Pie  Comer,  or  the  Street 
Of  Bread,  or  Grub,  or  anything  to  eat. 
Or  drink,  as  Milk,  or  Vintry,  or  Portsoken, 
But  eastward  to  that  more  aquatic  quarter, 

Where  folks  take  water. 
Or  bound  on  voyages,  secure  a  berth 
For  Antwerp  or  Ostend,  Dundee  or  Pertli, 
Calais,  Boulogne,  or  any  Port  on  earth  ! 

Jostle<l  and  jostling,  through  the  mud, 

Peculiar  to  the  Town  of  Lud, 
Down  narrow  streets  and  crooked  lanes  they  dived. 

Past  many  a  gusty  avenue,  through  which 

Came  yellow  fog,  and  smell  of  pitch, 
From  barge,  and  boat,  and  dusky  wharf  derived  ; 
With  darker  fumes,  brought  eddying  by  the  draught, 

From  loco-smoko-motive  craft  ; 
Mingling  with  scents  of  butter,  cheese,  and  gammons, 
Pea,  coffee,  sugar,  pickles,  rosin,  wax, 
Hides,  tallow,  Russia-matting,  hemp  and  flax. 
Salt-cod,  red-herrings,  sprats,  and  kipper'd  salmons, 

Nuts,  oranges,  and  lemons. 
Each  pungent  spice,  and  aromatic  gum. 
Gas,  pepper,  soaplees,  brandy,  gin,  and  rum  ; 
Alamode-beef  and  greens — the  London  soil — 
Glue,  coal,  tobacco,  turpentine  and  oil, 
Bark,  assafcetida,  squills,  vitriol,  hops, 
In  short,  all  whiffs,  and  sniffs,  and  pufls  and  snuffs, 
From  metals,  minerals,  and  dyewood  stuffs. 
Fruits^  victual,  drink,  solidities,  or  slops — 
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In  flasks,  casks,  bales,  trucks,  waggons,  taverns,  sbops^ 
Boats,  ligliters  cellars,  wliarfs,  and  warehouse-tops, 
That,  as  we  walk  upon  the  liver's  ridge. 

Assault  the  nose — below  the  bridge. 

A  walk,  however,  as  tmdition  tells, 
That  once  a  poor  blind  Tobit  used  to  choosy 
Because,  incapable  of  other  views, 

He  met  with  "such  a  sight  of  smells.** 

But  on,  and  on,  and  on. 
In  spite  of  all  unsavoury  shocks, 

Progress  the  stout  Sir  Peter  and  Sir  John, 
Steadily  steering  ship-like  for  the  docks — 
And  now  they  reach  a  place  the  Muse,  unwilling. 
Recalls  for  female  slang  and  vulgar  doing. 

The  famous  Gate  of  Billing^ 

That  docs  not  lead  to  cooing — 
And  now  they  pass  that  House  that  is  so  ugly 
A  Customer  to  people  looking  "smuggley" — 
And  now  along  that  fatal  Hill  they  pass 
Where  centuries  ago  an  Oxford  bled, 
And  proved — too  late  to  save  his  life,  alas  I — 

That  he  was  **  off  his  head." 

At  last  before  a  lofly  brick-built  pile 

Sir  Peter  stopp'd,  and  with  mysterious  smile 

Tingled  a  bell  that  served  to  bring 

The  wire-drawn  genius  of  the  ring, 

A  species  of  commercial  Samuel  Weller— 

To  wliom  Sir  Peter — tipping  him  a  wink, 

And  something  else  to  drink — 

•*  Show  us  the  cellar." 

Obsequious  bow'd  the  man,  and  led  the  way 
Down  sundry  flights  of  stairs,  where  windows  small. 
Dappled  wii'i  mud,  let  in  a  dingy  ray — 
A  dirty  tax,  if  they  were  tax*d  at  all. 

At  length  they  came  into  a  cellar  damp, 
With  venerable  cobwebs  fringed  around, 


THE   TURTLES^  39 


A  cellar  of  that  stamp 
Which  often  harbours  vintages  renown'd. 
The  feudal  Hock,  or  Burgundy  the  courtly, 

Willi  sherry,  brown  or  golden, 

Or  port,  so  olden. 
Bereft  of  body  'tis  no  longer  portly — 
But  old  or  otherwise — to  be  veracious— 
That  cobwebb'd  cellar,  damp,  and  dim,  and  spacious* 

Held  nothing  cnistyt—but  crustaceous. 

Frone,  on  the  diilly  floor, 
Fhre  splendid  Tunles — such  a  five ! 
Natives  of  some  West  Indian  shore. 

Were  flapping  all  alive, 
Late  landed  from  the  |olly  Planter*s  yawl — 
A  sight  whereon  the  dignitaries  fix'd 
Their  eager  eyes,  with  ecstacy  unmix*d. 
Like  fathers  that  behold  their  infants  crawl. 

Enjoying  every  little  kick  and  sprawl. 
Nay — far  from  fatherly  the  thoughts  they  bred 
Poor  Ic^gerheads  from  far  Ascension  ferried  ! 
The  Aldermen  too  plainly  wish'd  them  dead 

And  Aldermanbury'd ! 

"  There  ! "  cried  Sir  Peter,  with  an  air 
Triumphant  as  an  ancient  victor's. 
And  pointing  to  the  creatures  rich  and  rare, 
**  There's  picters ! 


ti 


•*  Talk  of  Olympic  Games  !     They're  not  worth  mention ; 
The  real  prize  for  wrestling  is  when  Jack, 

In  Providence  or  Ascension, 
Can  throw  a  lively  turtle  on  its  back  I  " 

"  Aye  ! "  cried  Sir  John,  and  with  a  score  of  nods, 
Thoughtful  of  da'^sical  symposium, 

"  There's  food  for  Gods  I 
7*here's  nectar !  there's  ambrosium  ! 
lliere's  food  for  Roman  Emperors  to  cat-— 

Oh,  there  had  been  a  treat 
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(Those  ancient  names  will  sometimes  hobble  us) 
For  Helio-gobble-us !  ** 

"There  were  a  feast  for  Alexander's  Feast ! 
Tiie  real  sort — none  of  your  mock  or  spurious  ! 
And  then  he  mention*d  Aldermen  deceased, 

And  "  Epicurius," 
And  how  Tertullian  had  enjoyM  such  foison  ; 
And  speculated  on  that  z*erdigrea3e 

That  isn't  poison. 

•*  Talk  of  your  Spring,  and  verdure,  and  all  that ! 

Give  me  green  tat ! 
As  for  your  Poets  with  their  groves  of  myrtles 

And  billing  turtles, 
Give  me,  for  poetry,  them  Turtles  there, 

A-billing  in  a  bill  of  fare  ! " 

"  Of  all  the  things  I  ever  swallow — 
-     Good,  well-dressed  turtle  beats  them  hollow^ 
It  almost  makes  me  wish,  I  vow, 
To  have  tiw>  stomachs,  like  a  cow  !" 
And  lo  !  as  with  the  cud,  an  inward  thrill 
Upheaved  his  waistcoat  and  disturh*d  his  frill. 
His  mouth  was  oozing  and  he  work'd  his  jaw — 
'*  I  almost  think  that  I  could  eat  one  raw ! " 

And  thus,  as  **  inward  love  breeds  ontward  talk," 
The  portly  pair  continued  to  discourse  ; 
And  then — as  Gray  describes  of  life's  divorce — 
With  **  longing  lingering  look  "  prepared  to  walk. 
Having  thro'  one  delighted  sense,  at  least, 
Enjoy'd  a  sort  of  Barmecidal  feast. 
And  vrith  prophetic  gestures,  strange  to  see, 
Forestall'd  the  civic  Banquet  yet  to  be, 
Its  callipash  and  callipee  ! 

A  pleasant  prospect — but  alack  ! 
Scarcely  each  Alderman  had  tum'd  his  back. 
When  seizing  on  the  moment  so  propitious, 
And  having  leam'd  that  they  were  so  delicious 
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To  bite  and  sup. 
From  praises  so  high  flown  and  injudicious, — 
And  nothing  could  be  more  pernicious  ! 
The  turtles  fell  to  work,  and  ate  each  other  up  I 

MORAL. 

Never,  from  folly  or  urbanity. 
Praise  people  thus  profusely  to  their  iaces. 
Till  quite  in  love  with  their  own  graces. 

They're  eaten  up  by  vanity  ! 


TOWN  AND  COUNTRY. 

AN  ODE. 

!  WELL  may  poets  make  a  fuss 
In  summer  time,  and  sigh  *^0  rusP* 

Of  London  pleasures  sick  : 
My  heart  is  all  at  pant  to  rest 
In  greenwood  shades — my  eyes  detest 
This  endless  meal  of  brick  ! 

What  joy  have  I  in  June's  return? 
My  feet  are  parch 'd,  my  eyeballs  bum, 

I  scent  no  flowery  gust : 
But  faint  the  flagging  zephyr  springs, 
With  dry  Macadam  on  its  wings. 

And  turns  me  **dust  to  dust." 

My  sun  his  daily  course  renews 
Due  east,  but  with  no  Eastern  dews  ; 

ITie  path  is  dry  and  hot  ! 
His  setting  shows  more  tamely  still, 
lie  sinks  behind  no  purple  hill, 

But  down  a  chimney's  pot ! 

O  !  but  to  hear  the  milkmaid  blithe, 
Or  early  mower  wet  his  scythe 

The  dewy  meads  among  ! — 
My  grass  is  of  that  sort,  alas  ! 
That  makes  no  hay — called  sparrow-grass 

By  folks  of  vulgar  ton^e .' 
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0  !  but  to  smell  the  M'oodbincs  sweet  I 

1  think  of  cowslip  cups — but  meet 
^Vilh  very  vile  rebuffs  I 

For  meadow-buds  I  get  a  whiff 
Of  Cheshire  cheese, — or  only  suiff 
The  turtle  made  at  Cuffs. 

How  tenderly  Rousseau  reviewed 
His  periwinkles  ! — mine  are  stewed! 

My  rose  blooms  on  a  gown  ! — 
I  hunt  in  vain  for  eglantine, 
And  find  my  blue-bell  on  the  sign 

That  maiks  the  Bell  and  Crown  : 

Where  are  ye,  birds  !  that  blilhely  wing 
From  tree  to  tree,  and  gaily  sing 

Or  mourn  in  thickets  deep? 
My  cuckoo  has  some  ware  to  sell, 
'I'hc  watchman  is  my  Philomel, 

My  blackbird  is  a  sweep  I 

AVhcre  are  ye,  linnet,  lark,  and  thrush ! 
That  perch  on  leafy  bough  and  bush, 

And  tune  the  various  song  ? 
Two  hurdigurdists,  and  a  poor 
Street- Handel  grinding  at  my  door. 

Are  all  my  "  tuneful  throng.' 


»* 


Where  are  ye,  early-purling  streams, 
Whose  waves  reflect  the  morning  beams. 

And  colours  of  the  skies  ? 
My  rills  arc  only  puddle-drains 
From  shambles,  or  reflect  the  stains 

Of  calimanco-dyes ! 

Sweet  are  the  little  brooks  that  run 
O'er  pebbles  glancing  in  the  sun, 

Singing  in  soothing  tones  : — 
Not  thus  the  city  streamlets  flow  ; 
They  make  no  music  as  they  go. 

Though  never  "off  the  stones." 
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\Vhere  are  ye,  pastoral  pretty  sheep, 
That  wont  to  bleat,  and  frisk,  and  leap 

Beside  your  woolly  dams  ? 
Alas  !  instead  of  harmless  crooks, 
3Iy  Corydons  use  iron  hooks. 

And  skin— not  shear — the  lambs. 

The  pipe  whereon,  in  olden  day, 
The  Arcadian  herdsman  used  to  play 

Sweetly,  here  soundeth  not ; 
But  merely  breathes  unwholesome  fumes. 
Meanwhile  the  city  boor  consumes 

The  rank  weed — "piping  hot." 

All  rural  things  are  vildy  mock'd, ' 
On  every  hand  the  sense  is  shock'd. 

With  objects  hard  to  bear : 
Shades — vernal  shades  ! — where  wine  is  sold  ! 
And,  for  a  turfy  bank,  behold 

An  Ingram's  rustic  chair  ! 

Where  arc  ye,  London  meads  and  bowers. 
And  gardens  redolent  of  flowers 

Wherein  the  zephyr  wons  ? 
Alas  !  Moor  Fields  arc  fields  no  more. 
See  Hatton's  Gardens  bricked  all  o'er, 

And  that  bare  wood — St.  John's. 

No  pastoral  scenes  procure  me  peace  ; 
I  hold  no  Leasowes  in  my  lease, 

No  cot  set  round  with  trees  : 
No  sheep-white  hill  my  dwelling  flanks ; 
And  Omnium  furnishes  my  banks 

With  brokers — not  with  bees, 

O  !  well  may  poets  make  a  fuss 

In  summer  time,  and  sigh  **  O  rust* 

Of  city  pleasures  sick  : 
My  heart  is  all  at  pant  to  rest 
In  greenwood  shades — my  eyes  detest 

That  endless  meal  of  brick  ! 
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No  sun — no  moon  ! 

No  morn — no  noon — 
No  dawn— no  dusk — no  proper  time  of  day— 

No  sky — no  earthly  view — 

No  distance  looking  blue — 
No  read— no  street — no  "t'other  side  tlie  way"- 

No  end  to  any  Row — 

No  indications  where  the  Crescents  go 

No  top  to  any  steeple^ 
No  recognitions  of  familiar  people — 

No  courtesies  for  showing  'cm- 
No  knowing  *cm  ! — 
N«>  travelling  at  all — no  locomotion, 
No  inkling  of  the  way — no  notion — 

*'  No  go  " — by  land  or  occaa— 

No  mail — no  post — 
No  news  from  any  foreign  coast — 
No  Park — no  Ring — no  aAcnioon  gentility — 

No  company — no  nobility — 
No  warmth,  no  cheerfulness,  no  healthful  ease, 

No  comfortable  feel  in  any  member — 
No  shade,  no  shine,  no  butterflies,  no  bees. 
No  fruits,  no  flowers,  no  leaves,  no  birds,— 
November ! 
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"Oh,  where,  and  oh  where 
Is  my  bonny  laddie  gone?"— Old  Song 

NE  day,  as  I  was  going  by 
That  part  of  Holbom  christened  Hig 
I  heard  a  loud  and  sudden  cry 
That  chill'd  my  very  blood  ; 

And  lo  !  from  out  a  dirty  alley, 

Where  pigs  and  Irish  wont  to  rally, 

I  saw  a  crazy  woman  sally, 

Bcdaub'd  with  grease  and  mud. 
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She  tum'd  her  East,  she  tuni'd  her  West, 

Staring  like  Pythoness  posses  t, 

With  streaming  hair  and  Iieaving  breast 

As  one  stark  mad  with  grief. 

This  way  and  that  she  Wildly  ran. 

Jostling  with  woman  and  with  man — 

Her  right  hand  held  a  frying  pan. 

The  left  a  lump  of  beef. 

At  last  her  frenzy  seem'd  to  reach 

A  point  just  capable  of  speech, 

And  witli  a  tone  almost  a  screech. 

As  wild  as  ocean  birds, 

Or  female  Ranter  mov*d  to  preach 

She  gave  her  **  sorrow  words.'* 

Ob  Lord !  oh  dear,  my  heart  will  break,  I  sliall  go  stick  stark 
staring  wild ! 
"is  ever  a  one  seen  anything  about  the  streets  like  a  crying  lost- 
looking  child  ? 
*^*k  help  me,  I  don't  know  where  to  look,  or  to  run,  if  I  only 

knew  which  way— 
A  child  as  is  lost  about  London  streets,  and  especially  Seven  Dials, 

is  a  needle  in  a  bottle  of  hav. 
*  30  all  in  a  quiver — get  out  of  my  sight,  do,  you  wretch,  you 

little  Kitty  M'Nab  t 
*<^  promised  to  have  half  an  eye  on  him,  you  know  you  did,  you 

dirty  deceitful  young  drab, 
^e  last  time  as  ever  I  see  him,  poor  thing,  was  with  my  own 

blessed  Motherly  eyes, 
Sitting  as  good  as  gold  in  the  gutter,  a  playing  at  making  little  dirt 

pies. 
I  bonder  he  left  the  court  where  he  was  better  off  than  all  the  other 

young  boys, 
With  two  bricks,  an  old  shoe,  nine  oyster-shells,  and  a  dead  kitten 

by  way  of  toys. 
When  his  father  comes  home,  and  he  always  comes  home  as  sure  as 

ever  the  clock  strikes  one, 
Ile'U  be  rampant,  he  will,  at  his  child  being  lost ;  and  the  beef 

and  the  inguns  not  done  ! 
La  bless  3rou,  good  folks,  mind  your  own  consams,  and  don't  be 
making  a  mob  in  the  stiect ; 
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Oh  Serjeant  M*FarIane  !  you  have  not  come  across  my  poor  little 

boy,  have  you,  in  your  l)eat  ?  ^ 
Do,  good  people,  move  on  !  don't  stand  staring  at  me  like  a  parcel 

of  stupid  stuck  pigs  ; 
Saints  forhid  !  but  he's  p'r'aps  been  invig^led  away  up  a  court  for 

the  sake  of  his  clothes  by  the  prigs  ; 
Ile'd  a  very  good  jacket,  for  certain,  for  I  bought  it  myself  for  a 

shilling  one  day  in  Rag  Fair  ; 
And  his  trousers  considering  not  very  much  patch*d,  and  red  plush, 

they  was  once  his  Father's  best  pair. 
His  shirt,  it's  very  lucky  I'd  got  washing  in  the  tub,  or  that  migLt 

have  gone  with  the  rest ; 
But  he'd  got  on  a  very  good  pinafore  with  only  two  slits  and  a 

burn  on  the  breast. 
He'd  a  goodish  sort  of  hat,  if  the  cown  was  sew'd  in,  and  not 

quite  so  much  j^gg'd  at  the  brim. 
With  one  shoe  on,  and  the  other  shoe  is  a  boot,  and  not  a  fit,  and 

you'll  know  by  that  if  it's  him. 
Except  beinjj  so  well  dress'd  my  mind  would  misgive,  some  old 

beggar  woman  in  want  of  an  orphan. 
Had  borrow'd  the  child  to  go  a  begging  with,  but  I'd  rather  see 

him  laid  out  in  his  coffin  ! 
Do,  good  people,  move  on,  such  a  rabble  of  boys  !  I'll  break  every 

bone  of  'em  I  come  near, 
Go  home — you're  spilling  the  porter — go  home — Tommy  Jones,  go 

alonjj  home  wiili  vour  beer. 
This  day  is  the  sorrow fuUeit  day  of  my  life,  ever  since  my  name 

was  Betty  Morgan, 
Them  vile  Savoyards !  they  lost  him   once  before  all  along  of 

following  a  Monkey  and  an  Organ. 
Oh  my  Billy — my  head  will  turn  right  round — if  hc*s  got  kiddy- 

napp'd  with  them  Italians, 
TlieyUl  make  him  a  p'aster  parish  image  boy,  they  will,  the  out- 
landish tatterdemalions. 
Billy — where  are  you,  Billy  ? — I'm  as  hoarse  as  a  crow,  with  scream- 
ing for  ye,  y«)u  young  sorrow  ! 
And  shan't  have  half  a  voice,  no  more  I  shan't,  for  crying  fresh 

herrings  to-morrow. 
Oh  Billy,  you're  bursting  my  heart  in  two,  and  my  life  won't  be  of 

no  mo-2  vally. 
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If  I'm  to  see  other  folks'  darlins,  and  none  of  mine,  playing  like 

angels  in  our  alley. 
And  what  shall  I  do  but  cry  out  my  eyes,  when  I  looks  at  the  old 

three-legged  chair 
As  Billy  used  to  make  coach  and  horses  of,  and  there  an*t  no  Billy 

there! 
I  wronld  run  all  the  wide  world  over  to  find  him,  if  I  only  know*d 

where  to  run, 
LiUl«  Murphy,  now  I  remember,  was  once  lost  for  a  month  through 

stealing  a  pe-  ny  bun, — 
The  Lord  forbid  of  any  child  of  mine !  I  think  it  would  kill  me  raily 
To  iind  my  Bill  holdin'  up  his  little  innocent  hand  at  the  Old  Bailey. 
For  though  I  say  it  as  oughtn't,  yet  I  will  say,  you  may  search 

for  miles  and  mileses 
And  not  find  one  better  brought  up,  and  more  pretty  behaved,  from 

one  end  to  t'other  of  St.  Giles's. 
And  if  I  call'd  him  a  beauty,  it's  no  lie,  but  only  as  a  Mother 

ought  to  speak ; 
You  never  set  eyes  on  a  more  handsomer  face,  only  it  hasn*t  been 

wash'd  for  a  week  ; 
As  for  hair,  tho*  it*s  red,  it's  the  most  nicest  hair  when  I've  time  to 

just  show  it  the  comb  ; 
I'll  owe  *em  five  pounds,  and  a  blessing  besides,  as  will  only  bring 

him  safe  and  sound  home. 
He's  blue  eyes,  and  not  to  be  call'd  a  squint,  though  a  little  cast 

he's  certainly  got ; 
And  his  nose  is  slill  a  good  un,  tho'  the  bridge  is  broke,  by  his 

idling  on  a  pewter  pint  pot ; 
He's  got  the  most  elegant  wide  mouth  in  the  world,  and  very  large 

teeth  for  his  age  ; 
And  quite  as  fit  as  Mrs.  Murdockson's  child  to  play  Cupid  on  the 

Drury  Lane  Stage. 
And  then  he  has  got  such  dear  winning  ways — but  oh  I  never 

never  shall  see  him  no  more  ! 
O  dear !  to  think  of  lobing  him  just  after  nursing  him  back  from 

death's  door  ! 
Only  the  very  last  month  when  the  windfalls,  hang  'em,  was  at 

twenty  a  penny ! 
And  the  threepence  he'd  got  by  grottoiug  was  spent  in  plums,  and 

sixty  for  a  child  is  too  many. 
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And  the  Cholera  man  came  and  whitewashed  us  all  and,  drat  him, 

made  a  seize  of  our  hog. 
It's  no  use  to  send  the  Crier  to  cry  him  about,  he*s  such  ablunderin* 

drunken  old  dog ; 
The  last  time  he  was  fetch'd  to  find  a  lost  child,  he  was  guzzling 

with  his  bell  at  the  Crown, 
And  went  and  crieil  a  boy  instead  of  a  girl,  for  a  distracted  Mother 

and  Father  alraut  Town. 
Billy — where  are  you,  Billy,  I  say?  come  Billy,  come  home,  to 

your  best  of  Mothers  ! 
Tm  scared  when  I  think  of  them  Cabroleys,  they  drive  so,  they'd 

run  over  their  own  Sisters  and  Brothers. 
Or  may  be  he's  stole  by  some  chimbly  sweeping  wretdi,  to  stick 

fast  in  narrow  flues  and  what  not. 
And  be  poked  up  bcliind  with  a  picked  (>ointed  pole,  when  the  soot 

has  ketch'd,  and  the  chimbly's  red  hot. 
Oh  I'd  give  the  whole  wide  world,  if  the  world  was  mine,  to  clap 

my  two  longin*  eyes  on  his  face. 
For  he*s  my  darlin  uf  darlins,  and  if  he  don't  soon  come  back,  you'll 

see  me  drop  stone  dead  on  the  place. 
I  only  wish  I'd  got  him  safe  in  these  two  Motherly  arms,  and 

wouldn't  1  hug  him  and  kiss  him  ! 
Lauk  !    I  never  knew  what  a  precious  he  was — but  a  child  don*t 

not  feel  like  a  child  till  you  miss  him. 
Why  there  he  is  !  Punch  and  Judy  hunting,  the  young  wretch,  it's 

that  Billy  as  sartin  as  sin  ! 
But  let  me  get  him  home,  with  a  good  grip  of  his  hair,  and  I'm 

blest  if  he  sliall  have  a  whole  bone  in  his  skin  I*' 
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ABLES  entangling  her, 
Shipspars  for  mangling  her. 
Ropes,  sure  of  strangling  her  ; 
Blocks  over>dangling  her  ; 

Tiller  to  batter  her, 

Topmast  to  shatter  her, 

Tol).icco  to  spatter  licr  ; 

Boreas  blosterin:;, 
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Boatswain  quile  flustering. 
Thunder  clouds  mustering 
To  blast  her  with  sulphur — 
If  the  deep  don't  engulph  her ; 
Sometimes  fear's  scrutiny 
Pries  out  a  mutiny, 
Snif&  conflagration, 
Or  hints  at  stanration  «^ 
All  the  sea-dangers, 
Buoomeets,  rangers, 
Pimtei,  and  Sallee-men, 
Algerine  galleymen. 
Tornadoes  and  typhons, 
And  horrible  syphons, 
And  submarine  travels 
Thro'  roaring  sea-navels ; 
Every  thing  wrong  enough, 
lx>ng  boat  not  long  enough. 
Vessel  not  strong  enough  ; 
Pitch  marring  frippery, 
The  deck  very  slippery. 
And  the  cabin — built  sloping, 
The  Captain  a-toping. 
And  the  Mate  a  blasphemer. 
That  names  his  Redeemer, — 
VTith  inward  uneasiness ; 
The  cook,  known  by  greasiness, 
The  victuals  beslubber^d. 
Her  bed— in  a  cupboanl ; 
Tilings  of  strange  christening, 
Snatch'd  in  her  listening. 
Blue  lights  and  red  lights 
And  mention  of  dead  lights, 
And  shrouds  made  a  theme  o( 
Things  horrid  to  dream  of, — 
And  htwys  in  the  water 
To  fear  all  exhort  her  ; 
Her  friend  no  Leander, 
Herself  no  sea  gander. 
And  ne'er  a  cork  jacket 
On  board  of  the  packet ; 
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The  breeze  still  a  stiffening. 
The  trumpet  quite  deafening ; 
Thoughts  of  repentance, 
And  doomsday  and  sentence ; 
Everything  sinister, 
Not  a  church  minister, — 
Pilot  a  blunderer. 
Coral  reefs  under  her, 
Ready  to  sunder  her ; 
Trunks  tipsy-topsy, 
The  ship  in  a  dropsy ; 
Waves  oversurging  her, 
Syrens  a-dirgeing  her ; 
Sharks  all  expecting  her. 
Sword-fish  dissecting  her. 
Crabs  with  their  hand-vices 
Punishing  land  vices : 
Sea-dogs  and  unicorns. 
Things  with  no  puny  hom5, 
Mermen  carnivorous — 
**  Good  Lord  deliver  us ! " 


ANACREONTIC 
BY  A  FOOTMAN. 

|T'S  wery  well  to  talk  in  praise 
Of  Tea  and  Water-drinking  ways, 

In  proper  time  and  place  ; 
Of  sober  draughts,  so  clear  and  cool» 
Dipp'd  out  of  a  transparent  pool 
Reflecting  heaven's  face 

Of  babbling  brooks,  and  purling  rills^ 
And  streams  as  gushes  from  the  hills» 

It's  wery  well  to  talk  ; — 
But  what  becomes  of  all  sich  schemes. 
With  ponds  of  ice,  and  running  streams 

As  doesn't  even  walk  ? 
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When  Winter  comes  with  piercing  cold, 
And  all  the  rivers,  new  or  old, 

Is  frozen  far  and  wide  ; 
And  limpid  springs  is  solid  stuf!. 
And  crystal  pools  is  hard  enough 

To  skate  upon  and  slide  ; — 

What  then  are  thirsty  men  to  do, 
But  drink  of  ale,  and  porter  too, 

Champagne  as  makes  a  fizz ; 
Port,  sherry,  or  the  Rhenish  sort, 
And  pVhaps  a  drop  of  summut  short— 

The  water-pipes  is  friz  I 


THE  FORLORN  SHEPHERD'S  COMPLAINT. 
AN  UNPUBLISHED  POEM,  FROM  SYDNEY. 

ELL  !     Here  I  am — no  Matter  how  it  suits, 
A-keeping  Company  with  them  dumb  Brutes, 
Old  Park  vos  no  bad  Judge — confound  his  vig  I 
Of  vot  vood  break  the  Sperrit  of  a  Prig  I 


« 


The  like  of  Me,  to  come  to  New  Sow  Wales 
To  go  a-tagging  arter  Vethers*  Tails 
And  valk  in  Herbage  as  delights  the  Flock, 
But  stinks  of  Sweet  Herbs  vorser  nor  the  Dock  I 

•*  To  go  to  set  this  solitary  Job 
To  Von  whose  Vork  vos  alvay  in  a  Mob  ! 
It's  out  of  all  our  Lines,  fur  sure  I  am 
Jack  Shepherd  even  never  kep  a  Lamb  1 

"  I  am*t  ashamed  to  say  I  sit  and  veep 
To  think  of  Seven  Years  of  keepin  Sheep, 
The  spooniest  Beasts  in  Nater,  all  to  Slicks, 
And  not  a  Votch  to  take  for  all  their  Ticks  I 

**  If  I'd  fore-seed  how  Transports  vood  turn  out 
To  only  Baa  !  and  Botanize  about. 
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I'd  quite  as  leaf  have  had  the  t'other  Pool, 
And  come  to  Cotton  as  to  all  this  Vool  I 

"  Von  only  happy  moment  I  have  had 
Since  here  I  come  to  be  a  Farmer's  Cad, 
And  then  I  cotch'd  a  vild  Beast  in  a  Snoose, 
And  pick'd  her  Pouch  of  three  young  Kangaro< 

"  Vot  chance  have  I  to  go  to  Race  or  Mill? 
Or  show  a  sneaking  Kindness  for  a  Till ; 
And  as  for  Vasliings,  on  a  hedge  to  dry, 
I'd  put  the  Natives'  Linen  in  my  Eye  1 

"  If  this  whole  Ix)t  of  Mutton  I  could  scrag. 
And  find  a  fence  to  turn  it  into  Swag, 
I'd  give  it  all  in  Lonnon  Streets  to  stand. 
And  if  I  had  my  pick,  I*d  say  the  Strand ! 

"  But  ven  I  goes,  as  maybe  Tonce  I  shall. 
To  my  old  crib  to  meet  with  Jack,  and  Sal, 
I*vc  been  so  gallows  honest  in  this  Place, 
I  shan't  not  like  to  show  my  sheepish  Face. 

*'  It's  wery  hard  for  nothing  but  a  Box 
Of  Irish  Blackguard  to  be  kecpin'  Flocks, 
'Mong  naked  Blacks,  sich  Savages  to  hus, 
They've  nayther  got  a  Poker  nor  a  Pus. 

**  But  Folks  may  tell  their  Troubles  till  they're 
To  dumb  brute  Beasts,— and  so  I'll  cut  my  Sti( 
And  vot's  the  Use  a  Feller's  Eyes  to  pipe 
Vere  von  can't  boirow  any  Gcmman's  Vipe?' 


UUGGINS  AND   DUGGINS. 
▲  PilSTORAL  AFTER  POPE. 

WO  swains  or  clowns — ^bnt  call  tlic 
While  keeping  flocks  on  Salisbur 
For  all  that  tend  on  sheep  as  dro 
Are  turned  to  songsters,  or  tu  lev 
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Each  of  the  lass  he  called  his  dear, 
B^an  to  carol  loud  and  clear. 

First  Huggins  sang,  and  Duggins  then, 
In  the  way  of  ancient  shepherd  men  ; 
Who  thus  alternate  hitch'd  in  song, 
"  All  things  by  turns,  and  nothing  long." 

HUGOINS. 

Of  all  the  girls  about  our  place, 
There's  one  beats  all  in  form  and  face , 
Search  through  all  Great  and  Little  Bumpstead, 
You'll  only  find  one  Peggy  Plumpstead. 

DD001N8. 

To  groves  and  streams  I  tell  my  flame^ 
I  make  the  cliffs  repeat  her  name : 
When  I'm  inspired  by  gills  and  noggins, 
The  rocks  re-echo  Sally  Hoggins  ! 

HUGOINS. 

When  I  am  walking  in  the  grove, 
I  think  of  Peggy  as  I  rove. 
I'd  carve  her  name  on  every  trec^ 
But  I  don't  know  my  A,  B,  C 

DUOOINS. 

Whether  I  walk  in  hill  or  valley, 
I  think  of  nothing  else  but  Sally. 
I'd  sing  her  praise,  but  I  can  sing 
No  song,  except  "  God  save  the  King." 

HUGOINS. 

^^y  Pcg&y  ^oes  all  nymphs  excel, 
And  all  confess  she  bears  the  l>ell,— 
Where'er  she  goes  swains  flock  together. 
Like  sheep  that  follow  the  bellwether. 

DUGGIKS. 

Sally  is  tall  and  not  too  straight, — 
Those  very  poplar  shapes  I  hate ; 
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But  something  twisted  like  an  S, — 
A  crook  becomes  a  slicplierdcss. 


H  ecu  INS. 

Wlien  Peggy's  dog  her  arms  imprison, 
I  often  wish  my  lot  was  hisn  ; 
How  often  I  should  stand  and  turn, 
To  get  a  pat  from  hands  like  hern. 

DUOOINS. 

I  tell  Sail's  Iambs  how  blest  they  be, 

To  stand  about  and  stare  at  she  ; 

But  when  I  look,  she  turns  and  shies. 

And  won't  bear  none  but  their  sheep*s-eyes  ? 

IIUOOINS. 

Love  goes  with  Peggy  where  she  goes, — 
Beneath  her  smile  the  garden  grows  ; 
Potatoes  spring,  and  cabbage  starts, 
'Tatoes  have  eyes,  and  cabbage  hearts! 

DUG  GINS. 

Where  Sally  goes  it's  always  spring. 
Her  presence  brightens  every  thing  ; 
The  sun  smiles  bright,  but  where  her  grin  is, 
It  makes  brass  farthings  look  like  guineas. 

nUGGINS. 

For  Peggy  I  can  have  no  joy. 
She's  sometimes  kind,  and  sometimes  coy, 
And  keeps  me,  by  her  waywanl  tricks, 
As  comfortless  as  sheep  with  ticks. 

DUGG1NS. 

Sally  is  ripe  as  June  or  May, 
And  yet  as  cold  as  Christmas  day  ; 
For  when  she's  asked  to  change  her  lot. 
Lamb's  wool, — but  Sally,  she  wool  not. 
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HTGGIXS. 

Only  with  Peggy  and  with  health, 
I'd  never  wish  for  state  or  wealth  ; 
Talking  of  having  health  and  more  penc^ 
I*d  drink  her  health  if  I  had  fourpence. 

DUOGIRB. 

Oh,  how  that  day  would  seem  to  shine^ 
If  Sally's  banns  were  read  with  mine  ; 
She  cries,  when  such  a  wish  I  carry, 
"  Marry  come  up  ! "  but  will  not  marry. 


PAIN  IN  A  PLEASURE-BOAT. 

A  SEA  ECLOGUE. 

"  I  apprehend  you!  "—School  of  Reforsc. 

Boatman. 

HOVE  off  there!— ship  the  rudder,  Bill— cast  off"!  she's 
under  way! 

Mrs.  F. 

She's  under  what? — I  hope  she's  not!  good  gracious,   what  a 

spray! 

Boatman. 

Run  out  the  jib,  and  rig  the  boom!  keep  clear  of  those  two  brigs! 

Mrs.  F. 
I  hope  they  don't  intend  some  joke  by  running  of  their  rigs! 

Boatman. 
Bill,  shift  them  bags  of  ballast  aft — she's  rather  out  of  trim! 

Mrs.  F. 
Great  bags  of  stones!  they're  pretty  things  to  help  a  boat  to  swim! 

Boatman. 
Tlie  wind  is  fresh — if  she  don't  scud,  it's  not  the  breeze's  fault! 
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Mrs.  F. 
"Wind  fresh,  indeed,  I  never  felt  the  air  so  full  of  salt! 

Boatman. 
That  schooner,  Bill,  ham't  left  the  roads,  with  oranges  and  nnts! 

Mrs.  F. 
If  seas  have  roads,  they're  very  rough — I  never  felt  such  rots! 

Boatman. 
Its  neap,  ye  see,  she's  heavy  lade,  and  couldn't  pass  the  bar. 

Mrs.  F. 

Tlie  bar!  what,  roads  with  turnpikes  too?    I  wonder  where  they 
are! 

Boatman. 

Ho!  brig  ahoy!  hard  up!  hard  up!  that  lubl)cr  cannot  steerl 

Mrs.  F. 

Yes,  yes, — hard  up  upon  a  rock!     I  know  some  danger's  near! 
Lord,  there's  a  wa^'e!  it's  coming  in!  and  roaring  like  a  bull! 

Boatman. 
Nothing,  I«fa'am,  but  a  little  slop!  go  large,  Bill!  keep  her  full! 

Mrs.  F. 

What,  keep  her  full!  what  daring  work!  when  full,  she  must  go 

down! 

Boatman. 

VTiy,  Bill,  it  lulls!  ease  off  a  bit— it's  coming  off  the  town! 
Steady  your  helm!  we'll  clear  the  Pint  I  lay  right  for  yonder  pink! 

Mrs.  F. 
Be  steady^— well,  I  hope  they  can!  but  thcy*ve  got  a  pint  of  drink! 

Boatman. 
Bill,  give  that  sheet  another  haul — she'll  fetch  it  up  this  reach. 
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Mrs.  F. 

Fm  getting  rather  pale,  I  know,  and  they  see  it  by  that  speech! 
I  wonder  what  it  is,  now,  but 1  never  felt  so  queer! 

Boatman. 

BQ],  mind  your  Inff— why  Bill,  I  say,  she's  yawing — keep  her 

near! 

Mrs.  F. 

K^  Bear!  we're  going  further  off;  the  hmd^s  behind  our  backs. 

Boatman. 

"*<«sjr,  Ma'am,  it's  all  correct,  that's  only  'cause  we  tacks: 
We  shall  have  to  beat  about  a  bit, — Bill,  keep  her  out  to  sea. 

Mrs.  F. 
^  who  about  ?  keep  who  at  sea  ? — ^how  black  they  look  at  me! 

Boatman. 
^^i  veering  round — I  knew  it  would!  of!  with  her  head!  standby! 

Mrs.  F. 

Off  with  her  head!  whose  ?  where  ?  what  with  ?— an  axe  I  seem  to 

spy! 

Boatman. 

She  can't  not  keep  her  own,  you  see;  we  shall  have  to  pull  her  in! 

Mrs.  F. 
Tliey'll  drown  m^  and  take  all  I  have!  my  life's  not  worth  a  pin! 

Boatman. 
Look  out  yon  know,  be  ready,  Bill — ^just  when  she  takes  the  sand! 

Mrs.  F. 
The  sand — O  Lord!  to  stop  my  mouth!  how  every  thing  isplann'd! 

Boatman. 

The  liandspike.  Bill— quick,  bear  a  hand!  now  Ma*am,  just  step 

ashore! 

Mbs.  F. 

What!  an't  I  going  to  be  kill'd— and  welter'd  in  my  gore  ? 
Well«  Heaven  be  praised!  but  I'll  not  go  a-sailing  any  more! 
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GOG   AND   MAGOG. 
A  GUILDHALL  DUET. 

MAGCH2. 

Why,  Gog,  I  say,  it's  after  Onc^ 
And  yet  no  dinner  carved  ; 

Shall  we  endure  this  sort  of  fun, 
And  stand  here  to  be  starved  ? 

GOG. 

I  really  think  our  City  Lords 

Must  be  a  shabby  set ; 
IVe  stood  here  since  King  Charles's  time^ 

And  had  no  dinner  yet ! 

MAGOG. 

I  vow  I  can  no  longer  stay  ; 
1  say,  are  we  to  dine  to-day  ? 

GOG. 

My  hunger  would  provoke  a  saint, 
IVe  waited  till  I'm  sick  and  faint ; 
I'll  tell  you  what,  they'll  starve  us  both, 
I'll  tell  you  what,  they'll  stop  our  growth* 

MAGOG. 

I  wish  I  had  a  round  of  beef 
My  hungry  tooth  to  charm  ; 

I've  wind  enough  in  my  inside 
To  play  the  Hundredth  P&alm. 

GOG. 

And  yet  they  feast  beneath  our  eyes 
Without  tlie  least  remorse  ; 

This  very  week  I  saw  the  Mayor 
A  feeding  like  a  horse  I 

MAGOG. 

Such  loads  of  fish,  and  flesh,  and  fowl. 
To  think  upon  it  makes  me  growl ! 
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GOG. 

I  wonder  where  the  fools  were  taught, 

That  they  shonld  keep  a  giant  short ! 

The3r'll  stop  onr  growth,  they'll  stop  our  growth ; 

They'll  starve  us  both,  they'll  starve  us  both  I 

MAGoa 

They  said,  a  hundred  years  ago, 

That  we  should  dine  at  One ; 
Why,  Gog,  I  say,  our  meat  by  this 

Is  rather  over-done. 

GOG., 

I  do  not  want  it  done  at  all. 

So  hungry  is  my  maw, 
Give  me  an  Alderman  in  chains, 

And  I  will  eat  him  raw  ! 

MAGOG. 

Of  starving  weavers  they  discuss. 
And  yet  they  never  think  of  us. 
I  say,  are  wc  to  dine  to-day  ; 
Are  we  to  dine  to-day  ? 

GOG. 

Oh  dear,  the  pang  it  is  to  feel 

So  mealy-mouthed  without  a  meal ! 

MAGOG. 

Ill  tell  you  what,  they'll  stop  our  growth ! 

GOG. 

ril  tell  you  what,  they'll  starve  us  both ! 

BOTH. 

They'll  stop  our  growth,  they'll  starve  us  both  I 
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THE  SWEEP'S  COMPLAINT. 


"I  like  to  meet  a  sweep — such  as  come  forth  with  the  dawn,  or  soraev 
earlier,  with  their  jittle  professional  notes,  sounding  like  the  /mj^,  pttp  < 
young  sparrow." 


-Essays  of  Elia. 


(< 


A  voice  cried  Sweep  no  more  ! 


Macbeth  hath  murdered  sweep."— Shakspbakb. 

N£  morning  ere  my  usual  time 
I  rose,  about  the  seventh  chime, 
When  little  stunted  boys  that  climb 
Still  linger  in  the  street : 
And  as  I  walked,  I  saw  indeed 
A  sample  of  the  sooty  breed, 
Though  he  was  rather  nm  to  seed. 

In  height  about  five  feet. 
A  mongrel  tint  he  seem'd  to  take. 
Poetic  simile  to  make, 
D.\Y  through  his  Martin  *gan  to  break. 

Quite  overcoming  jet. 
From  side  to  slile  he  crossed  oblique, 
Like  Frenchman  who  has  friends  to  seek, 
And  yet  no  English  word  can  speak. 

He  walk'd  upon  the  fret : 
And  while  he  sought  the  dingy  job, 
Ills  laboring  breast  appeared  to  throb 
And  half  a  hiccup  half  a  sob 

Betray'd  internal  woe. 
To  cry  the  cry  he  had  by  rote 
He  yeam'd,  but  law  forbade  the  note. 
Like  Chanticleer  with  roupy  throat. 

He  gaped — bu.  not  a  crow  ! 
I  watch'd  him,  and  the  glimpse  I  snatch'd 
Disclosed  his  sorry  eyelids  patch'd 
With  red,  as  if  the  soot  had  catch*d 

That  hung  about  the  lid ; 
And  soon  I  saw  the  tear-drop  stray, 
He  did  not  care  to  brush  away ; 
Thought  I  the  cause  he  will  betray — 

And  thus  at  last  he  did. 
Well,  here's  a  pretty  go !  here's  a  Gagging  Act,  if  ever  there 
a  gagginjr  ! 
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Bat  rm  bound  the  members  as  silenced  us,  in  doing  it  had  plenty 
of  magging. 

^^  had  better  send  us  all  off,  they  had,  to  the  School  for  the 
Deaf  and  Dumb, 

To  onlam  us  our  mother  tongues,  and  to  make  signs  and  be  regu- 
larly mum. 

Bat  they  can*t  undo  natur — as  sure  as  ever  the  morning  begins  to 

*^"«ctl3r  I  open  my  eyes  I  can't  help  calling  out  Sweep 

As  natural  as  the  sparrows  among  the  chimblcy-pots  that  say 

Cheep! 
'or  Bjy  own  part  I  find  my  suppress*d  voice  very  uneasy, 
^^  comparable  to  nothing  but  having  your  tissue  stopt  when  you 

are  sneezy. 
"cUf  it's  all  up  with  us !  tho'  I  suppose  we  mustn't  cry  all  up. 
Here's  a  precious  merry  Christmas,  I'm  blest  if  I  can  earn  either 

bit  or  sup ! 
if  crying  Sweep,  of  mornings,  is  going  beyond  quietness*s  border, 
Them  as  pretends  to  be  fond  of  silence  oughtn't  to  cry  hear,  hear, 

and  order,  order. 
I  wonder  Mr.  Sutton,  as  we've  sut-on  too,  don't  sympathise  with 

us 
As  a  Speaker  what  don't  speak,  and  that's  exactly  our  own  cus. 
God  help  us  if  we  don't  not  cry,  how  are  we  to  pui'sue  uur  call- 
ings? 
I'm  sure  we're  not  half  so  bad  as  other  businesses  with  their  bawl- 

ings. 
For  instance,  the  general  postmen,  that  at  six  o'clock  go  about 

ringing, 
And  wake  up  all  the  babbies  that  their  mothers  have  just  got  to 

sleep  with  singing. 
Greens  oughtn't  to  be  cried  no  more  than  blacks — to  do  the  unpar- 

tial  job. 
If  they  bring  in  a  Sooty  Bill,  they  ought  to  have  brought  in  a 

Dusty  Bob. 
Is  a  dustman's  voice  more  sweet  than  oum,  when  he  comes  a  seek- 
ing arter  the  cinders, 
Instead  of  a  little  boy  like  a  blackbird  in  spring,  singing  merrily 
under  your  windows  ? 
i*s  tlie  omnibus  cads  as  plies  in  Cheapside,  and  keeps  calling 
oat  Bank  and  City ; 
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Let  his  Worship,  the  Mayor,  decide  if  our  call  of  Sweep  is  not 

just  as  pretty. 
I  can't  see  why  the  Jews  should  be  let  go  about  crying  Old  Qoie 

thro'  their  hooky  noses, 
And  Christian  laws  should  be  ten  times  more  hard  than  the  old 

stone  laws  of  Moses. 
Why  isn't  the  mouths  of  the  mufhn-men  compell'd  to  be  equally 

shut  ? 
Why,  because  Parliament  members  eat  mufhns,  but  they  never  eat 

no  sut. 
Next  year  there  won't  be  any  May-day  at  all,  we  shan't  have  no 

heart  to  dance, 
And  Jack  in  the  Green  will  go  in  black  like  mourning  for  our  mis- 
chance ; 
If  we  live  as  long  as  May,  that's  to  say,  through  the  hard  winter 

and  pinching  weather, 
For  I  don't  see  how  we're  to  earn  enough  to  keep  body  and  soul 

together. 
I  only  wish  Mr.  W'ilberforce  or  some  of  ihcm  that  pities  the 

niggers, 
Would  take  a  peep  down  in  our  cellars,  and  look  at  our  miserable 

starving  figures, 
A-sitting  idle  on  our  empty  sacks,  and  all  ready  to  eat  each 

other. 
And  a  brood  of  little  ones  cr}*ing  for  bread  to  a  heart-breaking 

Father  and  Mother. 
They  haven't  a  rag  of  clothes  to  mend,  if  their  mothers  had  thread 

and  needles. 
But  crawl  naked  about  the  cellars,  poor  things,  like  a  swarm  of 

common  black  beadles. 
If  they'd  only  inquired  before  passing  the  Act  and  taken  a  few 

such  peeps, 
I  don't  think  that  any  real  gentleman  would  have  set  his  face 

against  sweeps. 
Climbin's  an  ancient  respectable  art,  and  if  History's  of  any  vally, 
W^as  recommended  by  Queen  Elizabeth  to  the  great  Sir  Walter 

Raleigh, 
Wlicn  he  wrote  on  a  pane  of  glass  how  I'd  climb,  ii  the  way  I  only 

knew. 
And  she  writ  beneath,  if  your  hearths  afcard,  don't  venture  op  the 

flue. 
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As  for  me  I  was  always  loyal,  and  respected  all  powers  that  are 

higher, 
But  how  can  I  now  say  God  save  the  King,  if  I  an't  to  be  a 

Crycr? 
^^'s  London  milk,  that's  one  of  the  cries,  even  on  Sunday  the 

law  allows, 
^  ought  black  sweeps,  that  are  hunum  beasts,  to  be  worser  off 

than  black  cows? 
IX»»rgo  calling  about,  when  it*s  diurch  time,  like  the  noisy  Bill- 
ingsgate vermin, 
And  disturb  the  parson  with  "All  alive  O  !"  in  the  middle  of  a 

faneral  sermon  ? 
^  the  fish  won't  keep,  not  the  mackarel  won*t,  is  the  cry  of  the 

Parliament  elves, 
^veiy  thing,  exceot  the  sweeps  I  think,  is  to  be  allowed  to  keep 

themselves ! 
^^  help  us  !  what's  to  become  of  us  if  we  mustn*t  cry  no  more  ? 
^t  shan't  do  for  black  mutes  to  go  a  standing  at  a  death's  door. 
And  we  shan't  do  to  emigrate,  no  not  even  to  the  Hottentot 

nations, 
'^Of  as  time  wears  on,  our  black  will  wear  ofl^  and  then  think  of 

our  situations ! 
And  we  should  not  do,  in  lieu  of  black-a-mocr  footmen,  to  serve 

ladies  of  quality  nimbly, 
'or  when  we're  drest  in  our  sky-blue  and  silver,  and  large  frills,  all 

clean  and  neat,  and  white  silk  stockings,  if  they  pleased  to 

desire  us  to  sweep  the  hearth,  we  couldn't  resist  the  chipn- 

bley. 


1;HE  CARELESSE  NURSE  MAYD. 

SAWE  a  Mayd  sitte  on  a  Bank, 
B^uiled  by  Wooer  fa3me  and  fond ; 
And  whiles  His  flatterynge  Vowes  She  drank, 
Her  Nurselynge  slipt  within  a  Pond  I 

All  Even  Tide  they  Talkde  and  Kist, 
For  She  was  fayre  and  He  was  Kinde  ; 
The  Sunne  went  down  before  She  wist 
Another  Sonne  had  sett  behinde  I 
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V/ith  an^rie  Hands  and  frownynge  Browe, 
That  deemed  Ilcr  owne  the  Urchine*s  Sinner 
She  pluckt  Him  uut,  but  he  was  nowe 
Past  being  whipt  for  fallynge  in. 

She  then  begins  to  wayle  the  Ladde 
With  Slirikes  that  Echo  answerde  rounds 
O  !  foolishe  Mayd  to  be  soe  sadde 
The  Momente  that  her  Care  was  drownd  I 


JARVIS   AND   MRS.   COPE. 
A  DECIDEDLY  SERIOUS  BALLAD. 


N  Bunhill  Row,  some  yenrs  ago^ 
There  lived  one  Mrs.  Cope ; 
A  pious  woman  she  was  call'd, 
As  Pius  as  a  Pope. 


Not  pious  in  its  proper  sense, 

liut  chatt'ring  like  a  bird 
Of  sin  anil  grace — in  such  a  case 

Mag-piety's  the  word. 

Cries  she,  "The  Reverend  ^fr.  Trigj 

This  day  a  text  will  broach. 
And  much  I  long  to  hear  him  preach, 

So,  ]>etly,  call  a  coacli." 

A  bargain  though  she  wl';h*d  to  make, 

Ere  they  began  to  jog — 
**  Now,  Coachman,  what  d'ye  take  me  for?" 

Says  Coachman,  "for  a  hog.** 

But  Jarvis,  when  he  set  her  down, 

A  second  hoj^  did  lack — 
Whereas  she  only  offered  him 

One  shilling  and  "  a  track." 

Said  he,  "There  ain*t  no  tracks  in  Quaife^ 
You  and  your  tracks  be  both — " 


A' 
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And,  affidavit-like,  he  clench*d 
Her  shilling  with  an  oath. 

Said  she,  "  111  have  you  fined  for  this, 

And  soon  it  shall  be  done, 
ril  have  you  up  at  Worship  Street, 

You  wicked  one,  naught  one  !  '* 

• 

And  sure  enough  at  Worship  Street 

'ITiat  Friday  week  they  stood  ; 
She  said  bad  language  he  had  used, 

And  thus  she  **  made  it  good** 

"  He  said  two  shilling  was  his  fare, 

And  wouldn't  take  no  less — 
I  said  one  shilling  was  enough, — 

AndhesaidC— U— S! 

**  And  when  I  raised  my  eyes  at  that. 

He  swore  again  at  them, 
I  said  he  was  a  wicked  man, 

And  he  said  D-A— M." 

Now  Jarvy's  turn  was  come  to  speak, 

So  he  stroked  down  his  hair, 
**  All  what  she  says  is  false — cause  why? 

I'll  swear  I  never  swear  ! 

"There's  old  Joe  Hatch,  the  waterman, 

Can  tell  you  what  I  am  ; 
I'm  one  of  seven  children,  all 

Brought  up  without  a  Dam  ! 

"  He'll  say  from  two  year  old  and  less 

Since  ever  I  were  nust, 
IfcverlsakiC— U-^, 

I  wish  I  may  be  cust ! 

•At  Sion  Cottage  I  takes  up. 

And  raining  all  the  while. 
To  go  to  New  Jerusalem, 

A  wery  long  two  mile. 
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''  Well,  wlu  n  1  axc^  iox  my  fare, 

She  rows  me  in  the  street. 
And  uses  words  as  is  not  fit 

For  coachmen  to  repeat ! 

•*  Says  she, — I  know  where  you  will  go, 
You  sinner  !  I  know  well, — 

Your  worship,  it's  the  P — I — T 
Of  E  and  double  L;' 


>»i 


Now  here  his  worship  stopp'd  the 
Said  he — I'll  fine  you  both  ! 

And  of  the  two — why  Mrs.  Cope's- 
I  think  the  biggest  oath?" 


A  LAY  OF  REAL  LIFE. 

"  Some  are  born  with  a  wooden  spoon  ia  dieir  mouths,  and  Mine  inth  \ 
golden  ladle."— Goldsmith. 

"  Some  are  bom  with  tin  rings  in  their  noses,  and  some  With  silver  ooes."'- 

SlLVKRSMITH. 

HO  ruined  me  ere  I  was  born, 
Sold  every  acre,  grass  or  com. 
And  left  the  next  heir  all  forlorn  ? 
My  Grandfather. 

Who  said  my  mother  was  no  nurse, 
And  phjrsicked  me  and  made  me  worse, 
Till  infancy  became  a  curse? 

My  Grandmother. 

Who  left  me  in  my  seventh  year, 
A  comfort  to  my  mother  dear, 
And  Mr.  Pope,  the  overseer  ? 

My  Father. 

Who  let  me  starve,  to  buy  her  gin. 
Till  all  my  bones  came  through  my  skin, 
Then  called  me  "ugly  little  sin?** 

My  Mother. 
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VVho  said  my  mother  was  a  Turk, 
And  took  me  home — and  made  me  work. 
But  managed  half  my  meals  to  shirk  ? 

My  Aunt. 

Who  **6rall  earthly  things"  would  boast» 
'*  He  hated  other's  brats  the  toost," 
And  therefore  made  me  feel  my  post  ? 

My  Uncle. 

Who  go^  in  scrapes,  an  endless  scores 
And  always  laid  them  at  my  door, 
Till  many  a  bitter  bang  I  bore  ? 

My  Cousin. 

Who  took  me  home  when  mother  died, 
Again  with  father  to  reside,- 
Black  shoes,  clean  knives,  run  far  and  wide  ? 

My  Stepmother. 

Who  marred  my  stealthy  urchin  joys. 
And  when  I  played  cried  *'  What  a  noise  !^ 
Girls  always  hector  over  boys — 

My  Sister. 

WTio  used  to  share  in  what  was  mine, 
Or  took  it  all,  did  he  incline, 
'Cause  I  was  eight,  and  he  was  nine  ? 

My  Brother. 

Who  stroked  my  head,  and  said  **  Good  lad. 
And  gave  me  sixpence,  **all  he  had  ; " 
But  at  the  stall  the  coin  was  bad  ? 

My  Godfather. 

Who,  gratis,  shared  my  social  glass, 
But  when  misfortune  came  to  pass. 
Referred  me  to  the  pump  ?    Alas  ! 

My  Friend. 

Through  all  this  weary  world,  in  brief, 
Who  ever  sympathised  with  grief. 
Or  shared  my  joy — my  sole  relief? 

MyselC 


»> 
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THE  LARK  AND  THE  ROOK. 
A  FABLE. 

"  Lo !  hear  the  gentle  lark  ! " — SHAKBsrBARS. 

NCE  on  a  time — no  matter  where — 
A  lark  took  such  a  fancy  to  the  air. 
That  though  he  often  gazed  beneath. 
Watching  the  breezy  down,  or  heath. 
Yet  very,  very  seldom  he  was  found 
To  perch  upon  the  ground. 
Hour  after  hour, 
Through  ev'ry  change  of  weather  hard  or  soft. 
Through  sun  and  shade,  and  wind  and  show'r, 

Still  fluttering  aloft ; 
In  silence  now,  and  now  in  song, 
Up,  up  in  cloudland  all  day  long, 
On  weary  wing,  yet  with  unceasing  flight, 
Like  to  those  Birds  of  Paradise,  so  rare, 
Fabled  to  live,  and  love,  and  feed  in  air. 
But  never  to  alight. 

It  caused,  of  course,  much  speculation 
Among  the  feather'd  generation  ; 
AVho  tried  to  guess  the  riddle  that  was  in  it— 
The  robin  pu/zled  at  it,  and  the  wren, 

The  swallows,  cock  and  hen, 

The  wagtail,  and  the  linnet. 
The  yellowhammer,  and  the  finch  as  well — 
The  sparrow  ask'd  the  tit,  who  couldn't  tell. 
The  jay,  the  pie — but  all  were  in  the  dark, 
Till  out  of  patience  with  the  common  doubt, 
The  Rook  at  last  resolved  to  worm  it  out. 
And  thus  accosted  the  mysterious  Lark  :— 

**  Friend,  prithee,  tell  me  why 
You  keep  this  constant  hovering  so  high. 
As  if  you  had  some  castle  in  the  air. 
That  you  arc  always  poising  there, 
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A  speck  ajjaiijst  the  sky — 
Neglectful  of  each  old  familiar  feature 
Of  Earth  that  narked  you  in  jrour  callow  state —  • 

Yon  think  you're  only  soaring  at  heaven's  gate. 
Whereas  you're  flying  in  the  (ace  of  Nature  P 

*"  Friend,"  said  the  Lark,  with  melancholy  tone^ 
And  in  each  little  eye  a  dewdrop  shoce, 
**  No  creature  of  my  kind  was  crer  fonder 

Of  that  dear  spot  of  earth 

Which  gave  it  birth — 
And  I  was  nestled  in  the  furrow  yonder  ! 
Sweet  is  the  twinkle  of  the  dewy  heath. 
And  sweet  that  thymy  down  I  watch  beneath. 
Saluted  often  with  a  livini;  sonnet : 
But  Men,  vile  Men,  have  spread  so  thick  a  scurf 
Of  dirt  and  infamv  about  the  Turf, 

I  do  not  like  to  settle  on  it  1" 

MORAL. 

Alas  !  how  Nobles  of  another  race 
Appointed  to  the  bright  a  id  lofty  way 
Too  willingly  descend  to  haunt  a  place 
polluted  by  the  deeds  of  Dirds  of  Prey  I 


A  NOCIX'RNAL  SKETCH. 

''EN  is  come;  and  from  the  dark  Park,  hark. 
The  signal  of  the  setting  sun — one  gun! 
And  six  is  sounding  from  the  chime,  prime  time 
To  go  and  se«  the  Drury-Lane  Dane  slain, — 

Or  hear  Othello's  jealous  doubt  spout  out, — 

Or  Macl>eth  raving  at  that  shade-made  blade. 

Denying  to  his  frantic  clutch  much  touch; — 

Or  else  to  see  Ducrow  with  wide  stride  ride 

Four  horses  as  no  other  man  can  span; 

Or  in  the  small  Olympic  Pit,  sit  split 

Laughing  at  Liston,  while  you  quiz  his  phiz. 
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DOMESTIC  ASIDES. 


Anon  Night  comes,  and  with  her  wings  brings  things^ 
Such  as,  with  his  poetic  tongue.  Young  sung; 
The  gas  up-blazes  with  its  bright  white  light. 
And  paralytic  watchmen  prowl,  howl,  growl, 
About  the  streets  and  take  up  Pall-Mail  Sal, 
Who,  hasting  to  her  nightly  jobs,  robs  fobs. 

Now  thieves  to  enter  for  your  cash,  smash,  crash. 
Past  drowsy  Charley,  in  a  deep  sleep,  creep, 
IJut  frighten'd  by  Policeman  B  3,  flc^ 
And  while  they're  going,  whisper  low,  **  No  go! " 

Now  puss,  while  folks  are  in  their  beds,  treads  leads. 
And  sleepers  waking,  grumble — **  Drat  that  cat!" 
AVho  in  the  gutter  caterwauls,  quails,  mauls 
Some  feline  foe,  and  screams  in  jshrill  ill-will. 

Now  Bulls  of  Bashaji,  of  a  prize  size,  rise 
In  childish  dreams,  and  with  a  roar  gore  poor 
Georgy,  or  Charley,  or  Billy,  willy-nilly; — 
But  Nursemaid  in  a  nightmare  rest,  chest-pressM, 
Dreameth  of  gne  of  her  old  flames,  James  Games, 

And  that  she  hears — what  faith  is  man's — Ann's  banns 
And  his,  IJrom  Reverend  Mr.  Rice,  twice,  thrice: 
White  ribbons  flourish,  and  a  stout  shout  out. 
That  upward  goes,  shows  Rose  knows  those  bows'  woes! 


DOMESTIC  ASIDES:  OR,  TRUTH  IN  PARENTHESES. 


REALLY  take  it  very  kind 
This  visit,  Mrs.  Skinner! 
I  have  not  seen  you  such  an  age — • 
(The  %\Tetch  has  come  to  dinner!) 


**  Your  daughters,  too,  what  loves  of  girls 
What  heads  for  painters'  easels! 
Come  here  and  kiss  the  infant,  dears,— 
(And  give  it  p'rhaps  the  measles!) 


JOHN  DA  r.  ri 

"  Your  charming  boys  I  see  are  home 
From  Reverend  Mr.  Rusi>ers; 
*Twas  very  kind  to  bring  them  both, — 
(What  boots  for  my  new  Brussels!) 

«  What!  little  Clara  left  at  home? 
Well,  now,  I  call  that- shabby: 
I  should  have  loved  to  kiss  her  so,-^ 
(A  flabby,  dabby  babby!) 

"And  Mr.  S.,  I  hope  he's  well; 
Ah!  though  he  lives  so  handy, 
He  never  now  drops  in  to  sup, — 
(The  better  for  our  brandy!) 

**  Come,  take  a  seat — I  long  to  hear 
About  Matilda's  marriage ; 
You're  come  of  course  to  spend  the  day! — 
(Thank  Heav'n,  I  hear  the  carriage!) 

**\Vhat,  must  you  go?  next  time  I  hope 
You'll  give  me  longer  measure; 
Nay — I  shall  see  you  down  the  stairs — 
(With  most  uncommon  pleasure!) 

**  Good-bye!  good-bye!  remember  all. 
Next  time  youll  take  your  dinners! 
(Now,  David,  mind  I'm  nut  at  home 
In  ^ure  to  the  Skiuuers! ") 


JOHN  DAY. 

A  PATHETIC  BALLAD. 
A  Day  after  the  Fair."— Old  Proverb. 

OHN  DAY  he  was  the  biggest  man 
Of  all  the  coachman -kind, 
With  back  too  broad  to  be  conceived 
By  any  narrow  mind. 
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The  very  horses  knew  his  weight 
When  he  was  in  the  rear, 

And  wished  his  box  a  Christmas-box 
To  come  but  once  a  year. 


Alas!  against  the  shads  of  love 
What  armour  can  prevail  i 

Soon  Cupid  sent  an  arrow  tlirough 
His  scarlet  coat  of  mail. 

The  barmaid  of  the  Crown  he  loved. 
From  whom  he  never  ranged, 

For  the*  he  changed  his  horses  there. 
His  love  he  never  changed. 

He  thought  her  fairest  of  all  fares. 

So  fondly  love  prefers; 
And  often,  among  twelve  outoides. 

Deemed  no  outside  like  hers. 

One  day  as  she  was  sitting  down 
Beside  the  porter-pump — 

He  came,  and  knelt  with  all  his  fat. 
And  made  an  offer  plumjx 

Said  slie,  my  taste  will  never  learn 

To  like  so  huge  a  man, 
So  I  must  beg  you  will  come  here 

As  little  as  you  can. 

But  still  he  stoutly  urged  his  suit. 
With  vows,  and  sighs,  and  tears. 

Yet  could  not  pierce  her  heart,  altho* 
He  drove  the  Dart  for  years. 

In  vain  he  wooed,  in  vain  he  sued; 

The  maid  was  cold  and  proud, 
And  sent  him  off  to  Coventry, 

While  on  his  way  to  Stroud. 
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He  fretted  all  the  way  to  Stroud, 

And  thence  all  back  to  town; 
The  course  of  love  was  never  smooth. 

So  his  went  up  and  down. 

At  last  her  coldne^  made  him  pine 

To  merely  bones  and  skin; 
Bat  still  he  loved  like  one  resolved 

To  love  through  thick  and  thin. 

Oh,  Mary,  view  my  wasted  back. 

And  see  my  dwindled  calf; 
Tho'  I  have  never  had  a  wife, 

Vvt  lost  my  better  half. 

Alaj;^  in  vain  he  still  assail'd 

Her  heart  withstood  the  dint; 
Though  he  had  carried  sixteen  ston^ 

He  could  not  move  a  flint. 

Worn  out,  at  last  he  made  a  vow 

To  break  his  being's  link; 
For  he  was  so  reduced  in  size 

At  nothing  he  could  shrink. 

Now  some  will  talk  in  water's  praise 

And  waste  a  deal  of  breath, 
But  John,  iho'  he  drank  nothing  else — 

He  drank  himself  to  death. 

The  cruel  maid  that  caused  his  love. 

Found  out  the  fatal  close, 
For,  looking  in  the  butt,  she  saw 

The  butt-end  of  his  woes. 

Some  say  his  spirit  haunts  tlie  Crown, 

But  that  is  only  talk — 
P'or  after  riding  all  his  life. 

His  ghost  ol)jects  to  walk. 
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NUMBER  ONE. 
VhRSIKIED  FROM  THE  PROSE  OF  A  YOUNG  LADY. 

|TS  very  hard ! — and  so  it  is, 
To  live  in  sneh  a  row, 
And  witness  this  that  every  Mitt 
But  me,  has  got  a  Beau. 

For  Love  goes  calling  up  and  down. 

But  here  he  seems  to  shun  ; 

I'm  sure  he  has  been  asked  enough 

To  call  at  Number  One  ! 

• 

I'm  sick  of  all  the  double  knocks 

That  come  to  Number  Four  f 

At  Number  Three,  I  often  see 

A  Lover  at  the  door : 

And  one  in  blue,  at  Number  Two, 

Calls  daily  like  a  dun, — 

It's  very  hard  they  come  so  near. 

And  not  to  Number  One  ! 

Miss  Bell  I  hear  has  got  a  dear 

Exactly  to  her  mind. 

By  silting  at  the  window  pane 

Without  a  bit  of  blind  ; 

But  I  go  in  the  balcony. 

Which  she  has  never  done. 

Yet  arts  that  thrive  at  Number  Five 

Don't  take  at  Number  One  ! 

*Tis  hard  with  plenty  in  the  street, 

And  plenty  passing  by, — 

There's  nice  young  men  at  Number  Ten, 

But  only  rather  shy ; 

And  Mrs.  Smith  across  the  way 

Has  got  a  grown-up  son. 

But  la  !  he  hardly  seems  to  know 

There  is  a  Number  One  I 

There's  Mr.  Wick  at  Number  Nine, 
But  he's  intent  on  pelf. 
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And  though  he*s  pious,  will  not  love 

His  neighbour  as  himself. 

At  Number  Seven  there  was  a  sale— 

The  goods  had  quite  a  run  ! 

And  here  I've  got  my  single  lot 

On  hand  at  Number  One  ! 

My  mother  often  sits  at  work 

And  talks  of  props  and  stays. 

And  what  a  comfort  1  shall  be 

In  her  declining  days. 

The  very  maids  about  the  house 

Have  set  me  down  a  nun  ; 

l*he  sweethearts  all  belong  to  them 

That  call  at  Number  (Qne  ! 

Once  only  when  the  flue  took  fire, 
One  Friday  afternoon, 
Young  Mr.  Long  came  kindly  in 
And  told  me  not  to  swoon : 
AVhy  can't  he  come  again  without 
The  Phoenix  and  the  Sim  ! 
AVe  cannot  always  have  a  flue 
On  fire  at  Number  One! 

I  am  not  old  !  I  am  not  plain ! 

Nor  awkward  in  my  gait — 

I  am  not  crooked,  like  the  bride 

That  went  from  Number  Eight: 

Tm  sure  white  satin  made  her  look 

As  brown  as  any  bun — 

But  even  beauty  has  no  chance, 

I  think,  at  Number  One  ! 

At  Number  Six  they  say  Miss  Rose 

Has  slain  a  score  of  hearts. 

And  Cupid,  for  her  sa'ce,  has  been 

Quite  prodigal  of  darts. 

The  Imp  they  show  with  bended  bow, 

I  wish  he  had  a  gun  ! 
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But  if  he  had,  he'd  never  deign 
To  shoot  with  Number  One. 

It's  very  hard,  and  so  it  is, 

To  live  in  such  a  row  ! 

And  here's  a  ballad  singer  come 

I'o  aggravate  my  woe. 

Oh  take  away  your  foolish  song 

And  tones  enough  to  stun — 

There  is  *'  Nae  luck  about  the  house," 

I  know,  at  Number  One  ! 


THE  DROWNING  DUCKS. 

MONGST  the  sights  that  Mrs.  Bond 

Enjoyed,  yet  grieved  at  more  than  oth 
Were  little  ducklings  in  the  pond, 

Swimminq;  about  beside  their  mothers- 
Small  things  like  living  water  lilies, 
But  yellow  as  the  dafTo-</////>J. 

**  It's  very  .hard,"  she  used  to  moan, 

**  That  other  people  have  their  ducklings 

To  grace  their  waters — mine  alone 
Have  never  any  pretty  chucklings." 

For  why  ! — each  little  yellow  navy 

Went  down — all  downy — to  old  Davy  1 

She  had  a  lake — a  pond  I  mean — 

It's  wave  was  rather  thick  than  pearly — 

She  had  two  ducks,  their  napes  were  green-^ 
She  had  a  drake,  his  tail  was  curly, — 

Yet  spite  of  drake,  and  ducks,  and  pond. 

No  little  ducks  had  Mrs.  Bond  ! 

The  birds  were  both  the  best  of  mothers— 
The  nests  had  eggs — the  eggs  had  luck— ^ 

The  infant  D.'s  came  forth  like  others — 
But  there,  alas  !  the  matter  stuck  ! 

They  might  as  well  have  all  died  addle, 

As  die  when  they  began  to  paddle  I 
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For  wheiiy  as  native  instinct  taught  her. 

The  mother  set  her  brood  afloat, 
They  sank  ere  long  right  under  water. 

Like  any  overloaded  boat ; 
They  were  web-footed  too  to  see, 
As  ducks  and  spiders  ought  to  be  I 

No  peccant  humour  in  a  gander 

Brought  h^voc  on  her  little  folks,— 
No  poaching  cook — a  frying  pander 

To  appetite, — destroyed  their  yolks,— 
Beneath  her  very  eyes,  Od*  rot  'em  ! 
They  went  like  plummets  to  the  bottom. 

The  thing  was  strange — a  contradiction 

It  seemed  of  nature  and  her  works  ! 
For  little  ducks,  beyond  conviction, 

Should  float  without  the  help  of  corks ! 
Great  Johnson  it  bewildered  him  ! 
To  hear  of  ducks  that  could  not  swim. 

Poor  Mrs.  Bond  !  what  could  she  do 

But  change  the  breed — and  she  tried  divers, 

Which  dived  as  all  seemed  born  to  do  ; 
No  little  ones  were  e'er  survivors — 

Like  those  that  copy  gems,  I'm  thinking. 

They  all  were  given  to  die-sinking  I 

In  vain  their  downy  coats  were  shorn : 
They  floundered  still ; — Batch  after  batch  went! 

The  little  fools  seemed  only  bom 

And  hatched  for  nothing  but  a  hatchment ! 

Whene'er  they  launched — oh  sight  of  wonder ! 

Like  fires  the  water  "got  them  under  I" 

No  woman  ever  gave  their  lucks 

A  better  chance  than  Mrs.  Bond  did  ; 
At  last  quite  out  of  heart  and  ducks, 

She  gave  her  pond  up  and  desponded  ; 
For  Death  among  the  water  lilies. 
Cried  **  Due  ad  me,"  to  all  her  dilliea. 
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But  though  resolved  to  breed  no  more. 
She  brooded  often  on  this  riddle^- 

Alas  !  twas  darker  than  before  t 
At  last,  about  the  summer's  middle, 

What  Johnson,  Mrs.  Bond,  or  none  did. 

To  clear  the  matter  up  the  sim  did  ! 

The  thirsty  Sirius,  dog-like,  drank 
So  deep  his  furious  tongue  to  cool. 

The  shallow  waters  sank  and  sank. 
And  lo,  from  out  the  wasted  pool. 

Too  hot  to  hold  them  any  longer, 

There  crawled  some  eels  as  big  as  conger 

I  wish  all  folks  would  look  a  bit, 
In  such  a  case  below  the  surface  ; 

But  when  the  eels  were  caught  and  split 
By  Mrs.  Bond,  just  think  of  her  face^ 

In  each  inside  at  once  to  spy 

A  duckling  turned  to  giblet  pie  f 

The  sight  at  once  explained  the  case. 
Making  the  Dame  look  rather  silly. 

The  tenants  of  that  Eely  Place 

Had  found  the  way  to  Pick  a  dilfy. 

And  so  by  under-water  suction. 

Had  wrought  the  little  ducks  abduction* 
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STEAMED  from  the  Downs  in  the  ]^ 
My  jib  how  she  smoked  through  the  t 
She's  a  vessel  as  tight  to  my  fancy 
As  ever  boiTd  through  the  salt  seas;, 


When  up  the/lue  the  sailor  goes 
And  ventures  on  the  pat, 

The  landsman,  he  no  better  knows, 
But  thinks  hard  is  his  lot 
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Bold  Jack  with  smiles  each  danger  meets, 

Weighs  anchor,  lights  the  log ; 
Trims  up  thefire^  picks  out  the  slates^ 

And  drinks  his  can  of  grog. 


Go  patter  to  lubbers  and  swabs,  do  you  see, 

'Boat  danger,  and  fear,  and  the  like  ; 
Bat  a  Boulton  and  IVatt  and  good  IValTs  end  give  me ; 

And  it  an*t  too  a  little  1*11  strike. 

Tboagh  the  tempest  our  chimney  smack  smooth  shall  down 
smite, 

And  shiver  each  bundle  of  wood ; 
Clear  the  wreck,  stir  thefire^  and  stow  everything  tight, 

And  hoiling  a  gallop  we'll  scud^ 


THE  STORli 

RE-WRITTEN. 

ARK,  the  boatswain  hoarsely  bawling. 
By  shovel,  tongues,  and  poker  stand  ; 
Down  the  scuttle  quick  be  hauling, 
Down  your  bellows,  hand,  boys,  hand ; 
Now  it  freshens, — ^blow  like  blazes  ; 

Now  unto  the  coal-hole  go  ; 
Stir,  boys,  stir,  don't  mind  black  faces. 
Up  your  ashes  nimbly  throw. 

Ply  your  bellows,  raise  the  wind,  boys. 

See  the  valve  is  clear  of  course  ; 
Let  the  paddles  spin,  don't  mind,  boys. 

Though  the  weather  should  be  worse. 
Fore  and  aft  a  proper  draft  get. 

Oil  the  engines,  see  all  clear  ; 
Hands  up,  each  a  sack  of  coal  get, 

Man  the  boiler,  cheer,  lads,  cheer. 

Now  the  dreadful  thunder's  roaring. 

Peal  on  peal  contending  clash  ; 
On  our  heads  fierce  rain  falls  pouring, 
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In  our  eyes  the  paddles  splash. 
One  wide  water  all  around  us, 

AH  above  one  smoke-black  sky  : 
Different  deaths  at  once  surround  us  ; 

Hark  !  what  means  that  dreadful  cry  ? 

The  funnel's  gone  !  cries  ev'ry  tongue  out. 

The  engineer's  washed  off  the  deck  ; 
A  leak  beneath  the  coal-hole*s  sprung  out 

Call  all  hands  to  clear  the  wreck. 
Quick,  some  coal,  some  nubbly  pieces ; 

Come,  my  hearts,  be  stout  and  bold ; 
Plumb  the  boiler,  speed  decreases, 

Four  feet  water  getting  cold. 

While  o'er  the  ship  wild  waves  are  beating 

We  for  wives  or  children  mourn ; 
Alas  !  from  hence  there's  no  retreating ; 

Alas  !  to  them  there's  no  return. 
The  fire  is  out — we've  burst  the  bellows^ 

The  tinder-box  is  swamped  below ; 
Heaven  have  mercy  on  poor  fellows, 

For  only  that  can  serve  us  now  1 


I'M  NOT  A  SINGLE  MAN. 

"  Double,  single,  and  the  nib.**— HoYLl. 
•'  This,  this  is  Solitude."— Byron. 

I. 

ELL,  I  confess,  I  did  not  guess 
A  simple  marriage  vow 
Would  make  me  find  all  womenkind 
Such  unkind  women  now  t 
They  need  not,  sure,  as  distant  be 

As  Javo  or  Japan, — 
Yet  every  Miss  reminds  me  this— 
I'm  not  a  single  man  I 

II. 

Once  they  made  choice  of  my  bass  Toioe 
To  share  in  each  duett ; 
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So  well  I  danced,  I  somehow  chanced 

To  stand  in  every  set : 
They  now  declare  I  cannot  sing, 

And  dance  on  Bruin's  plan  ; 
Me  draw ! — me  paint ! — me  anything  \ — 

I'm  not  a  single  man  1 

in. 

Once  I  was  asked  advice,  and  task'd 

What  works  to  buy  or  not, 
And  "  would  I  read  that  passage  out 

I  so  admired  in  Scott  ?  " 
They  then  could  bear  to  hear  one  read ; 

But  if  I  now  began. 
How  they  wouM  snub  "  My  pretty  page," 

I'm  not  a  single  man  ! 

nr. 

One  used  to  stitch  a  collar  then. 

Another  hemmed  a  frill ; 
I  had  more  purses  netted  then 

Than  I  could  hope  to  fill. 
I  once  could  get  a  button  on, 

But  now  I  never  can — 
My  buttons  then  were  Bachelor's — 

I*m  not  a  single  man  ! 

V, 

Oh  how  they  hated  politics 

Thrust  on  me  by  papa  : 
But  now  my  chat — they  all  leave  that 

To  entertain  mamma. 
Mamma,  who  praises  her  oiK*n  self. 

Instead  of  Jane  or  Ann, 
And  lays  **  her  girls  "  upon  the  shelf — 

I'm  not  a  single  man  ! 

vr. 

Ah  me^  how  strange  it  is  Ibr:  change, 
In  parlour  and  in  hall ! 
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They  treat  me  so,  if  I  but  gn 

To  make  a  morning  call 
If  tliey  had  hair  in  papers  onoe^ 

Bolt  up  the  stairs  they  ran  ; 
They  now  sit  still  in  dishabille*^ 

I'm  not  a  single  man  ! 

VII. 

Miss  Mary  Bond  was  once  so  fond 

Of  Romans  and  of  Greeks  ; 
She  daily  sought  my  cabinet, 

To  study  my  antiques. 
Well,  now  she  doesn't  care  a  dump 

For  ancient  pot  or  pan, 
Her  taste  at  once  is  modernised— 

I'm  not  a  single  man  ! 

VIII. 

My  spouse  is  fond  of  homely  life, 

And  all  that  sort  of  thing  ; 
I  go  to  halls  without  my  wife. 

And  never  wear  a  ring : 
And  yet  each  Miss  to  whom  I  come, 

As  strange  as  Genghis  Khan, 
Knows  by  some  sign,  I  can't  divine,^ 

I'm  not  a  single  man  ! 

IX. 

Go  where  I  will,  I  but  intmde ; 

I'm  left  in  crowded  rooms. 
Like  Zimmerman  on  Solitude, 

Or  llervey  at  his  tombs. 
From  head  to  heel,  they  make  me  feel 

Of  quite  another  clan  ; 
Compelled  to  own,  though  left  alone, 

I'm  not  a  single  man  ! 

X. 

Miss  Towne  the  toast,  though  she  can  boast 
A  no^  of  Roman  line, 
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Will  turn  up  even  that  in  scorn 

Of  compliments  of  mine  : 
She  should  have  seen  that  I  have  been 

Her  sex's  partisan. 
And  really  married  all  I  could^ 

I*m  not  a  single  man ! 

XI. 

Tis  hard  to  see  how  others  fare, 

Whilst  1  rejected  stand, — 
Will  no  one  take  my  arm  because 

They  cannot  have  my  hand  ? 
Miss  Parry,  that  for  some  would  go 

A  trip  to  Hindostan, 
With  me  don't  care  to  mount  a  stair-^ 

I'm  not  a  single  man. 

XII. 

Some  change,  of  course,  should  be  in  force^ 

But,  surely,  not  so  much — 
There  may  be  hands  I  may  not  squeeze 

But  must  I  never  touch  ? — 
Must  I  fofbear  to  hand  a  chair 

And  not  pick  up  a  fan  ? 
But  I  have  been  myself  picked  up— 

I'm  not  a  single  man  I 

XIII. 

Others  may  hint  a  lady's  tint 

Is  purest  red  and  white — 
May  say  her  eyes  are  like  the  skies, 

So  very  blue  and  bright, — 
/  must  not  say  that  she  hcu  eya  ; 

Or  if  I  so  began, 
I  have  my  fears  about  my  cars,— 

I'm  not  a  single  man  I 

XIV. 

I  must  confess  I  did  not  guest 

A  simple  marriage  vow, 
Would  make  me  find  all  women-kind 
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Such  unkind  women  now ; — 
I  might  be  hash'd  to  death,  or  smash*4 

By  Mr.  Pickford*s  van, 
Without,  I  fear,  a  single  tear. 

I*m  not  a  single  m^n  1 


THE  GHOST. 
A  VERY  SERIOUS  BALLAD. 
"  ni  he  your  second."— Listok. 


N  Middle  Row,  some  years  ago, 
There  lived  one  Mr.  Brown ; 
And  many  folks  considered  him 
The  stoutest  man  in  town. 


But  Brown  and  stout  will  both  wear  out. 

One  Friday  he  died  hard, 
And  left  a  widow'd  wife  to  mourn 

At  twenty  pence  a  yard. 

Now  widow  B.  in  two  short  months 
Thought  mourning  quite  a  tax  ; 

And  wished,  like  Mr.  Wilberforce, 
To  manumit  her  blacks. 

With  Mr.  Street  she  soon  was  sweet ; 

The  thing  thus  came  about : 
She  asked  him  in  at  home,  and  then 

At  church  he  asked  her  out  1 

Assurance  such  as  this  the  man 

In  ashes  could  not  stand  ; 
So  like  a  Phoenix  he  rose  up 

Against  the  Hand  in  Hand* 

One  dreary  night  the  angry  sprite 

Appeared  before  her  view  j 
It  came  a  little  after  one. 

But  she  was  after  two 
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''OhMrs.  B.,  oh  Mrs.  B.! 

Are  these  your  sorrow's  deeds, 
Already  getting  up  a  flame, 

To  bum  your  widow's  weeds  ? 

**  It*s  not  so  long  since  I  have  left 

For  aye  the  mortal  scene ; 
My  memory — like  Rogers's, 

Should  still  be  bound  in  green  ! 

**  Yet  if  my  face  you  still  retrace 

I  almost  have  a  doubt — 
I'm  like  an  old  Forget-Me-Not, 

With  all  the  leaves  torn  out ! 

**  To  think  that  on  that  finger-joint, 
Another  pledge  should  cling  ; 

Oh  Bess  !  upon  my  very  soul, 
It  struck  like  *  Knock  and  Ring.* 

"  A  ton  of  marble  on  my  breast 

Can't  hinder  my  return  ; 
Your  conduct,  Ma'am,  has  set  my  blood 

A-boiling  in  my  urn  ! 

**  Remember,  oh  !  remember  how 
The  marriage  rite  did  run, — 

If  ever  we  one  flesh  should  be, 
*Tis  now — when  I  have  none  ! 

•*  And  you,  Sir — once  a  bosom  friend— 

Of  perjured  faith  convict. 
As  ghostly  toe  can  give  no  blow, 

Consider  you  are  kick'd. 

"A  hollow  voice  is  all  I  have, 

But  this  I  tell  you  plain. 
Marry  come  up  ! — you  marry,  Ma'am, 

And  I'll  come  up  again." 

More  he  had  said,  but  chanticleer 
The  spritely  shade  did  shock 

With  sudden  crow,  and  off  he  v/ent. 
Like  fowling-piece  at  cock  I 
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AT-TAT  it  went  upon  the  lion's  chin, 
**That  hat,  I  know  it!**  cried  the  joyful  giri 
"Summer's  it  is,  I  know  him  by  his  knock. 
Comers  like  him  are  welcome  as  tlie  day  ! 

I.izzy !  go  down  and  open  the  street-door, 

Busy  I  am  to  any  one  but  him. 

Know  him  you  must— he  has  l)een  often  here  ; 

Show  him  up  stairs,  and  tell  him  Tm  alone.** 

Quickly  the  maid  went  tripping  down  the  stair  ; 
Thickly  the  heart  of  Rose  Matilda  beat ; 
*'  Sure  he  has  brought  me  tickets  for  the  play— 
Dmry — or  Covent  Garden — darling  man  ! — 
Kemble  will  play — or  Kean  who  makes  the  soul 
Tremble  ;  in  Richard  or  the  frenzied  Moor — 
P'arren,  the  stay  and  prop  of  many  a  farce 
Barren  beside — or  List  on,  Laughter's  Child-si 
Kelly  the  natural,  to  witness  whom 
Jelly  is  nothing  to  the  public's  jam — 
Cooper,  the  sensible — and  Walter  KnowleS 
Super,  in  William  Tell — now  rightly  told. 
Better — perchance,  from  Andrews,  brings  a  box. 
Letter  of  boxes  for  the  Italian  stage — 
Brocard  !  Donzelli !  Taglioni  I  Paul ! 
No  card, — thank  Heaven — engages  me  to-night ! 
Feathers,  of  course,  no  turban,  and  no  toque — 
W^cathcr's  against  it,  but  I'll  go  in  curls. 
Dearly  I  dole  on  white — my  satin  dress. 
Merely  one  night — it  won't  be  much  the  worse- 
Cupid — the  New  Ballet  I  long  to  see — 
Stupid  !  why  don't  she  go  and  ope  the  door?** 
Glisten*d  her  eye  as  the  impatient  girl 
Listen'd,  low  bending  o'er  the  topmost  stau:. 
Vainly,  alas  !  she  listens  and  she  bends, 
Plainly  she  hears  this  question  and  reply  : 
"  Axes  your  panlon,  Sir,  but  what  d'ye  want  ?  ** 
** Taxes,"  says  he,  **and  shall  not  call  again  I" 


OUR   VILLAGE.  87 


OUR  VILLAGE.— BY  A  VILLAGER. 

|UR  village,  that's  to  say  not  Miss  Mitford's  village, 
but  our  village  of  Bullock  Smithy, 
Is  come  into  by  an  avenue  of  trees,  three  oak  pollards, 
two  elders,  and  a  withy ; 

And  in  the  middle,  there's  a  green  of  about  not  exceeding  an  acre 
and  a  half ; 

It's  common  to  all,  and  fed  off  by  nineteen  cows,  six  ponies,  three 
horses,  five  asses,  two  foals,  seven  pigs  and  a  calf ! 

Besides  a  pond  in  the  middle,  as  \&  held  by  a  similar  sort  of  com- 
mon law  lease, 

And  contains  twenty  ducks,  six  drakes,  three  ganders,  two  dead 
dogs,  four  drown'd  kittens,  and  twelve  geese. 

Of  coarse  the  green's  cropt  very  close,  and  does  famous  for  bowl- 
ing when  the  little  village  boys  play  at  cricket ; 

Only  some  horse,  or  pig,  or  cow,  or  great  jackass  is  sure  to  come 
and  stand  right  before  the  wicket 

There's  fifty-five  private  houses,  let  nione  barns  and  workshops,  and 
pig-sties,  and  poultry  huts,  and  such-like  slieds  ; 

With  plenty  of  public-houses — two  Foxes,  one  Green  Man,  three 
Bunch  of  Grapes,  one  Crown,  and  six  King's  Heads. 

The  Green  Man  is  reckoned  tlie  best,  as  the  only  one  that  for  love 
or  money  can  raise  ' 

A  postilion,  a  blue  jacket,  two  deplorable  lame  white  horses,  and 
a  ramshackled  **  neat  post-chaise." 

There's  one  parish  church  for  all  the  people,  whatsoever  may  be 
their  ranks  in  life  or  their  degrees. 

Except  one  very  damp,  small,  dark,  freezing-cold,  little  Methodist 
chapel  of  Ease ; 

And  close  by  the  church-yard,  there's  a  stone-mason's  yard,  that 
when  the  time  is  seasonable 

Will  furnish  with  afllictions  sore  and  marble  urns  and  chenibims 
very  low  and  reasonable. 

There's  a  cage,  comfortable  enough  ;  I've  been  in  it  with  Old  Jack 
Jeffrey  and  Tom  Pike  ; 

For  the  Green  Man  next  door  will  send  you  in  ale,  gia,  or  any 
thing  else  you  like. 

I  can't  speak  of  the  stocks,  as  nothing  remains  of  them  but  the  up- 
right post ; 
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But  the  pound  is  kept  in  repairs  for  the  sake  of  Cob's  horse,  as  is 

always  there  almost. 
There's  a  smithy  of  course,  where  that  queer  sort  of  a  chap  in  his 

way,  Old  Joe  Bradley, 
Perpetually  hammers  and  stammers,  for  he  stutters  and  shoes  horses 

very  badly. 
There's  a  sliop  of  all  sorts,  that  sells  erery  things  kept  by  the 

widow  of  Rlr.  Task  ; 
But  when  you  go  there  it's  ten  to  one  she's  out  of  every  thing  yon 

ask. 
You'll  know  her  house  by  the  swarm  of  boys,  Kkc  flies,  about  the 

old  sugary  cask. 
There  are  six  empty  houses,  and  not  so  well  paper'd  inside  as  out» 
For  bill-stickers  MXin't  beware,  but  sticks  notices  of  sales  and  elec- 
tion placards  all  about. 
That's  the  Doctor's  with  a  green  door,  where  the  garden  pots  in 

the  windows  is  seen  ; 
A  weakly  monthly  rose  that  don''t  blow,  and  a  dead  geranium^ 

and  a  tea-plant  with  five  black  leaves  and  one  green. 
As  for  hollyoaks  at  the  cottage  doors,  and  honeysuckles  and  jas- 
mines, you  may  go  and  whistle  ; 
But  the  1  ailor's  front  garden  grow  two  cabbages,  a  dock,  a  ha'porth 

of  pennyroyal,  two  dandelions,  and  a  thistle. 
There  are  three  small  orchards — Mr.  Busby's  Che  sdioolmaster's  fe 

the  chief — 
With  two  pear-trees  that  don't  bear ;  one  plum  and  an  ftpple,  that 

every  year  is  stripped  by  a  thief. 
There's  another  small  day-school  too,  kept  by  the  respectdCblie  Mrs; 

Gaby ; 
A  select  establishment,  for  srx  little  boys  and  one  bijg,  and  four 

little  girls  and  a  baby. 
There's  a  rectory,  with  pointed  gables  and  strange  old  chimneys 

that  never  smokes, 
For  the  rector  don't  live  on  his  living  like  other  Christian  sort  of 

folks ; 
There's  a  barber*s  once  a  week  well  filled  with  rough  bhick-beard* 

ed  shock-headed  churls, 
And  a  window  with  two  feminine  men's  heads,  and  two  masculine 

ladies  in  false  curls ; 
Thcre*s  a  butcher*s  and  a  carpenter's  and  a  plumber^s  and  a  shmM 

green-grocer's,  and  a  baker 
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^  he  won't  bake  on  a  Sunday,  and  there's  a  sexton  that's  a  coal- 

nierchaat  besides,  and  an  undertaker  ; 
•^  a  loy-^hop,  but  not  a  whole  one,  for  a  village  can't  compare 

with  the  London  shops  ; 
^  ^ndow  sells  drums,  dolls^  kites,  carts,  bats.  Clout's  balls,  and 

the  other  sells  malt  and  hops. 
^^  Mrs.  Brown,  in  domestic  economy  n6t  to  be  a  bit  behind  her 

betters, 
^  her  house  to  a  milliner,  a  watchmaker,  a  rat-catcher,  a  col)« 

blcr,  lives  in  it  herself,  and  it's  the  post-office  for  letters. 
N'ow  I've  gone  thrtni^'  all  (he  village  —ay,  from  end  to  end,  save 

tnd  except  one  more  house, 
^Qt  I  haven't  come  to  that — and  I  hope  1  never  shall — and  tliat's 
the  Villa;;e  Poor-House  I 
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F  wedded  bliss 

Bards  sing  aftiiss, 
I  cannot  make  d  song  of  it ; 
For  I  am  small, 
My  wife  is  tall, 
And  that's  the  short  and  lotig  of  it. 

When  we  debate 

It  is  my  fate 
To  always  have  the  wfong  of  it  i 

For  I  ain  small. 

And  she  is  tall. 
And  that's  the  short  and  long  of  it  t 

And  when  I  speak 

My  voice  is  weak. 
But  hers — she  makes  a  gong  of  it ! 

For  I  am  small, 

And  she  is  tall. 
And  that's  the  short  and  long  of  it  t 

She  has,  in  brief, 
Command  in  Chief, 
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And  that's  the  short  uid  long  of  it  1 

She  gives  to  me 

Tlie  weakest  ten, 
And  takes  the  whole  Souchong  of  it ; 

Kor  I  am  small, 

And  she  is  tail. 
And  tliat's  the  short  and  long  of  it  1 

She'll  sometimes  grip 

My  buggy  whip, 
And  make  me  Teel  the  thong  of  it  I 

Foe  I  am  small 

And  she  is  tall. 
And  that's  the  sboit  and  long  of  it  I 

Against  my  life 
Slie'Jl  take  a  knife. 
Or  fork,  and  dart  the  prong  of  it ; 

For  I  am  small. 
And  she  is  tall. 
All  1  that's  the  short  and  long  of  it  I 


I'll  to 


^  think 
di'ink. 


An.! 


iccloi  u'licn  I'm  strong  of  it ; 

For  I  am  small, 

Ai^il  she  is  tall, 
hat's  the  sliort  and  long  of  it  1 


O,  if  the  bell 

Would  ring  her  knell, 
I'd  make  a  gay  ding-dong  of  it ; 

For  I  am  small. 

And  she  is  tall. 
And  tlial's  the  sliort  and  long  of  it  I 
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THE  BOY  AT  THE  NORE. 
'  Alooe  I  did  it !— Boy  I^'— -Coriolanus. 

SAY,  little  Boy  at  the  Nore, 

Do  you  come  from  the  small  Isle  of  Man  ? 
Why,  your  history  a  mystery  must  be, — 
Come  tell  us  as  much  as  you  can, 
Little  Boy  at  the  Nore  I 


Yoa  live  it  seems  wholly  on  water. 

Which  your  Gambler  calls  living  in  clover  ;— 
But  how  comes  it,  if  that  is  the  ca^e, 

You're  eternally  half  seas  over, — 

Little  Boy  at  the  Nore  ? 

While  ydti  ride — while  you  dance-  -while  you  float- 
Never  mind  your  imperfect  orthography  ; — 

But  give  us  as  well  as  you  can, 
Your  watery  auto-biography, 

Little  Boy  at  the  Nore  ! 

ilTTLE  BOY  AT  THE  NORE  LOQUITOR. 

I'm  the  tight  little  Boy  at  the  Nore, 

In  a  sort  of  sea  negus  I  dwells  ; 
Half  and  half  'twixt  saltwater  and  Port, 

I'm  reckoned  the  fin»t  of  the  swells — 

I'm  the  Boy  at  the  Nore  ! 

I  lives  with  my  toes  to  the  flounders, 

And  watches  through  long  days  and  nights  ; 

Yet,  cruelly  eager,  men  look — 
To  catch  the  first  glimpse  of  my  lights— 

I'm  the  Boy  at  the  Noi-e, 

I  never  gets  cold  in  the  head. 

So  my  life  on  salt  water  is  sweet,— 
I  think  I  owes  much  of  my  healih 

To  being  well  used  to  wet  feet — 

As  the  Boy  at  the  Nore. 


^2  THE  BOY  AT  THE  NORE. 

There's  one  thing,  Vm  never  in  debt : 

Nay  ! — I  liquidates  more  than  I  oughtor;  * 

So  the  man  to  beat  Cits  as  goes  by, 
In  keeping  the  head  above  water, 

Is  the  Boy  at  the  Nore. 

IVe  seen  a  good  deal  of  distress, 

Lots  of  Breakers  in  Ocean's  Gazette  ; 

They  should  do  as  I  do — rise  o'er  all ; 
Aye,  a  good  floating  capital  get. 

Like  the  Boy  at  the  Nore  I 

I'm  a'tcr  the  sailor's  own  heart. 

And  cheers  him,  in  deep  water  rolling ; 

And  the  friend  of  all  friends  to  Jack  Junk, 
Ben  Backstay,  Tom  Pipes,  and  Tom  Bowling, 

Is  the  Boy  at  the  Nore  ! 

Could  I  e'er  but  grow  up,  I*d  be  off 

For  a  week  to  make  love  with  my  wheedles  ; 

If  the  tight  little  boy  at  the  Nore 
Could  but  catch  a  nice  girl  at  the  Needles, 

We'd  have  two  at  the  Nore  ! 

They  thinks  little  of  sizes  on  water. 
On  big  waves  the  tiny  one  skulks, — 

While  the  river  has  Men  of  War  on  it — 

Yes — the  Thames  is  oppressed  with  Great  Hu!k% 

And  the  Boy's  at  the  Nore  I 

But  I've  done-  -for  the  water  is  heaving 

Round  my  body,  as  though  it  would  sink  it ! 

And  I've  been  so  long  pitching  and  tossing, 
That  sea-sick— you'd  haidly  now  think  it- 
Is  the  Boy  at  the  Nore  ! 

*  A  word  caught  from  some  American  Trader  in  passing. 
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THE  SUPPER  SUPERSTITION* 


A  PATHKTIC  BALLAD. 


'Oh  flesh,  flesh,  how  art  thoa  fishified  I"*— Mkrcutiow 


I. 

WAS  twelve  o*clock  by  Chelsea  chimes, 
When  all  in  hungry  trim, 
Good  Mister  Jupp  sat  down  to  sup 
With  wife,  and  Kate,  and  Jim. 


II. 

Said  he,  **  Upon  this  dainty  cod 
How  bravely  I  shall  sup," — 

When  whiter  than  the  table-cloth, 
A  GHOST  jame  rising  up  \ 

IIL 

"  O,  father  dear,  O,  mother  dear, 
Dear  Kate,  and  brother  Jim, — 

You  know  when  some  one  went  to  sea,- 
Don't  cry— but  I  am  him  I 


IV. 


f  *  You  hope  some  day  with  fond  embrace 

To  greet  your  absent  Jack, 
But  oh,  I  am  come  here  to  say 

I'm  never  coming  back  ( 


V. 


**From  Alexandria  we  set  sail, 
With  com,  and  oil,  and  6gs, 

But  steering  *  too  much  Sow,'  we  struck 
Upot^  the  Sow  and  Pigs  I 


VI. 


•*  The  ship  we  pump'd  till  we  could  see 

Old  England  from  tlie  tops  ; 
When  down  she  went  with  all  our  hands, 

Right  in  the  Channel's  Chops. 


^  THE  SUPPER  SUPERSTITION. 

VII. 

•*  Just  give  a  look  in  Norcy's  chart, 

The  very  place  it  tells ; 
I  think  it  says  twelve  fathom  deep, 

Clay  bottom,  mixed  with  shells. 

VIII. 

Well,  there  we  are  till  *  hands  alo^* 

We  have  at  last  a  call ; 
The  pug  I  had  for  brother  Jim, 

Kate's  parrot  too,  and  alL 

IX. 

**  But  oh,  my  spirit  cannot  rest. 

In  Davy  Jones's  sod, 
Till  I've  appeared  to  you  and  said,-^ 

Don't  sup  on  that  'ere  Cod  ! 

X. 

•*  You  live  on  land,  and  little  think 

What  passes  in  the  sea  ; 
Last  Sandny  week,  at  2  P.M. 

That  Cod  was  picking  me  I 

XI. 

**  Those  oysters  too,  that  look  so  plump, 

And  seem  so  nicely  done, 
They  ]iut  my  corpse  in  many  shells. 

Instead  of  only  one. 

XII. 

**  O,  do  not  eat  those  oysters  then. 
And  do  not  touch  the  shrimps  ; 

When  I  was  in  my  briny  grave, 
They  suck'd  my  blood  like  imps  I 

XIIL 

"  Don't  eat  what  brutes  would  never  eat, 

The  brutes  I  u«ied  to  pat, 
They'll  know  the  smell  they  used  to  smell ; 

Just  try  the  dog  and  cat  \ " 
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^ 


XIV. 


The  Spirit  fled — they  wept  his  fate^ 
And  cried,  Alack,  alack  ! 

At  last  up  started  brother  Jim, 
•*  Let's  try  if  Jack  was  Jack  I " 


XV. 


They  caird  the  Dog,  they  call'd  the  Cat, 

And  little  Kitten  too^ 
And  down  they  put  the  Cod  and  sauce. 

To  see  what  brutes  would  da 

XVI. 

Old  Tray  lick'd  all  the  oysters  tip, 

Puss  never  stood  at  crimps, 
But  munch*d  the  Cod— and  little  Kit 

Quite  feasted  on  the  shrimps  ! 

XVII. 

The  thing  was  odd,  and  minus  Cod 
And  sauce,  they  stood  like  posts  ; 

O,  prudent  folks,  for  fear  of  hoax. 
Put  no  belief  in  Ghosts  1 


THE  BROKEN  DISH. 

HATS  life  but  full  of  care  and  doubt. 
With  all  its  fine  humanities. 
With  parasols  we  walk  about, 
Long  pigtails  and  such  vanitiesL 


We  plant  pomegranate  trees  and  things 
And  go  in  gardens  sporting. 

With  toys  and  fans  of  peacocks'  wings, 
To  painted  ladies  courting. 

We  gather  flowers  of  every  hue, 
And  flsh  in  boats  for  fishes. 

Build  summer-houses  painted  blue,— 
But  life's  as  frail  as  dishes. 
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Walking  about  their  groves  of  trees» 
Blue  bridges  and  blue  rivers. 

How  little  thouglit  them  two  Chinese 
They*d  both  be  smash*d  to  sJiivers. 


LITERARY  AND  LITERAL 

HE  March  of  Mind  upon  its  mighty  stilts, 
(A  spirit  by  no  means  to  fasten  mocks  on,) 
In  travelling  through  Berks,  Beds,  Notts,  ani^ 
Wilts, 
Hants — Bucks,  Herts,  f)xon, 

Got  up  a  thing  our  ancestors  neVr  thought  on, 
A  thing  that,  only  in  our  proper  youth, 
We  should  have  chuckled  at — in  sober  truth, 
A  Conversazione  at  Hog's  Norton  ! 

A  place  whose  native  dialect,  somehow, 
Has  always  by  an  adage  been  affronted. 
And  that  it  is  all  gutturals^  is  now 
Taken  for  grunted. 

Conceive  the  snoring  of  a  greeily  swine. 
The  slobbering  of  a  hungry  Ursine  Sloth— 
If  you  have  ever  heard  such  creature  dine — 
And— for  Hog's  Norton,  make  a  mix  of  both  I— 

O  shades  of  Shakspeare  !  Chaucer  !  Spenser  I 

^f  ilton  !  Pope  !  Gray  I  Warlon  ! 
O  Col  man  !  Kenny  !  Planche  !  Poole  !  Peake  ! 

Pocock  !  Re>Tio]ds  !  Morton  ! 
O  Grey  !  Peel  !  Sadler  !  Wilberforce  !  Burdett ! 

Hume  I  Wilmot  Horton  ! 
Think  of  your  prose  and  verse,  and  worse— delivered  in 
Hog's  Norton ! — 

The  founder  of  Hog's  Norton  Athenxum 
Framed  her  society 
With  some  variety 
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From  Mr.  Roscoe^s  Liverpool  museum  ; 
Not  a  mere  pic-nic,  for  the  mind*s  repast. 
Bat  tempting  to  the  solid  knife-and-forker. 
It  held  its  sessions  in  the  house  that  last 

Had  killed  a  porker. 

It  chanced  one  Friday, 
One  Farmer  Grayley  stuck  a  very  big  hog, 
A  perfect  Gog  or  Magog  of  a  pig-hog, 
Whidi  made  of  course  a  literary  high  day, — 
Not  that  our  Fanner  was  a  man  to  go 
With  literary  taste — so  far  from  suiting  'em, 
>jVhea  he  he^  mention  of  Professor  Crowe^ 
Or  LaXiMrRaokhf  he  always  was  for  shooting  *em  ! 
In  fact  in  letters  he  was  quite  a  log, 

'With  him  great  Bacon 

Was  literally  taken. 
And  Hogg — the  Poet — nothing  but  a  Hog ! 
As  to  all  others  on  the  list  of  Fame, 
Although  they  were  discuss'd  and  mention'd  daily. 
He  only  recognised  one  classic  name, 
And  thought  that  s/ie  had  hung  herself —J/iji  DaUlU! 

To  balance  this,  our  Farmer's  only  daiightw 
Had  a  great  taste  for  the  Castalian  \\  ater — 
A  Wordsworth  worshipper — a  Southey  wooer,— 
fThoogh  men  that  deal  in  water-colour  cakes 
May  disbeliere  the  fact — yet  nothing's  truer) 

She  got  the  bluer 
The  more  she  dipped  and  dabbled  in  the  Lakes, 
The  secret  truth  is,  Hope,  the  old  deceiver. 
At  future  Authorship  was  apt  to  hint, 
Producing  what  some  call  the  Type-us  Fever, 
Which  means  a  burning  to  be  seen  in  print. 

Of  learning's  laurels — Miss  Joanna  Eainie— 
Of  Mrs.  Hemans — Mrs.  Wilson — daily 
Dreamt  Anne  Priscilla  Isabella  Grayley  ; 
And  Fancy  hinting  that  she  had  the  better 
Of  L.E.  L.  by  one  initial  letter. 
She  thought  the  world  would  quite  cnraptur'd  see 
C  O 
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"Love  Lays  and  Lyric:» 

BY 

A  P I G/' 

Accordingly,  with  very  great  propriety. 
She  joined  the  H.  N.  B.  and  double  S.» 
That  is, — Hog's  Norton  Blue  Stocking  Society ; 
And  saving  when  her  Pa  his  pigs  proliibited, 

Contributed 
Her  pork  and  poetry  towards  the  mesSb 
This  feast,  we  said,  one  Friday  was  the  case, 
When  farmer  Grayley — from  Macbeth  to  quote — 
Screwing  his  courage  to  the  '*  sticking  place,*' 
Stuck  a  large  knife  into  a  grunter's  throat ; — 
A  kind  of  murder  that  the  law's  rebuke 
Seldom  condemns  by  shake  of  its  peruke, 
Showing  the  little  sympathy  of  big-wigs 

W'lih />i^w/^  ! 

The  swine — poor  wretch  ! — with  nobody  to  speak  for  it. 
And  b^  its  life,  resolved  to  have  a  squeak  fw  it ; 
So — like  the  fabled  swan — died  singing  out. 
And,  thus,  there  issued  from  the  farmer's  yard 
A  note  that  notified  without  a  card. 
An  invitation  to  the  evening  rout. 

And  when  the  time  crime  duly, — "  At  the  close  of 
The  day,"  as  Beattie  has  it,  **  when  the  ham — " 
Bacon  and  pork  were  ready  to  dispose  of. 
And  pettitoes  and  chit'lings  too,  to  cram, — 
Walked  in  th»  H.  N.  B.  and  double  S.'s, 
All  in  appropriate  and  swinish  dresses. 
For  lo  !  it  is  a  fact,  and  not  a  joke, 
Although  tlie  Muse  might  fairly  jest  upon  it. 
They  came — each  *-*  Pig-faced  Lady,'*  in  that  bonnet 
We  call  a  poke. 

The  Members  all  assembled  thus  a  rare  woman 
At  pork  and  poetry  was  chosen  chainvoman  ^— 
In  fact,  the  bluest  of  the  Blues,  Miss  Ikey, 
Whose  whole  pronunciation  was  so  piggyt 
She  always  named  the  authoress  of  "  Psyche*^-—' 
As  Mrs.  Ti^^yl 
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And  now  arose  a  question  of  some  moment| — 

What  author  for  a  lecture  was  the  richer, 

Bacon  or  Hogg  ?  there  were  no  votes  for  Beaumont, 

But  some  for  Flitcher ; 
VHiile  others,  with  a  more  sagacious  reasoning, 

Proposed  another  work, 

And  thought  their  pork 
Would  prove  more  relishing  from  Thomson's  Season-ing  ! 

But  practised  in  Shakspearian  readings  daily, — 

O  !  Miss  Macaulay  1    Shakspeare  at  Hog's  Norton  ! — 

Miss  Anne  Priscilla  Isabella  Gray  ley 

Selected  him  that  evening  to  snort  on. 

In  short,  to  make  our  story  not  a  big  tale^ 

Just  fancy  her  exerting 

Her  talents,  and  converting 
The  Winter  s  Tale  to  something  like  a  pig-tale  I 

Her  sister  auditory 
All  sitting  round,  with  grave  and  learned  faces, 

Were  very  plauditory, 
Of  course,  and  clapped  her  at  the  proper  places. 

Till  fanned  at  once  by  fortune  and  the  Muse, 
She  thought  herself  the  blessedest  of  Blues. 
But  Happiness,  alas  1  has  blights  of  ill, 
And  Pleasure's  bubbles  in  the  air  explode  ;— 
There  is  no  travelling  through  life  but  still 
The  heart  will  meet  with  breakers  on  the  road  I 

With  that  peculiar  voice 
Heard  only  from  Hog's  Norton  throats  and  no^es, 
Miss  G.,  with  Perdita,  was  making  choice 
Of  buds  and  blossoms  for  her  summer  posies. 
When  coming  to  that  line,  where  Proserpine 
Lets  fall  her  flowers  from  the  wain  of  Db ; 

Imagine  this — 
Uprose  on  his  hind  legs  old  Farmer  Grayley, 
Grunting  this  question  for  the  club's  digestion, 
•*  Do  Dus  Waggon  go  from  the  Quid  Baaley  ?" 
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THE  SUB-MARINE. 

|T  was  a  brave  and  jolly  wight, 

His  cheek  was  baked  and  brown. 
For  he  had  been  in  many  climes 
With  captains  of  renown. 
And  fought  with  those  who  fought  so  well 
At  Nile  and  Camperdown. 

His  coat  it  was  a  soldier  coat. 

Of  red  with  yellow  faced, 
But  (merman-like)  he  lookM  marine 

All  downward  from  the  waist ; 
His  trowsers  were  so  wide  and  blue. 

And  quite  in  sailor  taste  ! 

He  put  the  rummer  to  his  lips. 

And  drank  a  jolly  draught ; 
He  raised  the  rummer  many  times — 

And  ever  as  he  quaft'd, 
The  more  he  drank  the  more  the  ship 

Seem'd  pitching  fore  and  aft ! 

The  ship  seemM  pitching  fore  and  aft. 

As  in  a  heavy  squall ; 
It  gave  a  lurch  and  down  he  went. 

Head-foremost  in  his  fall ! 
Three  times  he  did  not  rise,  alas  I 

He  never  rose  at  all ! 

But  down  he  went,  right  down  at  once 

Like  any  stone  he  dived. 
He  could  not  see,  or  hear,  or  feel — 

Of  senses  all  deprived  ! 
At  last  he  gave  a  look  around 

To  see  where  he  arrived  ! 

And  all  that  he  could  see  was  green. 

Sea-green  on  every  hand  ! 
And  then  he  tried  to  sound  beneath. 

And  all  he  felt  was  sand  ! 
There  he  was  fain  to  lie,  for  he 

Could  neither  bit  noi  stand  1 
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And  lo !  aboTe  his  head  there  bent 

A  strange  and  staring  lass ; 
One  hand  was  in  her  yellow  hair. 

The  other  held  a  glass  ; 
A  mennaid  she  must  surely  be 

If  ever  mermaid  was  1 

Her  fish-like  mouth  was  open'd  wide, 

Iler  eyes  were  blue  and  pale, 
Her  dress  was  of  the  ocean  green, 

When  ruffled  by  a  gale ; 
Thought  he  "  beneath  that  petticoat 

She  hides  a  salmon-tail ! " 

She  look'd  as  siren  ought  to  look, 

A  sharp  and  bitter  shrew, 
To  sing  deceiving  lullabies 

For  mariners  to  rue, — 
But  when  he  saw  her  lips  apart. 

It  chiird  him  through  and  through  ! 

With  either  hand  he  stopp'd  his  ears 

Against  her  evil  cry  ; 
Alas,  alas,  for  all  his  care. 

His  doom  it  seem'd  to  die. 
Her  voice  went  ringing  through  his  head 

It  was  so  sharp  and  high  ! 

He  thrust  his  fingers  farther  in 

At  each  unwilling  ear. 
But  still  in  very  spite  of  all, 

The  words  were  plain  and  clear  ; 
"  I  can't  stand  here  the  whole  day  long^ 

To  hold  your  glass  of  beer  ! " 

With  open'd  mouth  and  open'd  eyes, 

Up  rose  the  Sub-marine, 
And  gave  a  stare  to  find  the  sands 

And  deeps  where  he  had  been  : 
There  was  no  siren  with  her  glass 

No  waters  ocean -green  ! 

The  wet  deception  from  his  eyes 
Kept  fading  more  and  more, 
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He  only  saw  the  bar-maid  stand 
With  pouting  lip  before — 

The  small  green  parlour  of  the  Ship, 
And  little  sanded  floor. 
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THE  LEARNED  FIG. 

"A  little  learning  is  a  dangerous  thing.** — Popb. 

HEAVY  day!  O  day  of  woe! 

To  misery  a  poster, 
Why  was  I  ever  feurow'd — whj 
Not  spitted  for  a  roaster  ? 

In  this  world,  pigs,  as  well  as  men. 
Must  dance  to  fortune's  fiddlings. 

But  must  I  give  the  classics  up. 
For  barley-meal  and  middlings? 

Of  what  avail  that  I  could  spell 
And  read,  just  like  my  betters. 

If  I  must  come  to  this  at  last, 
To  litters,  not  to  letters  ? 

O,  why  are  pigs  made  scholars  of? 

It  baffles  my  discerning, 
What  griskens,  fry,  and  chitterlings 

Can  have  to  do  with  learning. 

Alas!  my  learning  once  drew  cash. 

But  public  fame's  unstable. 
So  I  must  turn  a  pig  again. 

And  fatten  for  the  table. 

To  leave  my  literary  line 

My  eyes  get  red  and  leaky; 
But  Giblett  doesn't  want  me  blue^ 

But  red  and  white,  and  streaky* 

Old  Mullins  used  to  cultivate 
My  learning  like  a  gard'ner; 
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But  Giblett  only  thinks  of  lard, 
And  not  of  Doctor  I  ^rdner! 

He  does  not  care  about  my  brain 

The  value  of  two  coppers, 
AH  that  he  thinks  about  my  bead 

Is,  how  I*m  off  for  choppers. 

Of  all  my  literary  kin 

A  farewell  must  be  taken, 
Good-bye  to  the  poetic  Hogg! 

The  philosophic  Bacon! 

Day  after  day  my  lessons  fade. 

My  intellect  gets  muddy; 
A  trough  I  have,  and  not  a  desk, 

A  sty — and  not  a  study! 

Another  little  month,  and  then 

My  progress  ends  like  Bunyan*s; 
The  seven  sages  that  I  loved 

Will  be  choppVl  up  with  onions! 

Then  over  head  and  ears  in  brine 

They'll  souse  me,  like  a  salmon. 
My  mathematics  turn  to  brawn. 

My  logic  into  gammon. 

My  Hebrew  will  all  retrograde. 

Now  I*m  put  up  to  fatten; 
My  Greek,  it  will  all  go  to  grease; 

The  Dogs  will  have  my  Latin! 

Farewell  to  Oxford!— and  to  Bliss! 

To  Mihnan,  Crowe,  and  Glossop,— 
I  now  must  be  content  with  chats. 

Instead  of  learned  gossip! 

Farewell  to  "Town!"  farewell  to  "Gown!" 

I've  quite  outgrown  the  latter, — 
Instead  of  Trencher-cap  my  head 

Will  soon  be  in  a  platter! 
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O  why  did  I  at  Brazen-Nose 

Rout  up  the  roots  of  knowledge  ? 

A  butcher  that  can't  read  will  kill 
A  pig  that's  been  to  college! 

l^or  sorrow  I  could  stick  mjrselfy 
But  conscience  is  a  dasher; 

A  thing  that  would  be  rash  in  man. 
In  me  would  be  a  rasher! 

One  thing  I  ask  when  I  am  dead. 
And  past  the  Stygian  ditches — 

And  that  is,  let  my  schoolmaster 
Have  one  of  my  two  flitches: 

'Twas  he  who  taught  my  letters  so 
I  ne'er  mistook  or  miss'd  *em, 

Simply  by  rmgnt^  at  the  nose. 
According  to  Bell's  system. 


MY  SON  AND  HEIR. 


I. 


Y  mother  bids  me  bind  my  heir, 
But  not  the  trade  where  I  should  bind  ; 
To  place  a  boy — the  how  and  where — 
It  is  the  plague  of  parent-kind  i 


II. 


She  does  not  hint  the  slightest  plan. 
Nor  what  indentures  to  endorse  ; 
Whether  to  bind  him  to  a  man, — 
Or,  like  Mazeppa,  to  a  horse. 


III. 


What  line  to  choose  of  likely  rise. 
To  something  in  the  Stocks  at  liist,— 
"  Fast  bind,  fast  find,'*  the  proverb  crica^ 
I  find  I  cannot  bind  so  fast ! 
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IV. 

A  Statesman  James  can  never  be  ; 
A  Tailor  ? — ibere  I  only  learn 
Hb  chief  concern  is  cloth,  and  he 
Is  always  cutting  bis  concern. 

V. 

A  Seedsman? — I'd  not  have  him  so  ; 
A  Grocer's  plum  might  disappoint ; 
A  Butcher  ? — no,  not  that — although 
I  hear  "  the  times  are  out  of  joint ! 


f> 


VI. 

Too  many  of  all  trades  there  be. 
Like  Pedlars,  each  has  such  a  pack  ; 
A  merchant  selling  coals  ? — we  see 
The  buyer  send  to  cellar  back. 

VII. 

A  Hardware  dealer? — that  might  please. 
But  if  his  trade's  foundation  leans 
On  spikes  and  nails,  he  won't  have  ease 
When  he  retires  upon  his  means. 

VIII. 

A  Soldier  ? — there  he  has  not  nerves ; 
A  Sailor  seldom  lays  up  pelf: 
A  Uaker  ? — no,  a  baker  serves 
His  customer  before  himself. 

IX. 

Dresser  of  hair  ? — that's  not  the  sort ; 
A  joiner  jars  with  his  desire — 
A  Churchman  ? — ^James  is  very  short. 
And  cannot  to  a  church  aspire. 

X. 

A  Lav\7er? — that's  a  hardish  term  f 
A  Publisher  might  give  him  ease. 
If  he  could  into  Longman's  firm 
Just  plunge  at  once  **  in  medias  Rces.'* 
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A  shop  for  pot,  and  pan,  and  cup. 
Such  brittle  Stock  I  can*t  advise  ; 
A  Builder  running  houses  up, 
Their  gains  are  stories — ^maybe  lies ! 

XII. 

A  Coppersmith  I  can*t  endure — 
Nor  petty  Usher  A,  B,  C-ing ; 
A  Publican  ?  no  father,  sure; 
Would  be  the  author  of  his  beinjr ! 

XIII. 

A  Paper-maker  ? — come  he  must 
To  rags  before  he  sells  a  sheet — 
A  Miller? — all  his  toil  is  just 
To  make  a  meal — he  does  not  eat. 

XIV. 

A  Currier  ? — ihat  by  favour  goes — 
A  Chandler  gives  me  great  misgiving— 
An  Undertaker  ? — one  of  those 
That  do  not  hope  to  get  their  living ! 

XV. 

Three  Golden  Balls  ? — I  like  them  not ; 
An  Auctioneer  I  never  did — 
The  victim  of  a  slavish  lot, 
Obliged  to  do  as  he  is  bid  ! 

XVI. 

A  Broker  watching  fall  and  rise 
Of  Stock  ? — I'd  rather  deal  in  stone,  — 
A  Printer  ? — there  his  toils  comprise 
Another's  work  beside  his  own. 

XVII. 

A  Cooper  ? — neither  I  nor  Jem 
Have  any  taste  or  turn  for  that,— 
A  fish-retailer? — but  with  him. 
One  part  of  trade  is  always  flat. 


■'.t 
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XVIII. 

A  Painter  ? — long  he  would  not  live, — 
An  Artist's  a  precarious  craft — 
In  trade  Apothecaries  give, 
hat  very  seldom  take,  a  draught. 

XIX. 

A  Glaxier  ? — what  if  he  should  smash  ! 
A  Crispin  he  shall  not  be  made — 
A  Grazier  may  be  losing  cash, 
Although  he  drives  a  ''roaring  trade." 


XX. 

Well,  something  must  be  done  !  to  look 
On  all  my  little  works  around — 
James  is  too  big  a  boy,  like  book. 
To  leave  upon  the  shelf  unbound. 

XXI. 

But  what  to  do  ? — my  temples  ache 
From  evening's  dew  till  morning's  pearl. 
What  course  to  take  my  boy  to  make — 
Oh  could  I  make  my  boy — a  girl  1 


CLUBS, 
TURNED  UP  BY  A  FEMALE  HAND. 
**  Oobs  I  Qubs  !  part  'em !  part  'em  I  Dubs  !  Clubs !  "—Ancient  Cribs  of 

LOMDOM. 

|F  all  the  modem  schemes  of  Man,' 
That  time  has  brought  to  bear, 
A  plague  upon  the  wicked  plan 
That  parts  the  wedded  pair  I 
My  female  friends  they  all  agree 
They  hardly  know  their  hubs  ; 
And  heart  and  voice  unite  with  me^ 
"  We  hate  the  name  of  Clubs  ! " 

One  selfish  course  the  Wretches  keep ; 
They  come  at  morning  chimes, 
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To  snatch  a  few  short  hours  of  sleep- 
Rise — breakfast — read  the  Times — 

Then  take  their  hats,  and  iK)st  away, 
Like  Clerks  or  City  scrubs. 

And  no  one  sees  them  all  the  day,— 
They  live,  eat,  drink,  at  Clubs  ! 

On  what  they  say,  and  what  they  do. 

They  close  the  Club-House  gates  ; 
But  one  may  guess  a  speech  or  two, 

Though  shut  from  their  debates : 
"The  Cook's  a  hasher — nothing  more^ 

The  ChiUlrcn  noisy  grubs — 
A  Wife's  a  quiz,  and  home's  a  bore  ** — 

Ves, — that's  the  style  at  Clubs  ! 

With  Rundle,  Dr.  K.,  or  Glasse, 

And  such  Domestic  Books, 
They  once  put  uj^^but  now,  alas  ! 

It's  hey  !  for  foreign  cooks  ! 
•*  When  will  you  dine  at  home,  my  Dove?" 

I  say  to  Mister  Stubbs, — 
"  When  Cook  can  make  an  omelette,  love, — 

An  omelette  like  the  Clubs  !** 

Time  was,  their  hearts  were  only  placed 

On  snug  domestic  schemes, 
The  book  for  two — united  taste, — 

And  such  connubial  dreams, — 
Friends  dropping  in  at  close  of  day 

To  singles,  doubles,  rubs,— 
A  little  music — then  the  tray — 

And  not  a  word  of  Qubs ! 

But  former  comforts  they  condemn ; 

French  kickshaws  they  discuss. 
They  take  their  wine,  the  wine  takes  them. 

And  then  they  favour  us  : — 
From  some  ofience  they  can't  digest, 

As  cross  as  bears  with  cubs. 
Or  sleepy,  dull,  and  queer,  at  best — 

That's  how  they  come  from  Clubs  1 
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It's  very  fine  to  say  **  Subscribe 

To  Andrews' — can't  you  read  V 
When  Wives,  the  poor  neglected  tribe. 

Complain  how  they  proceed  ! 
They'd  better  recommend  at  once 

Philosophy  and  tubs, — 
A  woman  need  not  be  a  dunce 

To  feel  the  wrong  of  Clubs. 

A  set  of  savage  Goths  and  Picts, 

Would  seek  us  now  and  then — 
They're  pretty  pattern-Benedicts 

To  guide  our  single  men  f 
Indeed  my  daughters  both  declare 

"Their  Beaux  shall  not  be  subs. 
To  White's^  or  Black's,  or  anywhere,  — 

They've  seen  enough  of  Clubs  I " 

They  say,  **  without  the  marriage  tics. 

They  can  devote  their  hours 
To  catechize  or  botinizc — 

Shells,  Sunday  Schools,  and  flow*rs — 
Or  teach  a  Pretty  Poll  new  words, 

Tend  Covent-Garden  shrubs, 
Nurse  dogs  and  chirp  to  little  birds — 

As  Wives  do  since  the  Clubs." 

Alas !  for  those  departed  days 

Of  social  wedded  life. 
When  married  folks  had  married  ways, 

And  lived  like  Man  and  Wife  ! 
Oh  !  Wedlock  then  was  pick'd  by  none— 

As  safe  a  lock  as  Chubb's  ! 
But  couples,  that  should  be  as  one. 

Arc  now  the  Two  of  Clubs  ! 

Of  all  the  modem  schemes  of  man 
That  time  has  brought  to  bear, 

A  plague  upon  the  wicked  plan 
That  parts  the  wedded  pair  ! 

My  female  friends  they  all  allow 
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Thej  meet  with  digPrti^  nd  anb% 
And  nj, "  They  hsve  no  haibendi  BOVp— 
"  They're  nuurried  to  their  ClBbs  I* 
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"  We  stick  at  mm.''-Mh^  Battul 

iBrica  to  ttiipa 

And  dmoe  toann^ 

Abo  iniice  sfnn^  « 

To  aalw  n  mm.** 

»7^  irWM5Atov«i  jr< 


low  oft  fai  fiunOies  ntrddci 
The  demon  of  domestic  faid% 
One  liking  this,  one  hating  thatf 
Each  snapping  each,  like  dog  and  cil^ 

With  divers  bents  and  tastes  perverse. 
One's  bliss,  in  fact,  another's  curse* 
How  seldom  anything  we  see 
Like  our  united  family  1 

Miss  Brown  of  chapels  goes  in  seardi. 
Her  sister  Susan  hkes  the  diurch; 
One  plays  at  cards,  the  other  don't; 
One  will  be  gay,  the  other  won't: 
In  pra/r  and  preaching  one  persists^ 
The  other  sneers  at  Metliodists; 
On  Sundays  ev'n  they  can't  agree 
Like  our  united  family. 

There's  Mr.  Bell,  a  Whig  at  heart, 
His  lady  takes  the  Tories'  part. 
While  William,  junior,  nothing  loth. 
Spouts  Radical  against  them  both. 
One  likes  the  News,  one  takes  the  Agfl^ 
Another  buys  the  unstamped  page; 
They  all  say  /,  and  never  we^ 
Like  our  united  family. 

Not  so  with  us; — with  equal  teal 
We  all  support  Sir  Robert  Peel; 
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Of  Wellington  our  mouths  are  full, 
We  dote  on  Sundays  on  John  Bull, 
With  Pa  and  Ma  on  selfsame  side, 
Our  house  has  never  to  divide — 
No  opposition  members  be 
In  our  united  family. 

Miss  Pope  her  "  Light  Guitar  "  enjoys. 
Her  father  **  cannot  bear  the  noise,** 
Her  mother's  cbarm*d  with  all  her  songs. 
Her  brother  jangles  with  the  tongs. 
Thus  discord  out  of  music  springs, 
The  most  unnatural  of  things. 
Unlike  the  genuine  harmony 
In  our  united  family! 

We  all  on  vocal  music  dote; 

To  each  belongs  a  tuneful  throat, 

And  all  prefer  that  Irish  boon 

Of  melody — **  The  Young  May  Moon  " — 

By  choice  we  all  select  the  harp, 

Nor  is  the  voice  of  one  too  sharp, 

Another  flat — all  in  •ne  key 

Is  our  united  family. 

Miss  Powell  likes  to  draw  and  paint. 
But  then  it  would  provoke  a  saint, 
Her  brother  takes  her  sheep  for  pigs. 
And  says  her  trees  are  periwigs. 
Pa  praises  all,  black,  blue,  or  brown; 
And  so  does  Ma — but  upside  down! 
They  cannot  with  the  same  eye  see. 
Like  our  united  family. 

Miss  Patterson  has  been  to  France, 
Her  heart's  delight  is  in  a  dance; 
The  thing  her  brother  cannot  bear, 
So  she  must  practise  with  a  chair. 
Then  at  a  waltz  her  mother  winkc; 
But  Pa  says  roundly  what  he  thinks, 
All  dos-4>dos  not  vis-^-vis, 
Like  our  united  family. 
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We  none  of  as  that  wliirfiag  krviy 
Which  both  one  poicnts  dlnppiovi^ 
A  hornpipe  we  delight  hi  mora^ 
Or  gracefiil  Minvet  de  U 
A  special  favourite  wUh 
Who  used  to  danoe  it  with  Pt^ 
In  this  we  still  keep  step^  jon  SM^ 
In  our  united  hxoSif* 

Then  boolts— to  bear  i\\t  CdbbTs  ddiateB! 
One  worships  Scott— another  halei| 
Monk  Lewis  Ann  fights  stootljr  Ibr, 
And  Jane  likes  **  Bimyta's  Hotj  Was.** 
The  lather  on  Maocnlloch  pores^ 
llie  mother  says  all  books  are  bores; 
But  blue  serene  as  heav*n  are  we» 
In  our  united  family. 

We  never  wrangle  to  exalt 

Scott,  Banim,  Bulwer,  Hope^  or  Gait, 

We  care  not  whether  Smith  or  Hook, 

So  that  a  novel  be  the  book. 

And  in  one  point  we  all  are  fast. 

Of  novels  we  prefer  the  last, — 

In  that  the  very  heads  agree 

Of  our  united  family! 

To  turn  to  graver  matters  still. 
How  much  we  see  of  sad  self-will! 
Miss  Scrope,  with  brilliant  views  in  life^ 
Would  be  a  poor  lieutenant's  wife. 
A  lawyer  has  her  Pa's  good  word. 
Her  Ma  has  looked  her  out  a  Lord, 
What  would  they  not  all  give  to  be 
Like  our  united  family! 

By  one  congenial  taste  allied. 
Our  dreams  of  bliss  all  coincide, 
We're  all  for  solitudes  and  cots, . 
And  love,  if  we  may  choose  oirr  lots. 
As  partner  in  the  ruial  plan 
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Each  paints  the  same  dear  .sort  of  man ; 
One  heart  alone  there  seems  to  be 
In  oar  united  family. 

One  heart,  one  hope,  one  wish,  one  mind, — 
One  Toice,  one  choice,  all  of  a  kind, — 
And  can  there  be  a  greater  bliss — 
A  ytti^  beav'n  on  earth — than  this  ? 
The  truth  to  whisper  in  your  ear. 
It  most  be  told  ! — we  are  not  near 
The  happiness  that  ought  to  be 
In  our  united  family ! 

Alas !  'tb  our  congenial  taste 

That  lays  our  little  pleasures  waste— 

We  all  delight,  no  doubt,  to  sing, 

We  all  delight  to  touch  the  string, 

But  where's  the  heart  that  nine  may  touch  ? 

And  nine  "  May  Moons  "  are  eight  too  much — 

Just  fancy  nine,  all  in  one  key. 

Of  our  united  family  ! 

The  play— Oh  how  we  love  a  play. 
But  half  the  bliss  is  shorn  away  ; 
On  winter  nights  we  venture  nigh, 
But  think  of  houses  in  July  ! 
Nine  crowded  in  a  private  box. 
Is  apt  to  pick  the  stifTest  locks — 
Our  curls  would  all  fall  out,  though  we 
Are  one  united  family  ! 

In  art  the  self-same  line  we  walk. 
We  all  are  fond  of  heads  in  chalk. 
We  one  and  all  our  talent  strain 
Ad  el  phi  prizes  to  obtain  ; 
Nine  turban'd  Turks  are  duly  sent. 
But  can  the  royal  Duke  present 
Nine  silver  palettes — no,  not  he — 
To  our  united  family. 

Our  eating  shows  the  very  thiiig. 
We  all  prefer  the  liver- wing, 
C.  H 
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Asparagus  when  scarce  and  thin. 
And  peas  directly  they  come  in. 
The  marrow-bone — if  there  be  one— 
The  ears  of  hare  when  crisply  done^ 
The  rabbit's  brain — ^we  all  agree 
In  our  united  iamily. 

In  dress  the  same  result  is  seen. 

We  all  so  doat  on  apple-green ; 

But  nine  in  green  would  seem  a  school 

Of  charity  to  quizzing  fool — 

We  cannot  all  indulge  our  will 

With  "that  sweet  silk  on  Ludgate  HUl," 

No  remnant  can  sufficient  be 

For  our  united  family. 

In  reading  hard  is  still  our  fate, 
One  cannot  read  o'erlooked  by  eight. 
And  nine  "  Disowned  " — nine  "  Pioneers,' 
Nine  "Chaperons,"  nine  "Buccaneers," 
Nine  "Maxwells,"  nine  ** Tremaines,"  and 
Would  dip  into  our  means  too  much — 
Hiree  months  are  spent  o*er  volumes  threi 
In  our  united  family. 

Unhappy  Muses  !  if  the  Nine 
Above  in  doom  with  us  combine, — 
In  vain  we  breathe  the  tender  flame. 
Our  sentiments  are  all  the  same. 
And  nine  complaints  addressed  to  Hope 
Exceed  the  editorial  scope. 
One  in,  and  eight  put  out^  must  be 
Of  our  muted  family  ! 

But  this  is  nought — of  deadlier  kind, 
A  ninefold  woe  remains  behind. 
O  why  were  we  so  art  and  part  ? 
So  like  in  taste,  so  one  in  heart  ? 
Nine  cottages  may  be  to  let, 
But  here's  the  thought  to  make  us  fret, 
We  cannot  each  add  Frederick  B. 
To  our  united  family. 
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THE  DEAD  ROBBERY. 
"  Here's  that  will  sack  a  dty."— Hxnhy  thb  IVtk. 

IF  all  tbe  canses  that  induce  mankind 

To  strike  against  themselves  a  mortal  docket. 
Two  eminent  above  the  rest  we  find — 
To  be  in  love,  or  to  be  out  of  pocket : 
Both  have  made  many  melancholy  martyrs, 
Bnt  p*rhaps,  of  all  the  felonies  de  se, 
By  ponds,  and  pistols,  razors,  ropes,  and  garters. 
Two-thirds  have  been  through  want  oi£,  s,  d,  I 

Thus  happen'd  it  with  Peter  Bunce  ; 
^oth  in  tlie  dumps  and  out  of  them  at  once, 
I^rom  always  drawing  blanks  in  Fortune's  lottery, 
^t  last,  impatient  of  the  light  of  day, 
fie  made  his  mind  op  to  return  his  clay 
Back  to  the  pottery. 

deigning  a  raging  tooth  that  drove  him  mad, 

From  twenty  divers  druggists'  shops 
He  begg'd  enough  of  laudanum  by  drops 
*r  effect  the  fatal  purpose  that  he  had  ; 
lie  drank  them,  died,  and  while  old  Charon  ferried  him. 
The  Coroner  convened  a  dozen  men, 
Who  found  his  death  was/^wZ-ent— and  then 

The  Parish  buried  him  ! 

Unwatch*d,  unwept, 
As  commonly  a  Pauper  sleeps,  he  slept ; 
There  could  not  be  a  better  opportunity 
For  bodies  to  steal  a  body  so  ill  kept, 

With  all  impunity. 
In  fact,  when  Night  o*er  human  vice  and  folly 
Had  drawn  her  very  necessary  curtains, 
Down  came  a  fellow  with  a  sack  and  spade, 
Accustomed  many  years  to  drive  a  trade, 
With  that  Anatomy  more  Melancholy 

Than  Burton's  I 

Tbe  Watchman  in  his  box  was  dozing ; 
Tbe  Sexton  drinking  at  the  Cheshire  Cheese  ; 
No  iiear  of  any  creature  interposing. 
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Tlie  human  Jackal  work*d  away  at  ease  : 

lie  toss*d  the  mould  to  left  and  right. 

The  shabby  coffin  came  in  sight, 
And  soon  it  openM  to  his  double-knocks, — 
When  lo  !  the  stifT'un  that  he  thought  to 
Starts  sudden  up,  like  Jacky-in-a-box, 

Upon  his  seat ! 

Awaken'd  from  his  trance, 
For  so  the  laudanum  had  wrought  by  chance, 
Bunce  stares  up  at  the  moon,  next  looking  levels 
He  spies  a  shady  Figure,  tall  and  bony, 
Then  shudders  out  these  words  "  Are — ^you — the — Devil  ? 
"  The  Devil  a  bit  of  him,'*  says  Mike  Mahoney, 
**  I'm  only  com'd  here,  hoping  no  aflfronty 
To  pick  up  honestly  a  little  blunt — " 
'*  Blunt !  "  echoes  Bunce,  with  a  hoarse  croak  of  laughter,- 
^  Why,  man,  I  tum'd  life's  candle  in  the  socket. 

Without  a  rap  in  either  pocket. 
For  want  of  that  same  blunt  you're  looking  after  ! " 

"That's  true,"  says  Mike,  "and  many  a  pretty  man 
Has  cut  his  stick  upon  your  very  plan. 
Not  worth  a  copper,  him  and  all  his  trumps. 
And  yet  he's  fetch'd  a  dacent  lot  of  stuff, 
Provided  he  was  sound  and  fresh  enough, 

And  dead  as  dumps." 
**  I  take,"  quoth  Bunce,  with  a  hard  wink,  *'  the  fact  is, 
You  mean  a  subject  for  a  surgeon's  practice, — 
I  hope  the  question  is  not  out  of  reason. 
But  just  suppose  a  lot  of  flesh  and  bone. 

For  instance,  like  my  own, 
Wliat  might  it  chance  to  fetch  now,  at  this  season?" 
"  Fetch,  is  it  ?  "  answers  Mike,  **  why  prices  differ,^* 
But  taking  this  same  small  bad  job  of  ours, 

I  reckon,  by  the  pow'rs ! 
I've  lost  ten  pound  by  your  not  being  stiffer  ! " 

"  Ten  pounds  ! "  Bunce  echoes  in  a  sort  of  flurry, 
**  Odd  zounds  I 
Ten  pounds, 
How  sweet  it  sounds, 
Ten  pounds  I " 
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And  on  his  feet  npspringing  in  a  hurry — 
It  seem'd  the  operation  of  a  minute — 

A  little  scuffle — then  a  whack — 
And  then  he  took  the  Body  Snatcher's  sack 

And  poked  him  in  it  J 
Such  is  this  life  ! 
A  very  pantomime  for  tricks  and  strife  t 
See  Bunce,  so  lately  in  Death's  passive  stock, 
Invested,  now  as  active  as  a  griffin, 
Walking — no  ghost — in  velveteens  and  smock, 

To  sell  a  stiff'un  1 

A  flash  of  red,  then  one  of  blue, 
At  last,  like  lighthouse,  came  in  view  ; 
Bonce  rang  the  nightbell ;  wiped  his  highlows  muddy ; 

His  errand  told  ;  the  sack  produced ; 
And  by  a  sleepy  boy  was  introduced 
To  Dr.  Oddy,  writing  in  his  study 
The  bargain  did  not  take  long  time  to  settle, 

**  Ten  pounds, 
Odd  zounds  I 
How  well  it  sounds. 
Ten  pounds,'* 
Qiink'd  into  Bunce's  palm  in  solid  metal 

With  joy  half-crazed. 
It  seem'd  some  trick  of  sense,  some  airy  gammon, 

He  gazed  and  gazed, 
At  last,  possess'd  with  the  old  lust  of  Mammon, 
Thought  he,  "  With  what  a  very  little  trouble, 
This  little  capital  I  now  might  double        ** 
Another  scuffle  of  its  usual  brevity, — 
And  Doctor  Oddy,  in  his  suit  of  black, 
Was  finishing,  within  the  sack. 
His  "Thoughts  upon  Longevity  I** 

The  trick  was  done.     Without  a  doubt. 
The  sleepy  boy  let  Bunce  and  burthen  out ; 
Who  coming  to  a  lone  convenient  place, 
The  body  stripped  ;  hid  all  the  clothes  ;  and  then, 
Still  favoured  by  the  luck  of  evil  men, 
Found  a  new  customer  in  Pr.  Case 
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All  more  minute  particulars  to  smother. 

Let  it  suffice, 
Nine  guineas  was  the  price 
For  which  one  doctor  bought  the  other ; 

As  once  I  heard  a  Preacher  say  in  Guinea, 
''  You  see  how  one  black  sin  bring  on  anudder. 

Like  little  ni^er  pickaninny, 
A-riding  pick>a-back  upon  him  madder  ! " 
"  Humph  ! ''  said  the  Doctor,  with  a  smile  sarcasti< 
Seeming  to  trace 
Some  likeness  in  the  face, 
"  So  death  at  last  has  taken  old  Bombastic !  ** 
But  in  the  very  middle  of  his  joking, — 
The  subject^  still  unconscious  of  the  scoff* — 
Seized  all  at  once  with  a  bad  fit  of  choking. 

He  too  was  taken  off  I 
Leaving  a  fragment  "On  the  Hooping  Cough." 

Satan  still  sending  luck. 
Another  body  found  another  buyer : 
For  ten  pounds  ten  the  bargain  next  was  struck. 

Dead  doctors  going  higher. 
"  Here,"  said  the  purchaser,  with  smile  quite  pleas 
Taking  a  glimpse  at  his  departed  brother, 
**  Here's  half  a  guinea  in  the  way  of  present — 
Subjects  are  scarce,  and  when  you  get  another, 
Let  me  be  first." — Buncc  took  him  at  his  word. 
And  suddenly  bis  old  atrocious  trick  did, 

Sacking  M.D.  the  third, 
Ere  he  could  furnish  "  Hints  to  the  Afflicted." 

Flushed  with  success, 

Beyond  all  hope  or  guess, 
His  new  dead  robbery  upon  his  back, 
Bunce  plotted — such  high  flights  ambition  takes,^ 
To  treat  the  Faculty  like  ducks  and  drakes. 
And  sell  them  all  ere  they  could  utter  "  Quack  !** 
But  fate  opposed.     According  to  the  schools, 
When  men  become  insufferably  bad, 

The  gods  confer  to  drive  them  mad  ; 
March  hairs  upon  the  heads  of  April  fools  1 
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- 

Tempted  by  the  old  demon  avaricious, 
fiance  traded  on  too  far  into  the  morning ; 
Till  nods,  and  winks,  and  looks,  and  signs  suspicions^ 

Ev'n  words  malicious, 
T'orced  on  him  rather  an  unpleasant  warning. 
Olad  was  he  to  perceive,  beside  a  wicket, 
^  porter,  ornamented  with  a  ticket, 
'VTho  did  not  seem  to  be  at  all  too  busy — 

**  Here,  my  good  man. 

Just  show  me,  if  you  can, 
A  doctor's — if  you  want  to  earn  a  tizzy !  ** 

Away  the  porter  marches. 
And  with  grave  face,  obsequious  precedes  him, 
Down  crooked  lanes,  round  comers,  under  arches ; 
At  last,  up  an  old-fashion*d  staircase  leads  him, 
Almost  impervious  to  the  morning  ray, 
Then  shows  a  door — "  There,  that's  a  doctor's  reckon*d, 
A  rare  Top-Sawyer,  let  who  will  come  second — 
Good  day." 

Tm  right,"  thought  Bunce,  "as  any  trivet ; 
Another  venture—  and  then  up  I  give  it !  " 
He  rings — the  door,  just  like  a  fairy  portal, 

Opens  untouch'd  by  mortal 

He  gropes  his  way  into  a  dingy  room. 

And  hears  a  voice  come  growling  through  the  gloom, 

-  Well— eh  ?— Who  ?    What  ?— Speak  out  at  once  1 " 

**  I  will,"  says  Bunce. 
•*  I've  got  a  sort  of  article  to  sell ; 
Medical  gemmen  knows  me  very  well — ** 
But  think  Imagination  how  it  shock'd  her 
To  hear  the  voice  roar  out,  **  Death  !  Devil !  d — n  ! 

Confound  the  vagabond,  he  thinks  I  am 
A  rhubarb-and-magnesia  Doctor ! " 
'*  No  Doctor !  "  exclaim'd  Bunce,  and  dropp'd  his  jaw. 
But  louder  still  the  voice  began  to  bellow, 
"Yes, — yes, — odd  zounds  ! — I  am  a  Doctor,  fellow, 

At  law ! " 
The  word  sufficed. — Of  things  Bunce  feared  the  most 

(Next  to  a  ghost) 


I20  A  PARENTAL  ODE   TO  MY  SON. 

Was  law,— or  any  of  the  legal  corps, — 

lie  dropp'd  at  once  his  load  of  flesh  and  bon^ 
And,  caring  for  no  body,  save  his  own. 
Bolted, — and  lived  securely  till  fourscore, 
From  never  troubling  Doctors  any  more  1 


A  PARENTAL  ODE  TO  MY  SON,  AGED  THREE  YEARS  AND 

FIVE  MONTHS. 

|IIOU  happy,  happy  elf! 

(But  stop, — first  let  me  kiss  away  that  tear)— 

Thou  tiny  image  of  myself ! 
(My  love,  he*s  poking  peas  into  lus  ear !) 

Thou  merry,  laughing  sprite  ! 

With  spirits  feather-light, 
Untouch'd  by  sorrow,  and  unsoil'd  by  sin — 
(Good  heavn's  !  the  child  is  swallowing  a  pin !) 

Tliou  little  tricksy  Puck  1 
With  antic  toys  so  funnily  bestuck, 
Light  as  the  singing  bird  that  wings  the  air — 
(The  door  !  the  door  !  he'll  tumble  down  the  stair  I) 

Thou  darling  of  thy  sire  ! 
(WTiy,  Jane  !  he'll  set  his  pinafore  a-fire !) 

Thou  imp  of  mirth  and  joy  ! 
In  Lx>ve's  dear  chain  so  strong  an^l  bright  a  link. 
Thou  idol  of  thy  parents — (Drat  the  boy  ! 

There  goes  my  ink  I) 

Thou  cherub — but  of  earth  ; 
Fit  playfellow  for  Fays,  by  moonlight  palc^ 

In  harmless  sport  and  mirth, 
(That  dog  will  bite  him  if  he  pulls  its  tail !) 

Thou  human  humming-bee,  extracting  hone 
From  ev'ry  blossom  in  the  world  that  blows, 

Singinj;  in  Youth's  Elysium  ever  sunny, 
(Another  tumble  ! — that's  his  precious  nose  !) 

Thy  father's  pride  and  hope  I 
(He'll  break  the  mirror  with  that  skipping-rope  ') 
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With  pure  heart  newly  stamp'd  from  Nature's  mint — 
(Where  did  he  learn  that  squint  ?) 

Thou  young  domestic  dove  ! 
(He*ll  have  that  jug  of!,  with  another  shove  !) 
Dear  nurseling  of  the  hymeneal  nest  1 
(Are  those  torn  clothes  his  best  ?) 
Little  epitome  of  man  ! 
C  He'll  climb  upon  the  table,  that's  his  plan  !) 
*X^<Kiched  with  the  beauteous  tints  of  dawning  life — 
(He's  got  a  knife  !) 

rhou  enviable  being ! 
To  storms  no  clouds,  in  thy  blue  sky  foreseeing. 

Play  on,  play  on. 

My  elfin  John ! 
'oss  the  light  ball — bestride  the  stick — 
K  X,  knew  so  many  cakes  would  make  him  sick  !) 
A^'ith  fancies,  buoyant  as  the  thistle-down, 
^^rompting  the  face  grotesque,  and  antic  brisk. 

With  many  a  lamb-like  frisk, 
CBc's  got  the  scissors,  snipping  at  your  gown  !) 

Thou  pretty  opening  rose  ! 
CGo  to  your  mother,  child,  and  wipe  your  nose  !) 
%almy  and  breathing  music  like  the  South, 
C  He  really  brings  my  heart  into  my  mouth  !) 
^resh  as  the  mom,  and  brilliant  as  its  star, — 
<  I  wish  that  window  had  an  iron  bar !) 
'Kold  as  the  hawk,  yet  gentle  as  the  dove, 

(I  tell  you  what,  my  love, 
X  cannot  write  unless  he's  sent  above  !) 
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|ULLABY,  oh,  lullaby  !  " 

Thus  I  heard  a  father  cry, 
"  Lullaby,  oh,  lullaby  ! 
The  brat  will  never  shut  an  eye ; 
Hither  come,  some  power  divine  ! 
Close  his  lids  or  open  mine  !  " 
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*«  Lullaby,  oh,  lullaby  !  - 
What  the  devil  makes  him  cry  ? 

"Lullaby,  oh,  lullaby!" 
Still  he  stares — I  wonder  why? 
Why  are  not  the  sons  of  earth 
Blind,  like  puppies,  from  the  birth  ? 

«  Lullaby,  oh,  lullaby ! " 
Thus  I  heard  the  father  cry ; 

"  Lutlaby,  oh,  lullaby  ! 
Mary,  you  must  come  and  try  ! — 
Hush,  oh,  hush,  for  mercy's  sake — 
The  more  I  sing,  the  more  you  wake ! " 

"  Lullaby,  oh,  lullaby  ! 
Fie,  you  little  creature,  fie ; 

Lullaby,  oh,  lullaby ! 
Is  no  poppy-syrup  nigh  ? 
Give  him  some,  or  give  him  all, 
I  am  nodding  to  his  fall  ! " 

"  Lullaby,  oh,  lullaby  ! 
Two  such  nights,  and  I  shall  die  ! 

Lullaby,  oh,  lullaby ! 
He'll  be  bruised,  and  so  shall  I, — 
How  can  I  from  bedposts  keep, 
When  I'm  walking  in  my  sleep  ?  * 

"  Lullaby,  oh,  lullaby  I 
Sleep  his  very  looks  deny — 

Lullaby,  oh,  lullaby ! 
Nature  soon  will  stupify — 
My  nerves  relax, — my  eyes  grow  dim — 
Who's  that  fallen — me  or  him  ?  " 
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ME,  all  conflagrating  fellows. 

Let  us  have  a  glorious  rig : 

Sing  old  Rose,  and  bum  the  bellows  I 

Lam  me,  but  I'll  bum  my  wig ! 
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Clinstmas  lime  ii  atl  i>efi>ri;  us : 
Bum  all  pmtdin^,  noctli  and  south. 
Bum  the  Turkey— Ikim  Ihe  Devil  ! 
fitum  loap-dracoD  1  burn  your  mouth  I 

team  the  eoiU  I  they're  up  at  siiiy ! 
^Boni  Bum's  Justice — bum  Old  Coke. 
%am  the  cfaesCnuls  I    Bum  the  sliovel  I 
Sum  ■  fire,  and  burn  the  smoke  1 

3iim  buml  almonds.     Bnni  burnt  bnmdy. 
let  ill  buininKs  li:ive  a  turn. 
3ura  Chahert,  the  Salamander, — 
Bum  the  man  that  wouldn't  bum  ! 

Hum  the  old  year  oat,  don't  ring  it ; 

Bdid  the  one  that  must  b^in. 

Bum  Lang  .Syne  ;  and,  whild  you're  burning 

Bam  the  bum  he  paid  led  in. 

Bora  the  boxing !     Bum  the  Beadl« ! 
Bum  Ihe  baker  !    Bum  bis  man  ! 
Bum  Ihe  butcher — Bum  the  duEtman, 
Bum  the  sweeper,  if  you  can  I 

Bum  the  Postman  !  bum  the  postage, 
Bnra  the  knocker-  bum  the  bell  ! 
Bum  the  folks  that  come  for  money  I 
Bum  Ihe  bills — and  bum  'em  well. 

Bam  the  Parish  1     Itum  the  rating  I 
Bum  all  taxes  in  a  mass. 
Bum  the  Paving  !    Bum  the  lightning  I 
Bum  the  bumeis  I     Bum  the  gas  I 

Bum  all  candleii,  white  or  yellow — 
Bum  for  war,  and  not  for  peace  ; 
Bum  the  Ciar  of  all  Ihe  Tallow  1 
Bum  the  King  of  all  the  Greece  I 
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Bum  Ibe  bmks  of  meddling  vicfti^ 
Picking  holes  in  Anu'i  Urni  1 
Burn  tl\  Steeis's  Opodeldoc, 
Just  lor  being  good  for  bums. 

Bum  all  Swindlers  t    Bofii  Aiphaltnm  I 
Bum  Ihe  money-lcnilert  dovn — 
Bum  lit  scbemes  tbat  bum  one's  fingcn  I 
Bum  the  Cheapest  Hoose  in  town  t 

Bum  all  bores  and  boring  topics ; 
Bam  Branel — aye,  in  bis  hole  1 
Bum  all  tubjtctt  that  aie  Iridi  I 
Bum  tbe  niggers  black  as  coal  1 

Bum  all  Boz's  imitators  I 
Bum  all  tales  without  a  head  I 
Bum  a  candle  near  the  cuitain ! 
Bum  your  Burns,  and  bum  your  bed  I 

Bom  all  wrongs  that  won't  be  righted, 
Poor  poor  Soup,  and  Spanish  claims — 
Burn  that  Bell,  and  bum  his  Vixen  I 
Bum  all  sorts  of  burning  shames  ! 

Bum  the  Whigs  !  and  bum  the  Tone*  I 
Bum  oil  parlies,  grcst  and  small  I 
Bum  (hat  everlasting  Fojnder — 
Bum  his  Suttees  once  for  all! 

Bum  the  fop  thai  hums  lobacca 
Bum  a  Critic  that  condemns. — 
Bum  Lucifer  and  all  his  matchei  I 
Bum  the  fool  that  bums  the  Thame*  I 

Bum  all  bamiiig  agitators — 

Bum  all  torch -parading  elves  I 

And  oh  I  bum  Parson  Stephen's  speeches, 

If  they  haren't  burnt  themselves. 


f. 
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COPV. 
A  NEW  SPECIES  OF  POETRY. 

|F  I  were  used  to  writing  verse, 
And  had  a  Muse  not  so  perverse, 
But  prompt  at  Fancy^s  call  to  spring 
And  Carol  like  a  bird  in  Spring ; 

Or  like  a  Bee,  in  summer  time, 

That  hums  about  a  bed  of  thyme, 

And  gatliers  honey  and  delights 

From  cv*ry  blossom  where  it  'lights ; 

If  I,  alas !  had  such  a  Muse, 

To  touch  the  Reader  or  amuse, 

And  breathe  the  true  poetic  vein, 

This  page  should  not  be  fiird  in  vain  ! 

But  ah  !  the  power  was  never  mine 

To  dig  for  gems  in  Fancy's  mine : 

Or  wander  over  land  and  main 

To  seek  the  Fairies*  old  domain — 

To  watch  Apollo  while  he  climbs 

His  throne  in  oriental  climes  ; 

Or  mark  the  **  gradual  dusky  veil  ** 

Dra^vn  over  Tempe's  tuneful  vale. 

In  classic  lays  remembered  long — 

Such  flights  to  bolder  wings  belong ; 

To  Bards  who  on  that  glorious  height. 

Of  sun  and  song,  Parnassus  hight. 

Partake  the  fire  divine  that  bums, 

In  Milton,  Pope,  and  Scottish  Bums, 

Who  sang  his  native  braes  and  bums. 

For  me  a  novice  strange  and  new. 

Who  ne'er  such  inspiration  knew, 

But  weave  a  verse  with  travail  sore, 

Ordain'd  to  creep  and  not  to  soar, 

A  few  poor  lines  alone  I  write. 

Fulfilling  thus  a  friendly  rite, 

Not  meant  to  meet  the  Critic's  eye. 

For  oh  !  to  hope  from  such  as  I, 

For  anything  that's  fit  to  read, 
^  Were  trusting  to  a  broken  reed  I 

**  •fAprd,  184a  K  M.  G. 


A  mSTERY. 
|ITTLE  ChildRn  tUp, 

The  tope  m  galljr  ci<p[nii2, 
Tom  UMt  Huiy, 
Jane  *nd  Muy, 
Kate,  Diana, 
Susan,  Anna, 
All  are  Tond  of  skipping  I 

The  Grasshoppen  ill  ikip. 
The  tndy  dEW-Jiop  tipping 

Bent  and  clover, 
Daily,  aoixel, 

Wiihoul  ■quaire!, 
All  are  fond  of  skipping  I 

The  liny  PaiHes  skip. 

At  midnight  Hjftly  tripping ; 

Puck  and  Peii, 

Never  weary, 

With  an  antic. 

Quite  romanlic, 
Alt  are  fund  of  skipping  I 

The  little  Boats  ther  tkip, 

Beside  the  heavy  Shipping 

While  the  squalling 

Winds  are  caUing 

Falling,  rising. 

Rising,  (ailing. 

All  are  fond  of  skipping  I 

The  pale  Diana  skips, 
The  silver  billows  tipping, 

With  a  dancing 

Lustre  glancing 

To  the  motion 

Of  the  ocean — 
All  are  fond  of  tkipping  I 
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The  little  Flounders  skip, 
When  they  feel  the  dripping ; 

Scorching,  frying. 

Jumping,  trying 

If  there  is  not 

Any  shying, 
All  arc  fond  of  sklppi  ng  I 

The  very  Dogs  they  skip. 

While  threatened  with  a  whipping. 

Wheeling,  prancing. 

Learning  dancing. 

To  a  measure. 

What  a  pleasure ! 
All  are  fond  of  skipping ! 

The  little  Fleas  they  skip, 
And  nightly  come  a  nipping, ' 

Lord  and  Lady, 

Jude  and  Thady, 

In  the  night 

So  dark  and  Shady — 
All  are  fond  of  skipping  ! 

The  Autumn  Leaves  they  skip  ; 
When  blasts  the  trees  are  stripping  ; 

Bounding,  whirling, 

Sweeping,  twirling. 

And  in  wanton 

Mazes  curling, 
All  are  fond  of  skipping  ! 

The  Apparitions  skip. 

Some  mortal  grievance  ripping. 

Thorough  many 

A  crack  and  cranny. 

And  the  keyhole 

Good  as  any — 
Are  all  fond  of  skipping ! 

But  oh !  how  Readers  skip. 
In  heavy  volumes  dipping ! 


I2S 


A  BUTCHEK. 


♦♦♦♦•and***** 

****and 

***and***** 


All  are  fond  of  skipping  t 


A  BUTCHER. 

HOE'ER  has  gone  thro'  London  St 

Has  seen  a  Butcher  gating  at  his  i 

And  how  he  keeps 

Gloating  upon  a  sheep's 

Or  buUock^s  personals,  as  if  his  own ; 

How  he  admires  his  halves, 

And  quarters — and  his  calves, 

As  if  in  truth  upon  his  own  legs  grown  ; — 

His  fat !  his  suet  I 

His  kidneys  peeping  elegantly  thro*  it ! 

His  thick  flank  \ 

And  his  thin ! 

His  shank ! 

His  shin  ! 
Skin  of  his  skin,  and  bone  too  of  his  bone ! 

With  what  an  aii 
lie  stands  aloof,  across  the  thoroughfare 
Gazing — and  will  not  let  a  body  by, 
Tho*  buy  !  buy  I  buy  I  be  constantly  his  cry ; 
Meanwhile  his  arms  a-kimbo,  and  a  pair 
Of  Rhodian  legs,  he  revels  in  a  stare 
At  his  Joint  Stock — for  one  may  call  it  so, 

Ilowbeit  without  a  Co. 
The  dotage  of  self-love  was  never  fonder 
llian  he  of  his  brute  bodies  all  a-row. 


Narcissus  in  the  wave  did  never  ponder. 
With  love  so  strong, 
On  his  "  portrait  charmant," 

As  our  vain  butcher  on  his  carcass  yonder. 
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_  _    "-^  _  _   

Look  at  his  sleek  round  skull  t 
^ow  bright  his  cheek,  how  rabicund  his  nose  is  1 

His  visage  seems  to  be 

Ripe  for  beef-tea ; 
Of  brutal  juices  the  whole  man  is  full — 
In  fact,  fulfilling  the  metempsychosis, 
The  Batcher  is  already  half  a  Bull. 


A  PUBLIC  DINNER, 
domi  and  iaU  to^  said  the  Barmecide,"— AaxaiAM  Night*. 

seveft  you  just  nick  it, 
Give  card — get  wine  ticket ; 
Walk  round  through  the  Babel, 
From  table  to  table, 

To  find — a  hard  matter — 

Your  name  in  a  platter  ; 

Your  wish  was  to  sit  by 

Your  friend  Mr.  Whitby, 

But  Steward*s  assistance 

Has  placed  you  at  distance. 

And,  thanks  to  arrangers, 

You  sit  among  strangers  ; 

But  too  late  for  mending  ; 

Twelve  sticks  come  attending 

A  stick  of  a  Chairman, 

A  little  dark  spare  man. 

With  bald  shining  nob, 

'Mid  Committee  swell-mob ; 

In  short,  a  short  figure, 

Yon  thought  the  Duke  bigger ; 

Tben  silence  is  wanted, 

Non  Nobis  is  chanted  ; 

Then  Chairman  reads  letter, 

The  Duke*s  a  regretter, 

A  promise  to  break  it, 

But  chair  he  can't  take  it ; 

Is  grieved  to  be  from  us, 

But  sends  firiend  Sir  Thomas, 

\ 
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And  what  is  far  better, 
A  cheque  in  the  letter. 
Hear  !  hear  !  and  a  clatter. 
And  there  ends  the  matter. 

Now  sonps  come  and  fish  in, 

And  C brings  a  dish  in  ; 

Then  rages  the  battle. 
Knives  clatter,  forks  rattle, 
Steel  forks  with  black  handleSi 
Under  fifty  wax  candles ; 
Your  soup-plate  is  soon  full, 
You  sip  just  a  spoonful. 
Mr.  Roe  will  be  grateful 
To  send  him  a  plateful ; 
And  then  comes  the  waiter, 
'*  Must  trouble  for  tater ; " 
And  then  you  drink  wine  oft 
With  somebody— nine  off; 
Bucellas  made  handy, 
With  Cape  and  bad  Brandy, 
Or  East  India  Sherry, 
That's  very  hot — very. 
You  help  Mr.  Myrtle, 
Then  find  your  mock-turtle 
Went  off,  while  you  lingerec^ 
With  waiter  light-fingered. 
To  make  up  for  gammon. 
You  order  some  salmon. 
Which  comes  to  your  fauces 
With  boats  without  sauces. 
You  then  make  a  cut  on 
Some  Lamb  big  as  Mutton ; 
And  ask  for  some  grass  too. 
But  that  you  must  pass  too  ; 
It  served  the  first  twenty. 
But  toast  there  is  plenty. 
Then,  while  lamb  gets  coldish, 
A  goose  that  is  oldish — 
.    At  carving  not  clever — 
You're  begged  to  dissever. 
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And  when  you  thus  treat  it. 
Find  no  one  will  eat  it. 
So,  hungry  as  glutton, 
You  turn  to  your  mutton^ 
But — no  sight  for  laughter — 
The  soup  it's  gone  after. 
Mr.  Green  then  is  very 
Disposed  to  take  Sherry,' 
And  then  Mr.  Nappy 
Will  feel  very  happy  \ 
And  then'  Mr.  Conner 
I^equests  the  same  honour ; 
Mr.  Clarke,  when  at  leisure, 
Will  really  feel  pleasure  ; 
Then  waiter  leans  over 
To  take  off  a  cover 
From  fowls  which  all  beg  6f^ 
A  wing  or  a  leg  of ; 
And  while  they  all  peck  bone,- 
You  take  to  a  neck  bone, 
But  even  your  hunger 
Declares  for  a  younger. 
A  fresh  plate  you  call  for. 
But  vainly  you  bawl  for  : 
Now  taste  disapproves  it, 
No  waiter  removes  it 
Still  hope,  newly  budding. 
Relies  on  a  pudding  ; 
But  critics  each  minute 
Set  fancy  agin  it — 
"That's  queer  Vermicelli.** 
**  I  say,  Vizetelly, 
There's  glue  in  that  jelly." 
"  Tarts  bad  altogether ; 
That  crust's  made  of  leather.** 
"  Some  custard,  friend  Vesey  ?** 
•*  No— batter  made  easy." 
**Some  cheese,  Mr.  Foster?" 
"—Don't  like  single  Glo'ster.** 
Meanwhile,  to  top  table, 
Like  fox  in  the  fable. 
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You  see  silver  dishes, 

With  those  little  fishes, 

The  whitebait  delicious 

Borne  past  you  officious  ;' 

And  hear  rather  plainish 

A  sound  that's  champaignish. 

And  glimpse  certain  bottles 

Made  long  in  the  throttles : 

And  sniff— very  pleasant  I 

Grouse,  partridge,  and  pheasant^ 

And  see  mounds  of  ices 

For  patrons  and  vices, 

Pine-apple,  and  bunches 

Of  grapes  for  sweet  munches^ 

And  fruits  of  all  virtue 

That  really  desert  you. 

You*ve  nuts,  but  not  crack  ones^ 

Half  empty,  and  black  ones  ; 

With  oranges  sallow — 

They  can't  be  called  yellow — 

Some  pippins  well  wrinkled, 

And  plums  almond  sprinkled. 

Some  rout  cakes,  and  so  on. 

Then  with  business  to  go  on  ; 

Long  speeches  are  stuttered. 

And  toasts  are  well  buttered. 

While  dames  in  the  gallery. 

All  dressed  in  fallallery. 

Look  oh  at  the  mummery  s 

And  listen  to  flummery. 

Hip,  hip  I  and  h^lzaing. 

And  singing  and  saying. 

Glees,  catches,  orations. 

And  lists  of  donations. 

Hush  I  a  song,  Mr.  Tinney— 

'*  Mr.  Benbow,  one  guinea ; 

Mr.  Frederick  Manual, 

One  guinea — and  annual." 

Song — ^Jockey  and  Jenny — 

"  Mr.  Markham  one  guinea.** 

•*  Have  you  all  filled  your  glasses?"^ 


^* 
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Here's  a  health  to  good  lasses. 
The  subscription  still  skinny—- 
**  Mr.  Franklin — one  guinea.** 
Franklin  looks  like  a  ninny ; 
"  Mr.  Boreham,  one  guinea-^ 
Mr.  Blogg,  Mr.  Finney, 
Mr.  Tempest — one  guinea, 
Mr.  Merrington — twenty,^ 
Rough  music,  in  plenty. 
Away  toddles  Chairman, 
The  little  dark  spare  man. 
Not  sorry  at  ending, 
With  white  sticks  attending^ 
And  some  vain  Tomnoddy 
Votes  ia  his  own  body 
To  fill  the  void  seat  up, 
And  get  on  his  feet  up. 
To  say,  with  voice  squeaking, 
•*  Unaccustomed  to  speaking,'* 
Which  sends  you  off  seeking 
Your  hat,  number  thirty — 
No  coach— very  dirty. 
So,  hungry  and  fevered. 
Wet-footed,  spoilt  bcavered, 
Eyes  aching  in  socket. 
Ten  pounds  out  of  pocket. 
To  Brook -street  the  Upper 
You  haste  home  to  supper. 


A  CHARITY  §ERMON. 

AjX^t*^  V^T^  ^^^  walked  many  a  mile  to  have  communed  with  you  ;  and, 
^"l^i^er  ^^  1  will  shortlv  pay  Uiee  another  visit ;    but  my  friends,  I  fancy, 
^'^^oii  ^  ^  Qky  stay ;  so  let  me  have  the  money  immediately.'    I'rulliber  then 
^  ^tera  look,  and  cried  out,  '  Thou  dost  not  intend  to  rob  me  ?' 

ii«r^^          ****** 
l^m  i^^'^  have  thee  know,  friend/  addressing  himself  to  Adams,  '  I  shall  not 
^mmgJt  ''uty  from  such  as  thee,     I  1 — 1-~»  -u- _:... ;-   w.....  .1 —  . : — 

••  "^«k»0d,,«  -—JOSEPH  ANDaHWSA. 


such  as  thee.     I  know  what  charity  is,  better  than  to  give 


I'M  an  extremely  charitable  man— no  collar  and  long  hair, 
though  a  little  carrotty  ; 
Demure,  half-inclined  to  the  unknown  tongues,  but  I 
never  gain'd  anything  by  Charity. 
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I  got  a  little  boy  into  the  Foundling,  bnt  his  nnfortiiDate  moUier 

was  traced  and  baited, 
And  the  overseers  found  h^r  out — and  she  found  nu  out — and  the 
child  was  zShWated, 
Oh,  Charity  will  come  home  to  roost — 
Like  curses  and  chickens  is  Charity. 

I  once,  near  Whitehairs  very  old  wall,  when  ballads  danced  over 

the  whole  of  it, 
Put  a  bad  five-shilling-piece  into  a  beggar's  hat,  but  the  old  hat 

bad  got  a  hole  in  it ; 
And  a  little  boy  caught  it  ii;i  his  little  hat,  and  an  officer's  eye 

seem'd  to  care  for  it. 
As  my  bad  qrown  piece  went  through  his  bad  crown  piece,  and 

they  took  me  up  to  Queen's  Square  for  it 
.Oh,  Charity,  &c 

I  let  my  very  old  (condemn'd)  old  house  to  a  man,  at  a  rent  that 

was  shockingly  low. 
So  I  found  a  roof  for  his  ten  motherless  babe^ — all  defunct  and 

fatherless  now  ; 
For  the  plaguy  one-sided  party  wall  fell  in,  so  ,did  the  roo(  on  son 

and  daughter, 
And  twelve  jurymen  sat  on  eleven  bodies,  and  brought  in  a  very 

personal  verdict  of  Manslaughter. 
Oh,  Charity,  &c. 

I  pick'd  up  a  young  well-dress'd  gentleman,  who  had  fallen  in  a  fit 

in  St.  Martin's  Court, 
And  charitably  offer'd  to  sec  him  home — for  charity  always  seem'd 

to  be  my  forte. 
And  I've  had  presents  for  seeing  fallen  gentlemen  home,  bnt  this 

was  a  very  unlucky  job — 
Do  you  know,  he  got  n;iy  watch — my  purse — and  my  handkerdiief 

— for  it  was  one  of  the  swell  mob. 
Oh,  Charity,  &c. 

Being  four  miles  from  Town,  I  stopt  a  horse  that  had  run  away 
with  a  man,  when  it  seem'd  that  they  must  be  dash'd  to 
pieces, 

Thou'^h  several  kind  people  were  following  him  with  all  theif 
might — ^bat  such  following  a  horse  his  speed  increases ; 
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I M  the  horse  while  he  went  to  recruit  his  strength ;  and  I  meant 

to  ride  it  home,  of  course  ; 
^t  the  crowd  came  up  and  took  me  up — ^for  it  tum'd  out  the  man 

had  run  away  with  the  horse. 
Oh,  Charity,  &c. 

I  vatcfa'd  last  month  all  the  drovers  and  drivers  about  the  suburbs, 

for  it's  a  positive  fact, 
v^  I  think  the  utmost  penalty  ought  always  to  be  enforced  against 

everybody  under  Mr.  Martin's  act ; 
But  I  oouldn't  catch  one  hit  over  the  horns,  or  over  the  shins,  or 

on  the  ears,  or  over  the  head  ; 
And  I  cangfat  a  rheumatism  from  early  wet  hours,  and  got  five 

weeks  of  ten  swell'd  fingers  in  bed. 
Oh,  Charity,  &c. 

"ell,  l*?c  utterly  done  with  Charity,  though  I  used  so  to  preach 

about  its  finest  fount ; 
^^^^  may  do  for  some  that  are  more  lucky,  but  /  can't  turn  it 

to  any  account — 
^'^  so  the  very  reverse  way— even  if  one  chirrups  it  up  with  a 

dust  of  piety; 
■*^  henceforth  let  it  be  understood,  I  take  my  name  entirely  out 
of  the  List  of  Subscribers  to  the  Humane  Society. 
Oh,  Charity,  &c 
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|0OD  morning,  Mr.  \Vhat-d'ye-call  !   Well  ?   here's  an- 
other pretty  job ! 
Lord  help  my  Lady  ! — what  a  smash  ! — if  you  had  only 
heard  her  sob ! 

^  ''■s  til  through  Mr.  Lambert :  but  for  certain  he  was  winey, 
^  think  for  to  go  to  sit  down  on  a  table  full  of  Chiney. 

*^ce  take  your  stupid  head  !  **  says  my  Lady  to  his  very  face  ; 
^^  politeness,  you  know,  is  nothing,  when  there^s  Chiney  in  the 

case ; 
^  if  ever  a  woman  was  fond  of  Chiney  to  a  passion 
utay  mistress,  and  all  sorts  of  it,  whether  new  or  old  fashion. 
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Her  brother's  a  sea-captain,  and  brings  her  home  sbiploodt — 
Such  bonzes,  and  such  dragons,  and  nasty,  squatting  things  like 

toads; 
And  great  nidnoddin'  mandarins,  with  palsies  in  the  head  : 
J  declare  I*ve  often  dreamt  of  them,  and  had  nightmares  in  my  bed. 
But  the  frightfuller  they  are->lawk  I    she  loves  them  all  the 

better ; 
She'd  have  Old  Nick  himself  made  of  Chiney  if  they'd  let  her. 

Lawk-a-mercy !   break  her  Chiqey,  and  it's  breaking  her  verf 

heart ; 
If  I  touch'd  it,  she  would  very  soon  say,  'f  Mary,  we  must  pArt." 
To  be  sure  she  is  unlucky :  only  Friday  comes  Master  Randall, 
And  breaks  a  broken  spout,  and  fresh  chips  a  tea-cup  handle : 
He's  a  dear,  sweet  little  child,  but  he  will  so  finger  and  teach, 
And  that's  why  my  Lady  doesn't  take  to  phildren  much. 
Well  I  there's  stupid  Mr.  Lambert,  with  his  two  great  coat  flaps 
Must  go  and  sit  down  on  the  Dresden  shepherdesses'  laps. 
As  if  there  was  no  such  things  as  rosewood  chairs  in  the  room  ; 
I  couldn't  have  made  a  greater  sweep  with  the  handle  of  tLe 

broom. 
Mercy  on  us  !  how  my  mistress  began  to  lave  and  tear  ! 
Well  t   after  all,    there's  nothing  like  good  ironstone  ware  for 

wear. 
If  ever  I  marry,  that's  flat,  I'm  sure  it  won't  be  John  Dockeiy, — 
I  should  be  a  wretched  woman  in  a  shop  full  of  croqkery. 
I  should  never  like  to  wipe  it,  though  I  love  to  be  neat  and  tidy. 
And  afraid   of  mad  bulls  on  market-days  every   Monday  and 

Friday. 
I'm  very  much  mistook  if  Mr.  Lambert's  will  be  a  catch  ; 
The  breaking  the  Chiney  will  be  the  breaking-off  of  his  own 

match. 
Missis  wouldn't  have  an  angel,  if  he  was  careless  about  Chiney ; 
She  never  forgives  a  chip,  if  it's  ever  so  small  and  tiny. 
Lawk  1  I  never  saw  a  man  in  all  my  life  in  such  a  taking ; 
I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  pity  him  for  all  his  nuschief-making. 
To  see  him  stand  a-hammering  and  stammering,  like  a  zany  ; 
But  what  signifies  apologies,  if  they  won't  mend  old  Chaney  ! 
If  he  sent  her  up  whole  crates  full,  from  Wedgwood's  and  Mr. 

Spode's, 
He  couldn't  make  amends  for  the  crack'd  mandarins  and  sniash'd 

toads. 
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WeQ !  evoy  one  has  their  tastes,  but,  for  my  part,  my  own  self, 
Td  nther  have  the  figures  on  my  poor  dear  grandmother's  old  shelf: 
A  nice  pea-green  poll-parrot,  and  two  reapers  with  brown  ears  of 

corns, 
^  t  shepherd  with  a  crook  after  a  lamb  with  two  gilt  horns, 
A*i  aich  a  Jemmy  Jessamy  in  top  boots  and  sky-blue  vest, 
^  1  frill  and  flower'd  waistcoat,  with  a  fine  bowpot  at  the 

breast 
^  l^p  her,  poor  old  soul !  I  shall  come  into  'em  at  her  death, 
^^^'^h  she's  a  hearty  woman  for  her  years,  except  her  shortness 

ofbreath. 
^^  !  yoa  think  the  things  will  mend — if  they  won't.  Lord  mend 

nsall! 
%  1^7  will  go  in  fits,  and  Mr.  Lambert  won't  need  to  call : 
^  ^  bound  in  any  money,  if  I  had  a  guinea  to  give, 
"^  'Won't  sit  doMm  again  on  Chiney  the  longest  day  he  has  to 

live, 
l^oo*"  soqI  !  I  only  hope  it  won't  forbid  his  bans  of  marriage, 
^    Wd  better  have  sat  behind  on  the  spikes  of  my  Lady's 

carriage. 
But  yoa'll  join  'em  all  of  course,  and  stand  poor  Mr.  Lambert's 

friend ; 
^  '00k  in  twice  a  day,  just  to  see,  like,  how  they  mend. 

^  sore  it  is  a  sight  that  might  draw  tears  from  dogs  and  cats ; 
^^'s  this  pretty  little  pagoda,  now,  has  lost  four  of  its  cocked 

hats  : 
Particular  with  the  pagoda  :  and  then  here's  this  pretty  bowl — 
^  Chinese  Prince  is  making  love  to  nothing  because  of  this 
.  hole : 

Jr^  ^^re's  another  Chinese  man,  with  a  face  just  like  a  doll — 
^^^ck  his  pigtail  on  again,  and  just  mend  his  parasoL 
*  ticedn't  tell  you  what  to  do  ;  only  do  it  out  of  hand, 
^liaige  whatever  you  like  to  charge — my  Lady  won't  make  a 
stand. 
*^  !  good  morning,  Mr.  What-d'ye-call ;  for  it's  time  our  gossip 
ended  : 
^^  yoa  know  the  proverb,  the  less  as  Ls  said,  the  sooner  the 
Chiney's  mended. 
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HSnBjHY, 


«  MJcntXf  ^''T 


WoQld  ihelofc 
Foroombc^M^ 

So  in  love  with  dqppiBg? 
MmftftfadofOwDr 

an 


l¥li]r,  Gnpid.  wlip 

^Uke  die  pomge  bqghtar? 
Were  nol  any  boafc 

Better  than  ft  JSj^alftrf 

Why,  Madam,  why 
So  intrusive  standing  ? 

Most  thou  be  on  the  stair 
When  he's  on  the  landing? 
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Not  "  the  posie  of  a  rinj," 

SiiAKESPEAKB  (all  but  die  imOl 

CAME  to  town  a  happy  man*: 

I  need  not  now  dissemble 
Why  I  return  so  sad  at  heart — 
It's  all  through  Fanny  Kemble : 
Oh  !  when  she  threw  her  flowers  away. 

What  wgeil  the  tragic  slut  on 
To  weave  in  such  a  wreath  as  that. 
Ah  me  !  a  bachelor's  button. 

None  fought  so  hard,  none  fought  so  wdl. 

As  1  to  gain  some  token — 
When  all  the  pit  rose  up  in  arms. 

And  heads  and  hearts  were  broken  ; 
«  Huzza  ! "  said  I,  «  Til  have  a  flower 

As  sure  a**  my  name's  Dntton  ; " — 
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^*^— ~^  - "- — 

I  made  a  snatch — I  got  a  catch — 
By  JoTC !  a  bachelor's  button  I 

Ttc  lost  my  watch — my  hat  Is  smashed — 

My  clothes  declare  the  racket ; 
I  went  there  in  a  full  dress  coat. 

And  came  home  in  a  jacket 
My  nose  is  sweird — ^my  eye  is  blacks 

My  lip  I've  got  a  cut  on  ! 
Odds  buds  ! — and  what  a  bud  to  get~- 

The  deuce  !  a  bachelor's  button  I 

My  chest's  in  pain  ;  I  really  fear 

I've  somewhat  hurt  my  bellows, 
By  pokes  and  punches  in  the  ribs 

From  those  herb-streunng  fellows, 
I  miss  two  teeth  in  my  front  row ; 

My  com  has  had  ^fut  on  ; 
And  all  this  pain  I've  had  to  gain 

This  cursed  bachelor's  button. 

Had  I  but  won  a  rose — a  bud— 

A  pansy — or  a  daisy — 
A  periwinkle—  anything — 

But  this — it  drives  me  crazy  ! 
My  very  sherry  tastes  like  squills, 

I  can't  enjoy  my  mutton  ; 
And  when  I  sleep  I  dream  of  it — 

Still — still a  bachelor's  button  " 

My  place  is  book'd  per  coach  to-night, 

But  oh,  my  spirit  trembles 
To  think  how  country  friends  will  ask 

Of  Knowleses  and  of  Kemblcs. 
It  they  should  breathe  about  the  wreath. 

When  I  go  back  to  Sutton, 
I  shall  not  dare  to  show  my  share, 

That  all !— a  bachelor's  button  I 

My  luck  in  life  was  never  good, 

But  this  my  fate  will  burden  : 
I  ne'er  shall  like  my  farming  more,^ 

I  know  I  shan't  the  Garden. 
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The  turnips  all  may  have  the  fly. 
The  wheat  may  have  the  smut  on, 

I  care  not, — I've  a  blight  at  heart, — 
Ah  me ! — a  bachelor's  button  I 
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'  It  must  be.    So  Plato  T— Thou  reasonest  f— WelU** 

School  CaU. 

|TS  very  hard !  oh,  Dick,  my  boy, 
It's  \ery  hard  one  can*t  enjoy 

A  little  private  spouting ; 
But  sure  as  Lear  or  Hamlet  lives^ 
Up  comes  our  master,  bounce  1  and  gives 
The  tragic  muse  a  routing  ! 

Ay,  there  he  com^  again  !  be  quick ! 
And  hide  the  book — a  playbook,  Dick, 

He  must  not  set  his  eyes  on  ! 
It's  very  hard,  the  churlish  elf 
Will  never  let  one  stab  one's  self 

Or  take  a  bowl  of  p'isonl 

It's  very  hard,  but  when  I  want 
To  die — as  Cato  did — I  can% 

Or  go  non  compos  mentis — 
But  up  he  comes,  all  fire  and  flame  ; — 
No  doubt  he'd  do  the  very  sam^ 

With  Kemble  for  a  'prentice! 

Oh,  Dick  !  Oh,  Dick  !  it  was  not  so 
Some  half  a  dozen  years  ago  ! 

Melpomene  was  no  sneaker, 
When,  under  Reverend  Mister  Poole, 
Each  little  boy  at  Enfield  School 

Became  an  Enfield  speaker  1 

No  cruel  master-taiIor*s  cane 
Then  thwarted  the  theatric  veip  ; 
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—  '  - 

The  tragic  soil  had  ttllage. 
0  dear  dramatic  days  gone  by! 
Yon,  Dicky  were  Richard  then — and  I 

Play*d  Hamlet  to  the  Tillage, 

Or,  as  Macbeth,  the  dagger  clntch'd. 
Till  all  the  servant-maids  were  touched— 

Macbcdi,  I  think,  my  pet  is  ; 
Lord,  how  we  qxwted  Shakespeare's  work»— 
Dick,  we  had  twenty  little  Burkes, 

And  fifty  Master  Betties ! 

tHiy,  thiere  was  Jolins  Caesar  Dann, 
And  Norral,  Sandy  Philip, — one 

Of  Elocution's  champions — 
Genteelly  taught  by  his  mamma 
To  say,  not  fioher,  bnt  papa. 

Kept  sheep  apon  the  Grampians  I 

Coriolanns  Crmnpe — and  Fig 
In  Bratus,  with  brown-paper  wig. 

And  Hoggins  great  in  Gito  ; 
Only  he  broke  so  often  off, 
To  have  a  fit  of  whooping-cough^ 

While  reasoning  with  Plata 

And  Zangra  too, — ^but  I  shall  weep. 
If  longer  on  this  theme  I  keep, 

And  let  remembrance  loose,  Dick  ; 
Now  forced  to  act — it*s  very  hard — 
••  Measure  for  Measure  *'  with  a  yard — 

Tou  Richard,  with  a  goose,  Dick  ! 

Zounds !  Dick,  it's  Terr  cdd  our  dads 
Should  send  us  there  when  we  were  lada 

To  Icam  to  talk  like  Tullies ; 
And  now,  if  one  should  just  break  out. 
Perchance;,  into  a  little  spout, 

A  stidL  about  the  skull  is. 


Why  should  stage-learning  form  a  part 
Of  schooling  for  the  tailor's  art  ? 
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Alas  I  dnuoMdc  iiote%  Did^ 
So  well-reooid  the  and  utstako 
Of  him  who  tried  at  once  fo  make 

Both  iPMw»  and  CMer,  Dick  1 
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Touristo  and  T^nlYeI]e^^  bbimd  to  the  Rhin^ 
Provided  with  panportp  that  lequiadte  dodcd^ 
Fizst  listen  to  one  little  whiq>er  of  mine— - 
Take  care  of  fonr  pocket!    taire  can  of  71 
pocket! 

Don't  wash  or  be  shaved — go  like  hairy  wild  men. 
Flay  dominoes,  smoke,  wear  a  cap,  and  smock-frodc  it. 

But  if  you  speak  English,  or  look  it,  why  then — 
Take  care  of  your  pocket ! — take  care  of  your  pocket ! 

You'll  sleep  at  great  inns,  in  the  smallest  of  beds. 
Find  charges  as  apt  to  mount  up  as  a  rocket, 
With  thirty  per  cent,  as  a  tax  on  your  heads, ~- 
Take  care  of  your  pocket ! — take  care  of  your  pocket  t 

You'll  see  old  Cologne, — not  the  sweetest  of  towns,  ^ 
Wherever  you  follow  your  nose  you  will  shock  it ; 
\nd  you*ll  pay  your  three  dollars  to  look  at  three  crowns,— 
Take  care  of  your  pocket ! — take  care  of  your  pocket ! 

You'll  count  seven  Mountains,  and  see  Roland's  Eck, 
Hear  legends  veracious  as  any  by  Crockett ; 
But  oh  !  to  the  tone  of  romance  what  a  check, — 
Take  care  of  your  pocket  1 — take  care  of  your  pocket ! 

Old  Castles  you'll  see  on  the  vine-covered  hill,-^ 
Fine  ruins  to  rivet  the  eye  in  its  socket — 
Once  haunts  of  Baronial  Banditti,  and  still-^ 
Take  care  of  your  pocket ! — take  care  of  your  pocket  I 

You'll  stop  at  Coblenz,  with  its  beautiful  views. 
But  make  no  long  stay  with  your  money  to  stock  it, 
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Where  Jews  are  all  Germans,  and  Germans  all  Jews, — 
Take  care  of  your  pocket ! — take  care  of  your  pocket ! — 

A  Fortress  you'll  see,  which,  as  people  report. 
Can  never  be  captured,  save  famine  should  block  it — 
Ascend  £hrenbreitstein — ^but  that's  not  theiry^r<^, — 
Take  care  of  your  pocket ! — take  care  of  your  pocket ! 

You'll  see  an  old  man  wholl  let  off  an  old  gmv 
And  Lniley,  with  her  hurly-burly,  will  mock  it ; 
Bat  think  that  the  words  of  the  echo  thus  run,T- 
Take  care  of  your  pocket  1 — take  care  of  your  pocket ! 

Vou'U  gaze  on  the  Kheingau,'  the  soil  of  the  Vine! 

Of  course  you  will  freely  Moselle  it  and  Hock  it — 
^raps  purchase  some  pieces  of  Humbugheim  wine— 
Take  care  of  your  pocket ! — take  care  of  your  pocket ! 

Perchance  you  will  take  a  frisk  off  to  the  Baths — 
AVhere  some  to  their  heads  hold  a  pistol  and  cock  it ; 
But  still  mind  the  warning,  wherever  your  paths — 
Take  care  of  your  pocket !— take  care  of  your  pocket ! 

And  Friendships  you'll  swear,  most  eternal  of  pacts, 
Change  rings,  and  give  hair  to  be  put  in  a  locket ; 
But  still,  in  the  most  sentimental  of  acts — 
Take  care  of  your  pocket ! — take  care  of  your  pocket  I 

In  short,  if  you  visit  that  stream  or  its  shore, 
Still  keep  at  your  elbow  one  caution  to  knock  it. 
And  where  Schinderhannes  was  Robber  of  yore,^- 
Take  care  of  your  pocket ! — take  care  of  your  pocket ! 
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ELL^  the  country's  a  pleasant  place,  siffe  enough,  for 
people  that  s  country  bom, 
And  useful,  no  doubt,  in  a  natural  way,  for  growing  our 
grass  and  our  com. 
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It  was  kindly  metnt  of  my  oonsm  Giki;  to  write  sad  Imlttt  wm 

down. 
Tho'  as  yet  all  I^tc  seen  of  a  pastoral  life  only  makei  me  moie 

partial  to  town. 

At  first  I  thooght  I  was  really  taait  do#n  bMaf  dl  ttets  of  nnal 

.  bliss, 
For  Porkington  Place,  with  its  cows  and  its  pigs^  ttd  ito  pooltiy, 

looks  not  much  amiss ; 
There's  som^ing  about  a  dairy  fium,  with  its  diflmot  lands  d 

live  stock. 
That  puts  one  in  mind  of  Paradise^  and  Adam,  ttid  his  faiMw^w* 

flock ; 
But  somehow  the  good  old  Elysinm  fields  hlVe  not  bieen  well 

handed  down, 
And  as  yet  I  have  found  no  fields  to  prefer  to  dear  Leico^dr  Fields 

up  in  town. 

To  be  sure  it  is  pleasant  to  walk  in  the  meads,  and  so  I  should 

like  for  miles, 
If  it  wasn*t  for  clodpolcs  of  carpenters  that  put  up  such  crooked 

stiles ; 
For  the  bars  jut  out,  and  you  must  jut  out,  till  you're  almost 

broken  in  two, 
If  you  clamber  you're  certain  sure  of  a  fall,  and  you  stick  if  yon 

try  to  crtep  through. 
Of  course,  in  the  end,  one  learns  how  to  climb  without  constant 

tumbles-down. 
But  still  as  to  walking  so  stylishly,  it's  pleasanter  done  about 

town. 
There's  a  way,  I  know,  to  avoid  the  stiles,  and  that's  by  a  walk  in 

a  lane, 
And  I  did  find  a  very  nice  shady  one,  but  I  never  dared  go  again  ; 
For  who  should  I  meet  but  a  rampaging  bull,  that  wouldn't  be 

kept  in  the  pound, 
A  trying  to  toss  the  whole  world  at  once,  by  sticking  his  boms  in 

the  ground  ? 
And  that,  by-the-bye,  is  another  thing,  that  pulls  rural  pleasnrei 

down, 
Ev'ry  day  in  the  country  is  cattle-day,  and  there's  only  two  up  in 

towa. 
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'''A  I've  rose  with  the  sun,  to  go  brushing  away  at  the  first  early 

peariy  dew, 
^'^  to  meet  Amrory,  or  whatever^s  her  name,  and  I  always  got 

Wetted  through ; 
^y  shoes  are  like  sops,  and  I  caught  a  bad  cold,  and  a  nice 

draggle-tail  to  my  gown, 
^*^s  ttot  the  way  that  we  bathe  our  feet,  or  wear  our  pearls,  up 

in  town! 
^  '^  picking  flowers,  I  have  tried  at  a  hedge,  sweet  eglantine 

loses  to  snatch, 
^^   Haercy  on  as!  how  nettles  will  sting,  and  how  the  long 
brambles  do  scratch ; 

hitching  my  hat  on  a  nasty  thorn  that  tore  all  the  bows 
from  the  crown, 
^^  Hftay  walk  long  enough  without  liats  branching  off,  or  losing 

one's  bows  about  town. 
^^  '^orse  than  that,  in  a  long  rural  walk,  suppose  that  it  blows 

up  for  rain, 
^  ^1  at  once  you  discover  yourself  in  a  real  St.  Swilhin's  Lane; 
^^  ^hile  you're  running  all  duck'd  and  drown'd,  and  pelted  with 

»j..       sixpenny  drops 

**^  weather,"  you  hear  the  farmers  say;    "a  nice  growing 
^  shower  for  the  crops  !  '* 

^  ^ho*s  to  crop  me  another  new  hat,  or  grow  me  another  new 

gown? 
^  you  can't  take  a  shilling  fare  with  a  plough  as  you  do  with  the 
hackneys  in  town. 


^^^  my  nev3rs  too,  they  must  drag  me  off  to  go  with  them  gather- 
ing nuts, 

^^  we  always  set  out  by  the  longest  way  and  return  by  the 
shortest  cuts. 

Skort  cots,  indeed  !    But  it's  nuts  to  them,  to  get  a  i>oor  lustyisli 
aunt 

To  scramble  through  gaps,  or  jump  o\cr  a  ditch,  when  they're 
morally  certain  she  can':,— 

'or  whenever  I  get  in  some  awkwai-d  scrape,  and  it's  almost  daily 
the  case, 

Tho*  they  don't  laugh  out,  the  mischievous  brats,  I  see  the  "hooray  I'* 
in  their  face. 
C  K 
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There's  the  other  day,  for  my  rig^  k  iSbaAt  mA  I  «Ar 

green  beyond. 
And  thought  it  was  all  terry  fiimef  and  grasi^  IDI I  irtiHri  te^ 

duckweed  pond : 
Or  perhaps  when  I've  paUy4iaiiIcd  ap  a  bank  Ibef  lae  IMf  mmm 

launching  down, 
As  none  hot  a  stout  Loadon  ftnale  can  do  as  »  cmbb  %  fint  iSmm 

out  of  town. 
Then  how  sweet,  some  say,  on  a  mossy  iNuk  a  fcidmui  ^nft  to 

find. 
But  for  my  part  I  always  found  k  a  joy  that  bro^gpit  a  sqitnlMMBa 

behind ; 
For  the  juicy  grass  with  its  nasty  gftcn  has  stained  a  winle  bicndlli 

of  my  gown — 
And  when  gowns  are  dyed,  I  needn't  say,  k*s  mndi  better  done  op 

in  town. 
As  for  country  fare,  the  f^rst  mAmtog  I  came  I  heard  sad)  a  shrill 

piece  of  work  ! 
And  ever  since — ami  it's  ten  days  ago — we've  lived  upon  nothing 

but  pork ; 
One  Sunday  except,  and  then  I  tura'J  sick,  a  plague  take  all 

countrified  cooks  \ 
Why  didn't  they  tell  me,  he/'oi-f  I  had  dined,  they  made  pigeon  pies 

of  the  rooks  ? 
Then  the  gooseberry  wine,  tho'  it's  pleasant  when  up,  it  doesn't 

agree  when  it's  down, 
But  it  served  me  right,  like  a  gooseberry,  fool  to  look  for  diam- 

pagne  out  of  town  ? 
To  be  sure  cousin  G.  meant  it  all  for  the  l>cst  m  hen  lie  started  this 

pastoral  pbn. 
And  his  wife  is  a  worthy  domestical  soul  and  she  teaches  me  all 

that  she  can. 
Such  as  making  of  cheese,  and  curing  of  hams,  but  I'm  sure  that  I 

never  shall  learn. 
And  I've  feich'd  more  back-ache  than  butter  as  yet  by  dinmping 

away  at  the  chum  : 
But  in  making  hay,  tho'  it's  tannin^^  \v<>rk,  I  fmmd  it  more  easy  to 

make, 
But  it  tries  one's  legs,  and  no  great  relief  when  you're  tired  to  sit 

down  on  the  rake. 
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'^* ooontry  dance,  too»  at  harvtot  home,  \7ith  a  regular  oountrj 

down, 
^^  I^xd !  they  don't  hug  one  round  the  waist  and  give  one  sudi 

smacks  in  town : 
"***  l*fe  tried  to  make  friends  with  the  birds  and  the  beasts,  but 

they  take  to  such  curious  rigs, 
*  "  ^I'^ways  at  odds  with  the  turkey-cock,  and  I  can*t  even  please 

tliepig& 
*"^  ^'^'y  hens  pick  holes  in  my  hand  when  I  grope  far  the  new- 

Wdeggs, 
^**  *Jje  gander  comes  hissing  out  of  the  pond  on  purpose  to  flap  at 

my  legs. 
1  ^^  Vxcn  bump'd  in  a  ditch  by  the  cow  without  horns,  and  the  old 

tow  trampled  me  down, 
*"^  ^ieasts  are  as  vicious  as  any  wild  beasts — but  they're  kept  in 

cages  in  town ! 
Anot-lier  thing  is  the  nasty  dogs— thro*  the  village  I  hardly  can 

stir 
^"^^^  giving  a  bumpkin  a  pint  of  beer  just  to  call  off  a  barking  cur ; 
A°^  now  you  would  swear  all  the  dogs  in  the  place  were  set  on  to 

hant  me  down, 
"'^^  «ieitber  the  brutes  nor  the  people  J  think  lure  as  civilly  bred  as 

in  town. 
^-*^t  night  about  twelve  I  was  scared  broad  a^'ake,  and  all  in  a 

tremble  of  fright, 
"**  instead  of  a  family  murder  it  proved  an  owl,  that  flies  screech- 
ing at  night 
^^■^  there's  plenty  of  ricks  and  stalks  all  about,  and  I  can't  help 

dreaming  of  Swing — 
***  ^oit,  I  think  that  a  pastoral  life  is  not  the  most  happiest  thing; 
^»  Asides  all  the  troubles  I've  mentioned  before,  as  endured  for 

rurality's  sake, 
^*  hecn  stung  by  the  bees,  and  Tve  set  among  ants,  and  once — 

ugh  !  I  trod  on  a  snake  ! 
"^^  *s  to  mosquitoes,  they  tortured  me  so,  for  I've  got  a  particular 

^  think  it's  the  gnats  coming  out  of  the  ponds,  that  drives  the 

poor  suicides  in  I 
^^  after  all  an't  there  new*laid  ^ggs  to  ht  had  upon  Holbom 
HiU? 
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And  dairy-fed  pork  in  Broad  St.  Gil«»  and  fresh  butter  whererct 

you  will? 
And  a  covered  cart  that  brings  G>ttage  Bread  quite  mstical-likq 

and  brown? 
So  one  isn't  so  very  uncoutitrified  in  the  very  heart  of  the  town. 
Howsomever  my  mind's  made  up,  and  although  I*m  sore  ooosin 

Giles  will  be  vext, 
I  mean  to  book  me  an  inside  place  up  to  town  upon  Saturday 

next, 
And  if  nothing  happens,  soon  after  ten,  I  shall  be  at  the  Old  Bell 

and  Crown, 
And  perhaps  I  may  come  to  the  country  again,  wh^  London  ia 

an  burnt  down. 


THE    DOCTOR. 

A  SKETCH. 

•'Whatever  is,  is  light"— PoFB. 

I  HERE  once  was  a  Doctoi!^ 
(No  foe  to  the  proctor,) 
A  physic  concocter, 
Whose  dose  was  so  pat| 

However  it  acted, 

One  speech  it  extracted,— 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  the  doctor, 

•*  I  meant  it  for  that ! " 

And  first,  all  '■unaisy,*' 
Like  woman  that*s  cracyi 
In  flies  Mistress  Casey, 
**  Do  come  to  poor  Pat 
The  blood's  running  faster  t 
He's  torn  off  the  pla-ster— •* 
"  Yes,  yes,"  said  the  Doctor* 
"I  meant  it  for  that  I" 

Anon,  with  an  antic, 
Quite  strange  and  romantic^ 
A  woman  comes  frantic — 
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**  What  could  you  be  at  ? 
My  darling  dear  Aleck, 
You've  sent  him  oxalic  ! " 
**  Yes,  yes,"  said  the  Doctor, 
"  I  meant  it  for  that !  ** 

Then  in  comes  another, 
Dispatch'd  by  his  mother, 
A  blubberiiig  brother, 
AVho  gives  a  kiX-XaX — 
**  Oh,  poor  little  sister 
lias  lick'd  off  a  blister  ! " 
**Yes,  yes,"  said  the  Doctor, 
"  I  meant  it  for  that .'  " 

Now  home  comes  the  flunkey, 
His  own  powder-monkey. 
But  dull  as  a  donkey — 
With  basket  and  that— 
•*  The  draught  for  the  Squire,  Sir, 
He  chuck*d  in  the  fire,  Sir — ** 
"Yes,  yes"  said  the  Doctor, 
I  meant  it  for  thit ! " 

The  next  is  the  pompous 
Head  Beadle,  old  Bumpus^ 
^  Lord  !  here  is  a  rumpus : 
That  pauper,  Old  Nat, 
In  some  drunken  notion 
Has  drunk  up  his  lotion — " 
"  Yes,  yes, "  said  the  Doctor, 
I  meant  it  for  that !  ** 

At  last  comes  a  servant. 
In  grief  very  fervent : 
"  Alas  !  Doctor  Derwent, 
Poor  Master  is  flat ! 
He*s  drawn  his  last  breath,  Sir- 
That  dose  was  his  death.  Sir." 
"Yes,  yes,"  said  the  Doctor, 
"I  meant  it  for  that!" 
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"  I  am  Sir  Oracle, 

And  when  I  ope  my  lips  let  no  dog  baric* 

Merchant  op  Vknicb. 

*'  If  thou  wert  bom  a  Do;,  remain  so  ;  but  if  thou  were  bom  a  Man,  resi 
thy  former  shape. "—Arabian  Nights. 

POODLE,  Judge-like,  with  emphatic  paw. 
Dogmatically  laying  down  the  law, — 

A  batch  of  canine  Counsel  lound  the  tabic 
Keen-eyed,  and  sharp  of  nose,  and  long  of  ja 
At  sight,  at  scent,  at  giving  tongue,  right  able: 
O,  Edwin  Landseer,  Esquire,  and  R.A., 
Thou  great  Pictorial  vEsop,  say, 
What  is  the  moral  of  this  painted  fable  ? 
O,  say,  accoroplibhed  artist ! 
Was  it  thy  purpose,  by  a  scene  so  quizzical. 
To  read  a  wholesome  lesson  to  the  Chartist, 

So  over  partial  to  the  means  cailed  Physical, 
Sticks,  staves,  and  swurds,  and  guns,  the  tools  of  treasbn? 
To  show,  illustrating  the  better  course, 
ITie  very  Brutes  abandoning  Brute  Force^ 
The  worry  and  the  fight, 
Th*  bark  and  bite, 
In  wliich,  says  Doctor  Walts,  the  dogs  delight. 

And  lending  shaggy  ears  to  Law  and  Reason, 
As  uttered  in  that  Court  of  high  antiquity 
Where  sits  the  Chancellor,  supreme  as  Poi^e, 
But  works — so  let  us  hope — 
In  equity,  not  iniquity  ? 

Or  was  it  but  a  speculation 
On  transmigration. 
How  certain  of  our  most  distinguished  Daniels, 
Interpreters  of  Law*s  bewildering  book. 
Would  look 
Transformed  to  mastiffs,  setters,  hounds,  and  spaniels 

(As  Brahmins  in  their  Hindoo  code  advance) 
With  that  great  lawyer  of  the  Upper  House 
Who  rules  all  suits  by  equitable  nous^ 
Become — like  vile  Armina's  spouse — 
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A  Dog,  called  Chance  ?* 
Methinks,  indeed,  I  recognise 
In  those  deep-set  and  meditative  eyes 
Engaged  in  mental  puzzle. 
And  that  portentous  muzzle, 
A  celebrated  judge,  too  prone  to  tarry 
To  hesitate  on  devious  ins  and  outs, 
^nd,  on  preceding  doubts,  to  build  re-doubts 
That  regiments  could  not  carry — 
Prolonging  even  Law's  delays,  and  still 
Putting  a  skid  upon  the  wheel  up-hill, 
l^Ieanwfaiie  the  weary  and  desponding  client 

Seemed — ^in  the  agonies  of  indecision — 
In  Doubting  Castle,  with  that  dreadful  Giant 
Described  in  Bunyan*s  Vision  t 

So  slow,  indeed,  was  justice  in  its  ways, 
Beset  by  more  than  customary  clogs 
Going  to  law  in  tliose  expensive  days 
Was  much  the  same  as  going  to  the  Dogs  ! 
But  possibly  I  err, 
And  that  sagacious  and  judicial  creature, 

So  Chancellor-like  in  feature. 
With  ears  so  wig-like,  and  a  cap  of  fur. 
Looking  as  grave,  responsible,  and  sage; 
As  if  he  had  the  guardianship,  in  fact. 
Of  all  poor  dogs,  or  crack t, 
And  puppies  under  age  — 
It  may  be  that  the  Creature  was  not  meant 

Any  especial  Lord  to  represent, 
Eldon  or  Erskine,  Cotienliam  or  Thurlow, 
Or  Brougham  (more  like  him  whose  potent  jaw 
Is  holding  forth  the  letter  of  the  law). 

Or  Lyndhurst,  after  the  vacation's  furlough. 
Presently  sitting  in  the  House  of  Peers, 
On  wool  he  sometimes  wishes  in  his  ears. 
When  touching  Com  Laws,  Taxes,  or  Tithe-piggery, 
He  hears  a  fierce  attack, 
And,  sitting  on  his  sack. 
Listens  in  his  great  wig  to  greater  Whiggery  I 


1  See  the  story  of  Sidi  Nunmaii,  in  the  "Arabian  Nights. 
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So,  possibly,  those  others, 
In  coats  so  various,  or  sleek,  or  rongh» 

Aim  not  at  any  of  the  l^al  brothers^ 
Who  wear  the  silken  robe,  or  gown  of  stall 

Yet  who  that  ever  heard  or  saw 
The  Counsel  sitting  in  that  solemn  Court, 
Who,  having  passed  the  Bar,  are  safe  in  port. 

Or  those  great  Sergeants,  learned  in  the  Lair,-— > 
Who  but  must  trace  a  feature  now  and  then 

Of  those  forensic  men. 
As  good  at  fTnding*  heirs  as  aJiy  harrier, 

Uenown*d  like  greyhounds  for  long  tales — mdeec^ 
At  worrying  the  ear  as  apt  as  terriers, — 
Good  at  conve^'ance  as  the  hairy  earners 
That  bear  our  gloves,  umbrellas,  hats,  and  stidc% 

Books,  baskets,  bones,  or  bricks, 
In  Deeds  of  Trust  as  sure  as  Tray  the  trusty,'* 

Acute  at  sniffing  flaws  on  legal  grounds, — 
And  lastly — well  the  catalogue  it  closes  ! — 

Still  following  their  predecessors'  noses^ 

Through  ways  however  dull  or  dusty. 
As  fond  of  hunting  precedents,  as  hounds 

Of  running  after  foxes  more  than  musty. 

However  slow  or  fast^ 
Full  of  urbanity,  or  supercilious,. 
In  temper  wild,  serene,  or  atrabilious 
Fluent  of  tongue,  or  prone  to  legal  saw. 
The  Dogs  liave  got  a  Chancellor,  at  last^ 
For  Laying  down  the  Law  I 
And  never  may  the  canine  race  regret  it. 
With  whinings  and  repinings  loud  or  deep,— 
Ragged  in  coat,  and  shortened  in  their  keep. 
Worried  by  day,  and  troubled  in  their  sleep. 

With  cares  that  prey  upon  the  heart  and  fret  it— 
As  human  suitors  have  had  cause  to  weep — 
For  what  is  Law,  unless  poor  Dogs  can  get  it 
Dog-cheap  ? 
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"  No  doubt  the  pleasure  ts  as  great, 
Of  being  cheated  as  to  cheat."— Hudibkas. 

|H£  histoty  of  humftn-kind  to  trace, 

Since  Eve — the  first  Of  dupes — our  doom 
tdiriddled^ 
A  certain  portion  of  thcf  human  race 
Has  certainly  a  taste  for  being  diddled. 

Witness  the  famous  Mississipi  dreams  ) 

A  rage  that  time  seems  only  to  redouble— 
The  Banks,  Joint-'Stocks,  and  all  the  flimsy  schemes, 

For  rolling  in  Pactolian  streams, 
That  cost  our  modem  rogues  so  little  trouble. 
No  matter  what,— to  pasture  cows  on  stubble. 

To  twist  sea>sand  into  a  solid  rope. 
To  make  French  bricks  and  fancy  bread  of  rubble. 

Or  light  with  gas  the  whole  celestial  cope — 
Only  propose  to  blow  a  bubble, 

And  Lord  !  what  hundreds  will  subscribe  for  soap  ! 

Soap  !— it  reminds  me  of  a  little  tale^ 

Tho'  not  a  pig's,  the  hawbuck's  glory, 
AYhen  rustic  games  and  merriment  prevail- 
But  here's  my  story : 
Once  OB  a  time — no  matter  when^- 
A  knot  of  very  chatitable  men 
Set  up  a  Philanthropical  Society^ 
Professing  on  a  certain  plan. 
To  benefit  the  race  of  man. 
And  in  particular  that  dark  variety^ 
Which  some  suppose  inferior — as  in  vermiiiy 

The  sable  is  to  ermine, 
As  smut  to  flour,  as  coal  to  alabaster. 
As  crows  to  swans,  as  soot  to  driven  snow. 
As  blacking,  or  as  ink  to  **milk  below," 
Or  yet  a  better  simile,  to  show, 
As  ragman's  dolls  to  images  in  plaster  I 

However,  as  is  usual  in  our  city, 

They  had  a  sort  of  managing  Committte 
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A  board  of  ^rave  responsible  Dii 
A  -SccreWry,  good  at  pen  and  ink — 
A  'rrcMurcr,  ofcoursi;,  [q  keep  the  chiiil:, 

And  (|tiit«  nn  army  of  mlluclun  I 
Nut  merely  mule,  but  female  duns, 

Voung,  old,  and  middle-fljjed— ofall 
Willi  nwiiy  of  Ihojw  pcncveiing  ones, 

Who  mile  l>y  mltc  would  beg  a  cheeie  1 

And  whnt  niialit  Iw  llieir  aim? 

To  reicue  Afrio'i  ublc  «ons  from  fellers— 
I'o  save  llieir  bodies  fiDm  llic  burning  ilianic 

Of  branding  with  hoi  letlers— 
Their  ahouMiri  from  the  cowhide's  bloody  Mrokes, 

Their  nick»  from  iiun  yokes? 
To  enil  at  mlllgalc  the  ilU  of  btavety, 
-I'lie  rlnnter'i  iiv;iHce,  the  Driver's  knavery?       , 

To  ichool  ihe  heailien  N^ro«a  and  enlighten  'em, 

To  polish  up  and  lirighlen  'em. 
And  make  them  worthy  of  eternal  btira  ? 
Why,  no — the  simple  cud  and  aim  wa$  this — 
Rending  a  weU-knou*n  proverb  mudi  amiss — 

Tliey  look'd  hi  u^ly  in  their  <a1)1c  hides : 

So  dark,  so  dingy,  like  a  grabby  lot 
Of  sooty  sweeps,  or  colliers,  and  beside^ 

However  the  poor  el  res 

Might  wash  themselves, 
Kolnxty  knew  if  they  were  clean  or  not — 

(tn  Nature's  fainiess  ihey  vcie  (luile  a  blot  t 
Kot  to  fiji^  DHwe  serious  complainis 
Thai  even  while  Ihey  join'd  in  pioai  hyaui. 

Si)  lilack  they  u«rc  and  c^im, 

III  faM  and  limb, 
Tliey  kKik'd  tike  Derils,  thooch  they  nog  tike  Saiati 

The  thing  was  uodeniabte  ! 
Tbey  vaated  sashji^ !  not  that  sU)^  ablnlioB 

To  vhioh  the  skin  oX  the  Wlule  Man  is  liaU^ 
Meitly  i-ctiMving  tnniier.t  p 
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Bat  good,  hard,  honest,  energetic  rubbing 
And  scrubbing, 
Sousing  each  sooty  frame  from  heels  to  head 

With  stifil  strong,  saponaceous  lather, 

And  pails  of  water — hottish  ratlier. 
But  not  so  boiling  as  to  turn  'em  red  I 

So  spoke  the  philanthropic  man 

Who  laid,  and  hatched,  and  nursed  the  plan — 

And  oh  !  to  view  its  glorious  consummation ! 
The  brooms  and  mops. 
The  tubs  and  slops, 

The  baths  and  brushes  in  full  operation  1 
To  sec  each  Crow,  or  Jim,  or  John, 
Go  in  a  raven  and  come  out  a  swan ! 

While  fair  as  Cavendishes,  Vanes,  and  Russels, 
Black  Venus  rises  from  the  soapy  surge. 
And  all  the  little  Niggerlings  emerge 

As  lily-white  as  mussels. 

Sweet  was  the  vision — but  alas ! 

However  in  prospectus  bright  and  sunrty, 
To  bring  such  visionary  scenes  to  pass 

One  thing  was  requisite,  and  that  was — money  ; 
Money,  that  pays  the  laundress  and  her  bills. 
For  docks  and  collars,  shirts  and  frills. 
Cravats  and  kerchiefs — money,  without  which 
The  negroes  must  remain  as  dark  as  pitch ; 

A  thing  to  make  all  Christians  sad  and  shivery, 
To  think  of  millions  of  immortal  souls 
Dwelling  in  bodies  black  as  coals. 

And  living — ^so  to  speak — in  Satan^s  livery ! 

Money — ihe  root  of  eviI,^-dross,  and  stuflf ! 

But  oh  !  how  happy  ought  the  rich  to  feel. 
Whose  means  enable  them  to  give  enough 

To  blanch  an  African  from  head  to  heel  f 
How  blessed — yea,  thrice  blessed — to  subscribe 
Enough  to  scour  a  tril>e  I 

While  he  whose  fortune  was  at  best  a  brittle  one. 
Although  he  gave  but  pence,  how  sweet  to  know 
He  helped  to  bleach  a  Hottentot's  great  toe. 
Or  little  one  1 
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Moved  by  this  logic  (or  appall'd) 

To  persons  of  a  certain  turn  so  proper^ 
Tlie  money  came  when  call*d, 
In  silver,  gold,  and  copper. 
Presents  from  "  Friends  to  blacks,"  or  foes  to  whites^ 
"  Trifles,"  and  "  offerings,"  and  "  widow's  mitcs^" 
Plump  legacies,  and  yearly  benefactions^ 
\Yith  other  gifts 
And  charitable  lifts. 
Printed  in  lists  and  quarterly  transactions. 
As  thus— Elisha  Brettel, 
An  iron  kettle. 
The  Dowager  Lady  Scannel, 
A  piece  of  flanneL 
Rebecca  Pope, 
A  bar  of  soap. 
The  Misses  Howels, 
Half-a-dozen  towels. 
The  Master  Rush's, 
Two  scrubbing-brushes. 
Mr.  T.  Groom, 
A  stable  broom, 
And  Mrs.  Grubb, 
A  tub. 

Great  were  the  sums  collected  ! 
And  great  results  in  consequence  expected. 
But  somehow,  in  the  teeth  of  all  endeavour. 
According  to  reports 
At  yearly  courts. 
The  blacks,  confound  them  !  were  as  black  as  ever ! 

Yes  !  spite  of  all  the  water  sous'd  aloft. 
Soap,  plain  and  mottled,  hard  and  soft. 
Soda  and  pearlash,  huckaback  and  sand, 
Brooms,  brushes,  palm  of  hand. 
And  scourers  in  the  ofHce  strong  and  clever. 

In  spite  of  all  the  tubbing,  rubbing,  scrubbin|^ 

The  routing  and  the  grubbing, 
The  blacks,  confound  them  !  were  as  black  as  ever  I 

In  fact  in  his  perennial  speech, 

llie  Chairman  own*d  the  niggers  did  not  bleach, 
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As  he  had  hoped. 
From  beiDg  washed  and  soaped, 
A  circumstance  he  named  with  grief  and  pity ; 
But  still  he  had  the  happiness  to  say, 
For  self  and  the  Committee, 
By  persevering  in  the  present  way 
And  scrubbing  at  the  Blacks  from  day  to  day, 
Although  he  could  not  promise  perfect  white. 
From  certain  symptoms  that  had  come  to  light, 
He  hoped  in  time  to  get  them  gray  I 

LuU'd  by  this  yague  assurance, 
The  friends  and  patrons  of  the  sable  tribe 
Continued  to  subscribe, 
And  waited,  waited  on  with  much  endurance — 
Many  a  frugal  sister,  thrifty  daughter — 
Mai'y  a  stinted  widow,  pinching  mother— 
With  income  by  the  tax  made  somewhat  shorter, 
Still  paid  implicitly  her  crown  per  quarter. 
Only  to  hear  as  ev'ry  year  came  round, 
That  Mr.  Treasurer  had  spent  her  pound  ; 
And  as  she  loved  her  sable  brother, 
That  Mr.  Treasurer  must  have  another  f 

But,  spite  of  pounds  or  guineas, 

Instead  of  giving  any  hint 

Of  turning  to  a  neutral  tint, 
The  plaguy  negroes  and  their  piccaninnies 
Were  still  the  colour  of  the  bird  that  caws-— 
Only  some  very  aged  souls 
Showing  a  little  gray  upon  their  polls, 

Like  daws  1 

However,  nothing  dashed 
By  such  repeated  failures,  or  abashed, 
The  Court  still  met ; — the  Chairman  and  Directors, 
The  Secretary,  good  at  pen  and  ink, 
The  worthy  Treasurer,  who  kept  the  chink. 
And  all  the  ca<;h  Collectors  ; 
With  hundreds  of  that  class,  so  kindly  credulous. 
Without  whose  help,  no  charlatan  alive, 
Or  Bubble  Company  could  hope  to  thrive. 


To  hc-ir  oiuc  iiifH'c  :iililrc>-<.s 
Ar.'l  if;^u'ar  Kcj".;:. 

Alas  I  concludin<^  in  the  usua 
Tliat  what  wiili  everlasting 
The  scrubbing-brushes  had 

The  brooms — mere  stumps — i 

The  soap  was  gone,  the  flannt 
The  towels  worn  to  thi 

The  tubs  and  pails  too  shatter 
And  what  was  added  with  a 
But  as  accounts  correctly  wc 

Tho'  thirty  thousand  pounds  h 
The  Blackamoors  had  still  b 

**  In  fact,  the  negroes  were  as  black 
Yet,  still  as  the  Ccmmiltee  dared  to 
And  hoped  the  proposition  was  not 
A  rather  free  expenditure  of  cash — " 
But  ere  the  prospect  could  be  made 
Up  jump*d  a  little,  lemon-coloure 
And  with  an  eager  stammer,  thi 
In  angry  earnest,  though  it  souuded 
**  What  I  More  subscriptions  I    No- 
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Secaose  Humanity  declares  we  must ! 

We've  scrubbed  the  n^:roes  till  we've  nearly  killed  'em, 
And  6nding  that  we  cannot  wash  them  white, 
But  still  their  nigritude  offends  the  sight, 


A  DISCOVERY  IN  ASTRONOMY. 

|NE  day — I  had  it  from  a  hasty  mouth, 
Accustom'd  to  make  many  blunders  daily. 
And  therefore  will  not  name,   precisely. 
South, 
Herschell,  or  Baily — 
But  one  of  those  great  men  who  watch  the  skies. 
With  all  their  rolling,  winking  eyes, 
Was  looking  at  that  Orb  whose  ancient  God 
Was  patron  of  the  Ode,  and  Song,  and  Sonnet, 
When  thus  he  musing  cried — **  It's  very  odd 
That  no  Astronomer  of  all  the  squad 
Can  tell  the  nature  of  those  spots  upon  it  t 

"  Lord,  master  !  *'  muttered  John,  a  liveried  elf, 
"To  wonder  so  at  spots  upon  the  sun  I 
I'll  tell  you  what  he's  done — 
Freckled  himself  r 


THE  SAUSAGE  MAKER'S  GHOST. 


A  LONDON  LEGEND. 

OMEWHERE  in  Leather  Lane— 
I  wonder  that  it  was  not  Mincing, 
And  for  this  reason  most  convincing 


!»• 


That  Mr.  Brain 
Dealt  in  those  well-minced  cartridges  of  meat 
Some  people  like  to  eat — 
However,  all  such  quibbles  overstepping. 
In  Leather  Lane  he  lived  ;  and  drove  a  trade 
In  porcine  sausages,  though  London  manie, 
Call'd  "Epping." 


l6o  THE  SAUSAGE  MAKEIfS  GHOST. 

Right  brisk  was  the  demand. 
Seldom  his  goods  stay*d  long  on  hand. 
For  out  of  all  adjacent  courts  and  lanes, 
Young  Irish  ladies  and  their  swains — 
Such  soups  of  girls  and  broths  of  boys  I-— 

Sought  his  delicious  chains, 
Prefcrr'd  to  all  polonies,  savelo)'?, 
And  other  foreign  toys — 
The  mere  chance  passengers 
Who  saw  his  **sassengers,'* 
Of  sweetness  undeniable. 
So  sleek,  so  mottled,  and  so  "  friable,* 
Stepp'd  in,  forgetting  ev'ry  other  thought, 
And  bought. 

Meanwhile  a  constant  thumping 
Was  heard,  a  sort  of  subterranean  chum  ping- 
Incessant  was  the  noise ! 
Bat  though  he  had  a  foreman  and  assistant. 

With  all  the  tools  consistent, 
(Besides  a  wife  and  two  fine  chopping  1x>ys) 
His  means  were  not  yet  vast  enough 
For  chopping  fast  enough 
To  meet  the  call  from  streets,  and  lanes,  and  passages^ 
For  first-chop  **sassages." 

However,  Mr.  Brain 
Was  none  of  those  dull  men  and  slow. 
Who,  flying  bird-like  by  a  railway  train. 
Sigh  for  the  heavy  mails  of  long  ago  ; 
\\fi  did  not  set  his  face  Against  innovations 

For  rapid  operations 
And  therefore  in  a  kind  of  waking  dream 
Listen'd  to  some  hot-water  sprite  that  hinted 
To  have  his  meat  chopp'd,  as  the  Times  was  printed. 
By  steam  I 

Accordingly  in  happy  hour, 
A  bran-new  Engine  went  to  work 

Chopping  up  pounds  on  pounds  of  pock 
With  all  the  energy  of  Two- Horse-Power, 

And  wondeiful  celerity — 


k 


TO  JOSEPH  HUME.  i6k 

lo !  when  cv'rytliing  to  hope  responded, 
his  head  was  turn'd  by  his  prosperity, 
"Whether  he  had  some  sly  intrigue,  in  verity, 
The  man  absconded  I 


mnxious  Wife  in  Tain 
Placarded  Leather  Lane, 
^nd  all  the  suburbs  with  descriptive  bills, 
^odi  as  are  issued  when  from  homes  and  tills 
derki^  dogSi  cats,  lunatics,  and  children  roam  ; 
TBffidft  advertisements  in  all  the  journals, 
Or  weeklies  or  diumals, 
Beginning  "  Left  his  Home  ** — 
The  sausage-maker,  spite  of  v/liite  and  black. 
Never  came  back« 

Never,  alive  ! — But  on  the  seventh  night. 
Just  when  the  yawning  grave  its  dead  releases. 
Filling  his  bedded  wife  with  sore  affright 
In  walk'd  his  grisly  Sprite^ 
In  fifty  thousand  pieces  ! 
«  O  Mary  ! "  so  it  secm*d 
In  hollow  melancholy  tone  to  say, 
Whilst  thro*  its  airy  shape  the  moonlight  gleam'd 

With  scarcely  dimmer  ray — 
"  O  Mary  !  let  your  hopes  no  longer  flatter, 
Prepare  at  once  to  drink  of  sorrow's  cup — 
It  ain't  no  use  to  mince  the  matter — ^ 
The  Engine's  chopped  me  up  !  ** 


■  TO  JOSEPH  HUME,  ESQ.,  M.P. 
**  I  fisped  in  numbers,  for  the  numbers  came." 

Mr,  Hume,  thy  name 
Is  travelling  post  upon  the  road  to 
fame. 
With  four  fast  horses  and  two  sharp  posti* 
lions ; 
Thy  reputation 
lias  friends  by  numeration, 
C  ^ 


Units,  Tens,  Ilimdmls,  Thousands,  Milliotll. 
Whenevei  public  men  together  dine. 
They  drink  lo  ihee 
With  three  limes  three— 
That's  nine. 
And  oft  1.  votBty  proposti  then 
To  add  unto  (he  cheerinE  one  cheer  more — 

Nine  and  One  ore  Ten ; 
Or  someboJy,  far  lliy  honour  still  more  keen. 
Insist'^  on  four  limes  four — 
liixLeenl 

In  Farliunent  no  star  shines  more  or  bigger.  i 

And  yet  thou  dost  not  care  to  cut  a  figure;  I 

Equally  art  ihou  eloquent  tad  able, 
Whelher  in  showing  how  to  serve  the  nation 
Or  layii^  its  pciilions  on  the  Table 
Of  Multiplication. 
In  motion  thou  art  second  unto  none. 
Though  fortune  en  thy  motions  seems  to  frown. 
For  though  yon  set  a  nutober  dowa 

You  seldom  carry  one. 
Great  at  speech  thou  ait,  though  some  friks  eonsli, 
But  IhoD  art  greatest  at  t,  faring  off. 

But  never  blench. 
Although  in  stirring  i^i  corruptiiin.*s  womift 
You  make  some  factions 
Vu^F  as  certain  fractions. 
Almost  reduced  unto  their  lowest  tennKi 
Go  on,  reform,  diminish,  and  retrench; 

Go  on,  for  ridicule  not  caring ; 
Sift  on  from  one  to  nine  wilh  all  thefr  nought*, 
And  make  state  cyphers  eat  up  their  owit  *ns. 
And  only  in  thy  saving  be  unsparing  ; 
At  soldiers'  UTKformsmake  awful  rackets, 
Don't  trim  ihoi^fi,  bat  untrim  their  jaoketL 
Allow  the  tin  aincs  no  tin  twi, 
Cut  off  the  Great  Seal's  wail 

Dock  all  the  dock-yards,  lower  masts  and  aSi\ 
Search  foot  by  foot  the  In&otiy's  amount^ 


TO  JOSEPH  HUME. i^ 

Look  into  all  the  Cavalry's  accounts, 
And  crop  their  horses*  tails. 
Look  well  to  Woolwich  and  each  Money-vote, 
Examine  all  the  cannons*  charges  well, 

And  those  who  found  th'  Artillery  compel 
To  forge  twelve-pounders  for  a  five>pound  note^ 
IVatch  Sandhurst  too,  its  debts  and  its  Cadets — 
Those  Military  pets. 
Take  army — ^no,  take  Leggy  Tailors 
Down  to  the  Fleet,  for  no  one  but  a  nincum 
Out  of  our  nation*s  narrow  income 
Would  furnish  such  wide  trousers  to  the  Sailors. 
Next  take,  to  wonder  him. 
The  Master  of  the  Horse*s  horse  from  under  him  ; 
Retrench  from  those  who  teod  on  Royal  ills 

Wherewith  to  gild  their  pills. 
And  tell  the  Stag-hound's  Master  he  must  keep 
The  deer,  &c.,  cheap. 
Close  as  new  brooms 
Scrub  the  Bed  Chamber  Grooms  ; 
Abridge  the  Master  of  the  Ceremonies 

Of  his  very  monies  ; 
In  short,  at  every  salary  have  a  pull, 
And  when  folks  come  for  pay 
On  quarterKlay, 
Stop  half  and  make  them  give  receipts  in  fulL 

Oh,  Mr.  Hume,  don't  drinki 

Or  eat,  or  sleep,  a  wink. 
Till  3rou  have  argued  over  each  reduction : 
Let  it  be  food  to  you,  repose  and  suction  ; 

Though  you  should  make  more  motions  by  one  half 
Than  any  telegraph. 
Item  by  item  all  these  things  enforce. 
Be  on  your  legs  till  lame,  and  talk  till  hoarse  ; 
Have  lozenges — mind,  Dawson*s — in  your  pockety 
And  swing  your  arms  till  aching  in  their  socket ; 

Or  if  awake  you  cannot  keep, 
Talk  of  retrenchment  in  your  sleep  ; 
Expose  each  Peachum,  and  show  up  each  Lockit^- 
Go  down  to  the  M.P.*s  before  you  sup, 


l64  TO  ADMIRAL  GAMBIER. 

And  while  they're  sitting  blow  them  np, 
As  Gay  Fawkes  could  not  do  with  all  his  nous ; 
But  now  we  live  in  different  Novemben, 
And  safely  you  may  walk  into  the  Houte^ 
First  split  its  ears  and  then  divide  iti  memben  t 


TO  ADMIRAL  GAMBIER,  G.Ca 


«(^ 


Well,  if  you  redaim  toch  as  Hood,  Tonr  Society  will  deaerve  t' 
of  the  country."— -TVivf/muMir  Society's  Htraid,  vdL  x.  No  z»  p.  8L 


"  My  father,  when  last  I  from  Guii 

Came  home  with  abundance  of  wea!di» 
Said,  '  Jack,  never  be  such  a  ninny 
As  to  drink—'  says  I,  '  Father,  yonr  health  t'** 

NoiAimgliktGro^ 

|H!  Admiral  Gam — I  dare  not  mention  5f1 
In  such  a  temperate  ear — 
Oh  !  Admiral  Gam— an  admiral  of  the 
Of  course  to  read  the  Navy  List  aright^ 
P'or  strictly  shunning  wine  of  either  hue, 
You  can't  be  Admiral  of  the  Red  or  White  : — 
Oh,  Admiral  Gam  !  consider  ejre  you  call 
On  merry  Englishmen  to  wash  their  throttles 
With  water  only  ;  and  to  break  their  bottle^ 
To  stick,  for  fear  of  trespass,  on  the  wall 
Of  Exeter  HaU  ! 

Consider,  I  beseech,  the  contrariety 
Of  cutting  off  our  brandy,  gin,  and  rum, 
And  then,  by  tracts,  inviting  us  to  come 

And  "  mix  in  your  society  1 " 
In  giving  nil€is  to  dine,  or  sup,  or  lunch, 
Consider  Nature's  ends  before  you  league  ns 
To  strip  the  Isle  of  Rum  of  all  its  punch — 
To  dock  the  Isle  of  Mull  of  all  its  nc^^us — 
Or  dooErt-^to  suit  your  milk  and  water  view-— 
The  Isle  of  Skye  to  nothing  but  sky-blue  ! 

Consider — for  appearance'  sake — consider 
The  sorry  figure  of  a  spirit -ridder, 
Going  on  this  crusade  against  the  suttler ; 
A  sort  of  Httdibras — without  a  Butler  ! 
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Consider — ere  you  break  the  ardent  spirits 
Of  &ther,  mother,  brother,  sister,  daughter  ; 
What  are  jrour  beverage's  washy  merits  ? 
Gia  may  be  low— but  I  have  known  low-water  I 

Conader  well,  before  you  thus  deliver, 
With  such  authority,  your  sloppy  cannon  ; 
Should  British  tars  taste  nothing  but  the  river. 
Because  the  Chesapeake  once  fought  the  Shannon  i 

Conader,  too— before  all  Eau-de-vie, 
Schiedam,  or  other  drinkers,  you  rebut — 
To  bite  a  bitten  dog  all  curs  agree  ; 
3ut  who  would  cut  a  man  because  he*s  cutf 

C^onsider— ere  you  bid  the  poor  to  fill 
iTieir  murmuring  stomach  with  the  "murmuring  rill"^ 
Consider  that  their  streams  are  not  like  ours, 
Xleflecting  heaven,  and  margined  by  sweet  flowers ; 
On  their  dark  pools  by  day  no  sun  reclines, 
^y  night  no  Jupiter,  no  Venus  shines  ; 
Consider  life's  sour  taste,  that  bids  them  mix 
Their  rum  with  Acheron,  or  Gin  with  Styx  ; 
If  you  must  pour  out  water  to  the  poor,  oh  ! 
Let  it  be  a^ua  d^  oro  I 

Consider — ere  as  furious  as  a  griffin. 
Against  a  glass  of  grog  you  make  such  worl^ 

A  man  may  like  a  stiff 'un. 

And  yet  not  be  a  Burke  ! 

Consider,  too,  before  you  bid  all  skinkers 

Turn  water-drinkers, 
What  sort  of  fluid  fills  their  native  rivers  ; 
Their  Mudiboos,  and  Niles,  and  Guadalquivirs. 
How  should  you  like,  yourself,  in  glass  or  niu§^ 

The  Bog— the  Bug— 
The  Maine — the  Weser — or  that  freezer,  Neva? 
Nay,  take  the  very  rill  of  classic  ground — 

Lord  Byron  found 
Even  Castaly  better  for  Geneva. 


|66  TO  SPENCER  PERCEVAL. 

Consider — if,  to  vote  Refonn*s  airean. 

His  Majesty  should  please  to  make  yon  peeri» 

Your  titles  would  be  very  far  from  trumps^ 

To  figure  in  a  book  of  blue  and  red  : — 

The  Duke  of  Draw-well — ^what  a  name  to  dread ! 

Marquis  of  Main-pipe  !  Earl  New-River-Head  I 

And  Temperance's  chief,  the  Prince  of  Pomps  1 


TO  SPENCER  PERCEVAL,  ESQ.,  M.P. 

|H,  Mr.  Spencer ! 

I  mean  no  ofTenoe,  sir — 
Retrencher  of  each  trencher — ^man  or  wo 
Maker  of  days  of  ember, 
Eloquent  Member 
Of  the  House  of  Com — I  mean  to  say  short  commom 
Thou  Long  Tom  Coffin  singing  out,  "  Hold  Fast"— 
Avast ! 

Oh,  Mr.  Perceval  !  IMl  bet  a  dollar,  a 

Great  growth  of  Cholera, 

And  new  deaths  reckon*d, 
Will  mark  thy  I^nten  twenty-first  and  second. 
The  best  of  our  physicians,  when  they  con  it, 
Depose  the  mnlady  is  in  the  air : 
Oh,  Mr.  Spencer  !  if  the  ill  is  there, 
Why  should  you  bid  the  people  live  upon  it  ? 

Why  should  you  make  discourses  against  courses, 
While  doctors,  though  they  bid  us  rub  and  chafe. 

Declare,  of  all  resources, 
The  man  is  safest  who  gets  in  the  safe  ? 
And  yet  you  bid  poor  suicidal  sinners 

Discard  their  dinners. 
Thoughtless  how  Heaven  above  will  look  upon't. 
For  man  to  die  so  wantonly  of  want  I 

By  way  of  a  variety. 
Think  of  the  ineffectual  piety 
Of  London's  Bishop,  at  St.  Faith's  or  Bride's* 

Lecturing  such  chamelion  insides, 


TO  MISS  KELLY, 167 

Only  to  find 
He*s  preaching  U  the  wind. 

Whaterer  others  do, — or  don*t» 

I  cannot — dare  not — must  not  fast,  and  won't. 

Unless  by  night  your  day  you  let  me  keep, 

And /ast  asleep ; 
My  constitution  can*t  obey  such  censors  i- 

I  must  have  meat 

Three  times  a-day  to  eat ; 

My  health's  of  such  a  sort, — 

To  say  the  truth,  in  short. 
The  coais  of  my  stomach  arc  not  Spauersl 


TO  MISS  KELLY. 
ON  HEB  OPENING  THE  STRAND  THFATRE. 

BETTY — I  beg  pardon — Fanny  K. 
(I  was  just  thinking  of  your  Betty  Finnikin)- 
Permit  me  this  to  say, 
In  quite  a  friendly  way — 
I  like  your  theatre,  though  but  a  minnikin  ; 
For  though  small  stages  Kean  dislikes  to  spout  on, 
Renounce  me  if  I  don't  agree  with  Dowton, 
The  Minors  are  the  Passions'  proper  schools 
For  me,  I  never  can 
P'ind  wisdom  in  the  plan 
That  keeps  large  reservoirs  for  little  Pooles. 

I  like  your  boxes  where  the  audience  sit 

A  family  circle ;  and  your  little  pit ; 

I  like  your  little  stage,  where  you  discuss 

Your  pleasant  bill  of  fare. 
And  show  us  passengers  so  rich  and  rare, 
Your  little  stage  seems  quite  an  omnibus. 

I  like  exceedingly  your  Parthian  dame^ 
Dimly  remembering  dramatic  codgers. 
The  ghost  of  Memory — the  shade  of  Fame  !— 
Lord  !  what  a  housekeeper  for  Mr.  Rogers  1 
I  like  your  savage,  of  a  one-horse  power ; 


M  TO  DR.  HAHNEMANN. 

And  Terence,  done  in  Irish  from  the  Latin ; 

And  Sally — quite  a  kitchen-garden  flower ; 

And  Mrs.  Drake,  serene  in  sky-blue  satin  ! 

\  like  your  girl  as  speechless  as  a  mummy- 
It  shows  yon  can  play  dummy  !«• 

I  like  your  boy,  deprived  of  every  gleam 

Of  light  for  ever — a  benighted  being  ! 

And  really  think— though  Irish  it  may  seem    ■ 
Your  blindness  is  worth  seeing. 

I  like  your  Governess ;  and  there's  a  striking 
Tale  of  Two  Brothers,  that  sets  tears  a-flowiog- 

But  I'm  not  going 
All  through  the  bill  to  tell  you  of  niy  liking. 
Suffice  it,  Fanny  Kelly  !  with  your  art 
So  much  in  love,  like  others  I  have  grown, 
I  really  mean  myself  to  take  a  part 
Jn  **  Free  and  Easy  ** — at  my  own  bespeak — 

And  shall  three  times  a  week 
prop  in  and  make  your  pretty  house  XKf  owm  I 


TO  DOCTOR  HAHNEMANN. 
THE  HOMCEOFATHIST. 

JELL,  Doctor, 

Great  concoctor 
Of  medicines  to  help  in  man's  distress ; 
Diluting  down  the  strong  to  meel 
And  making  even  the  weak  more  weak, 
"  Fine  by  degrees,  and  beautifully  less  ** — 
Founder  of  a  new  sjrstem  economic. 
To  dmgjjists  anything  but  comic ; 
Framed  the  whole  race  of  Ollapods  to  fret. 
At  profits,  like  thy  doses,  very  small ; 
To  put  all  Doctors*  Boys  in  evil  case, 
Thrown  out  of  bread,  of  physic,  and  of  place, — 
And  show  us  old  Apothecaries'  Hall 

"To  Let" 

How  Cure  thy  Patients  ?  are  they  dead  or  livinj;^ 
Or,  well  as  can  expected  be,  with  such 
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A  style  of  practice,  liberally  giving 
**  A  sum  of  more  to  that  which  had  too  much?" 
I>ost  thou  preserve  the  human  frame,  or  turf  it  ? 
X>o  thorough  draughts  cure  thorough  colds  or  not? 

Do  fevers  yield  to  anything  that's  hot? 
Or  hearty  dinners  neutralise  a  surfeit  ? 
Xs't  good  advice  for  gastronomic  ills, 
AYhen  Indigestion's  face  with  pain  is  crumpling, 
To  ay  "  Discard  those  Peristaltic  Pills, 

Take  a  hard  dumpling  !' 


i»» 


Tell  me,  thou  German  Cousin, 
-And  tell  me  honestly  without  a  diddle, 
^>oes  an  attenuated  dose  of  rosin 
^ct  as  a  tonic  on  the  old  Scotch  fiddle  t 
Tell  me,  wheji  Anhalt-Coethen  babies  wriggle, 

Like  ieels  just  caught  by  sniggle, 
Iklartyrs  to  some  acidity  internal, 

That  gives  them  pangs  infernal. 
Meanwhile  the  lip  grows  black,  the  eye  enlarges ; 
Say,  comes  there  all  at  once  a  cherub-calm, 
Thanks  to  that  soothing  homoeopathic  balm, 
The  half  of  half,  of  half,  a  drop  of  **  varies  /**' 

Suppose,  for  instance,  upon  Leipzig's  plain, 
A  soldier  pillowed  on  a  heap' of  slain. 
In  urgent  want  both  of  a  priest  and  proctor ; 
When  lo  !  there  comes  a  man  in  green  and  red, 
A  featherless  cocked -hat  adorns  his  head, 
In  short  a  Saxon  military  doctor — 
Would  he,  indeed,  on  the  right  treatment  fix. 
To  cure  a  horrid  gaping  wound. 
Made  by  a  ball  that  weighed  a  pound* 
If  he  well  peppered  it  with  number  six  ? 

Suppose  a  felon  doomed  to  swing 

Within  a  rope. 

Might  friends  not  hope 
To  cure  him  with  a  string? 
Suppose  his  breath  arrived  at  a  full  stop^ 
The  shades  of  death  in  a  black  cloud  before  him, 


> 
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Would  a  qaintillionth  dose  of  the  New  Drop 

Restore  him  ? 

Fancy  a  man  gone  rabid  from  a  bite. 

Snapping  to  left  and  right, 
And  giving  tongue  like  one  of  Sebright's  hoiiiidi» 

Terrific  sounds, 
The  pallid  neighbourhood  with  honor  oowing, 
To  hit  the  proper  homoeopathic  mark ; 
Now,  might  not  "  the  last  taste  in  life  "  of  hark^ 

Stop  his  bcw-wouhingf 
Nay,  with  a  well-known  remedy  to  fit  him. 
Would  he  not  mend,  if  with  all  proper  careg 

He  togk  **  a  hair 
Of  the  dog  thai  bit  him  r 

Picture  a  man — we'll  say  a  Dutch  Meinheer — . 

In  evident  emotion. 
Bent  o'er  the  bulwark  of  the  Batavier, 

Owning  those  s3rmptoms  queer — 
Some  feel  in  a  Sich  Transit  o'er  the  ocean. 
Can  anything  in  life  be  more  pathetic 
Than  when  he  turns  to  us  his  wretched  face  ?— 

But  would  it  mend  his  case 

To  be  decillionth-dosed 

With  something  like  the  ghost 
Of  an  emetic  ? 

Lo  !  now  a  darkened  room  ! 

Look  through  the  dreary  gloom. 
And  see  that  coverlet  of  wildest  form. 
Tost  like  the  billows  in  a  storm, 
Where  ever  and  anon,  with  groans,  emeiges 

A  ghastly  head ! 
While  two  impatient  arms  still  beat  the  bed. 
Like  a  strong  swimmer's  struggling  with  the  surges ; 
There  Life  and  Death  are  on  their  battle-plain, 
With  many  a  mortal  ecstasy  of  pain — 
What  shall  support  the  body  in  its  trial. 
Cool  the  hot  blood,  wild  dream,  and  parching  skin, 
And  tame  the  raging  malady  within — 
A  sniff  of  Next-to-Nothing  in  a  phial  ? 
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Oh  !  Doctor  Hahnemann,  if  here  I  laugh. 

And  cry  together,  half  and  half, 
Excuse  me,  'tis  a  mood  the  subject  brings. 
To  think,  whilst  I  have  crowed  like  chanticleer. 
Perchance,  from  some  dull  eye  the  hop>eless  tear 
Hath  gushed,  with  my  light  levity  at  schism;  < 
To  mourn  some  Martyr  of  Empiricism  ! 
I^crcfaance,  on  thy  own  system,  I  have  given 
<^  piuig  superfluous  to  the  pains  of  Sorrow, 
^^Vho  weeps  with  Memory  from  mom  till  even  ; 
A^rbere  comfort  there  is  none  to  lend  or  borrow. 
Sighing  to  one  sad  strain, 
"  She  will  not  come  again, 
!*o-morrow,  nor  to-morrow,  nor  to-morrow  I" 


^>octor,  forgive  me,  if  I  dare  prescribe 
«^  rule  for  thee  thyself  and  all  thy  tribe, 
inserting  a  few  serious  words  by  stealth  ; 

Above  all  price  0/ wealth 
Tki  Body 5  yeu*el^ — not  for  minds  profane^ 
Or  handSf  to  tamper  with  in  practice  z-ain — 
,JJj^  to  a  Woman* s  Virtue  is  Mans  HecUth, 
w4  heavenly  gift  within  a  holy  shrine  I 
To  be  approached  and  touched  with  serious /ear. 
By  hands  made  pure,  and  hearts  of  faith  severe, 
Evai  as  the  priesthood  of  tlie  ONE  divine  I 

But,  zounds !  each  fellow  with  a  suit  of  black, 

And,  strange  to  fame, 

\Vith  a  diploma'd  name, 
That  carries  two  more  letters  pick-a-back. 
With  cane,  and  snuff-box,  powdered  wig,  and  block, 
Invents  his  dose,  as  if  it  were  a  chrism, 
And  dares  to  treat  our  wondrous  mechanism, 
Familiar  as  the  works  of  old  Dutch  clock  ; 
Yet,  how  would  common  sense  esteem  the  man. 
Oh  how,  my  unrelated  German  cousin. 
Who  having  some  such  time-keeper  on  trial. 
And  finding  it  too  fast,  enforced  the  dial 
To  strike  upon  the  Homoeopathic  plan 

Of  fourteen  to  the  dozen  ? 
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Take  my  advice,  'tis  given  withont  a  fee. 

Drown,  drown  your  book  ten  thousand  fiithoms  deep 

Like  Prospero's  beneath  the  briny  sea. 

For  spells  of  magic  have  all  gone  to  sleep  ! 

Leave  no  decillionth  fragment  of  your  works^ 

To  help  the  interests  of  quacking  Burkes ; 

Aid  not  in  murdering  even  widow's  mites^— • 

And  now  forgive  me  for  my  candid  zeal, 

I  had  not  said  so  much,  but  that  I  feel 

Should  you  take  ill  what  here  my  Muse  indites^ 

An  Ode-ling  more  will  set  you  all  to  rigfatSi 


TO  THE  ADVOCATES  FOR  THE  REMOVAL  OP  SMITHFIEL 

MARKET. 

"  Sweeping  our  flocks  and  herds."— Douglas. 

PHILANTHROPIC  men  !— 
For  this  address  I  need  not  make  apology — 
Who  aim  at  clearing  out  the  Smithfield  pen. 
And  planting  further  off  its  vUe  Zoology — 
Permit  me  thus  to  tell, 
I  like  your  efTorts  well, 
For  routing  that  great  nest  of  Homithology  1 

Be  not  dismay 'd  although  repulsed  at  first, 
And  driven  from  their  Horse,  and  Pig,  and  Lamb  parts, 
Charge  on  ! — you  shall  upon  their  homworks  burst, 
And  carry  all  their  ^////-warks  and  their  /^am-parts. 

Go  on,  ye  wholesale  drovers  ! 
And  drive  away  the  Smithfield  flocks  and  hetds ! 

As  wild  as  Tartar-Curds, 
That  come  so  fat,  and  kicking,  from  their  clovers^ 
Off  with  them  all ! — those  restive  brutes,  that  vex 
Our  streets,  and  plunge,  and  lunge,  and  butt,  and  battle ; 

And  save  the  female  sex 
From  being  cow'd — like  16— by  the  cattle  1 

Fancy, — when  droves  appear  on 
I'he  hill  of  Holbom,  roaring  from  its  top, — 
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Yoor  ladies— ready,  as  they  own,  to  drop, 
Taking  themselves  to  Thomson's  with  a  Fear-on  / 

Or,  in  St  Martin's  Lane, 
•*5carcd  by  a  Bullock,  in  a  frisky  vein, — 
^anqr  the  terror  of  your  timid  daughters 

While  rushing  souse 

Into  a  coffee-house, 
To  find  it— Slaughter's. 

Or  fancy  this  : — 
^Valking  along  the  street,  some  stranger  Miss, 
^^er  head  with  no  such  thought  of  danger  laden, 
'^^hcn  suddenly  'tis  **  Aries  Taurus  Virgo  !" 
"^oa  don't  know  Latin,  I  translate  it  ergo, 
^ato  your  Areas  a  Bull  throws  the  Maiden  I 

lliink  of  some  poor  old  crone 
^I'reated,  just  like  a  penny,  with  a  toss  ! 

At  that  vile  spot  now  grown 

So  generally  known 
¥or  making  a  Cow  Cross  ! 

l*fay,  fancy  your  own  selves  far  off  from  stall. 
Or  shed,  or  shop — and  that  an  Ox  infuriate 

Just  pins  you  to  the  wall, 
Giving  you  a  strong  dose  of  Oxy-MuricUe! 

Methinks  I  hear  the  neighbours  that  live  round 

The  Market-ground 
Thus  make  appeal  unto  their  civic  fellows — 
***Tis  well  for  you  that  live  apart — unable 

To  hear  this  brutal  Babel, 
But  ^foa  firesides  are  troubled  with  their  bellows, 

"  Folks  that  too  freely  sup 

Must  e'en  put  up 
With  their  own  troubles  if  they  can't  digest ; 

But  we  must  needs  regard 

The  case  as  hard 
The  otAers*  victuals  should  disturb  our  rest, 
That  from  our  sleep  your  food  should  start  and  jump  us  ! 
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We  like,  ourselves,  a  steak. 
But,  Sirs,  for  pity's  sake ! 
We  don't  want  oxen  at  our  doors  to  rump-^ut 

"  If  we  do  doie — it  really  is  too  bad  I 
We  constantly  are  roar'd  awake  or  rung^ 

Through  bullocks  mad 
That  run  in  all  the  '  Night  ThoughU '  of  <mr  Young !" 

Such  are  the  woes  of  sleepers-^-now  let's  take 
The  woes  of  those  that  wish  to  keep  a  fVake, 
Oh  think !  when  Wombell  gives  his  annual  feast% 
Think  of  these  "  Bulls  of  Basan,"  far  from  mild  ones ; 

Such  6erce  tame  beasts, 
That  nobody  much  cares  to  see  the  Wild  ones ! 

Think  of  the  Show  woman,  "what  shows  a  DwarC* 
Seeing  a  red  Cow  come 
To  swallow  her  Tom  Thumb, 

And  forcM  with  broom  of  birch  to  keep  her  off  I 

Think,  too,  of  Messrs.  Richardson  and  Co., 
When  looking  at  their  public  private  boxes, 

To  see  in  the  back  row 
Three  live  sheep's  heads,  a  porker's  and  an  Ox's  I 
Think  of  their  Orchestra,  when  two  horns  come 
Through,  to  accompany  the  double  drum  I 

Or,  in  the  midst  of  murder  and  remorses. 

Just  when  the  Ghost  is  certain, 
A  great  rent  in  the  curtain. 

And  enter  two  tall  skeletons^ef  Horses ! 

Great  philanthropies !  pnty  urge  these  topics  t 
Upon  the  solemn  Councils  of  the  Nation, 
Get  a  Bill  soon,  and  give,  some  noon. 
The  Bulls,  a  Bull  of  Excommunication  I 

Let  the  old  Fair  have  fair-play  as  its  right. 
And  to  each  show  and  sight 

Ye  shall  be  treated  with  a  Free  List  latitude  j 
To  Richardson's  Stage  Dramas^ 
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Dio— and  Cosmo— ramas. 

Giants  and  Indians  wild, 
j^^  Dwar(  Sea  Bear,  and  Fat  Child, 

^^*^  th^  most  rare  of  Shows— a  Show  of  gratitude  I  • 


TO  MARY 


AT  NO.  I,  NEWGATE. 


Favoured  "by  Mr,  Wontner. 

MARY,;i  believ*d  you  true. 
And  I  was  blest  in  so  believing ; 
But  till  this  hour  I  never  knew — 
That  you  were  taken  up  for  thieving  I 

Oh  !  when  I  snatch*d  a  tender  kiss 
Or  some  such  trifle  when  I  courted. 
You  said,  indeed,  that  love  was  bliss, 
But  never  owned  you  were  transported  t 

But  then  to  gaze  on  that  fair  face — 
It  would  have  been  an  unfair  feeling, 
To  drelm  that  you  had  pilfered  lace — 
And  Flints  had  suffered  from  your  stealing  t 

Or  when  my  veil  I  first  preferr'd, 

To  bring  your  coldness  to  repentance. 

Before  I  hamme/d  out  a  word. 

How  could  I  dream  you'd  beard  a  sentence  ! 

Or  when  with  all  the  warmth  of  youth 
I  strove  to  prove  my  love  no  fiction, 
How  could  I  guess  I  urged  a  truth 
On  one  already  past  conviction  ! 

How  could  I  dream  that  ivory  part. 

Your  hand — where  I  have  looked  and  linger*d, 

Altho'  it  stole  away  my  heart. 

Had  been  held  up  as  one  light-fmger*d  f 

In  melting  verse  your  charms  I  drew. 
The  charms  in  which  my  muse  deli^hted^ 
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Alas  !  the  lay  I  thought  was  new. 
Spoke  only  what  had  been  indkUd! 

Oh  !  when  that  form,  a  lovely  one^ 
Hung  on  the  neck  its  arms  had  flown  to^ 
I  little  thought  that  you  had  run 
A  chance  of  hanging  on  your  own  toa 

You  said  you  pick*d  me  from  the  world, 
My  vanity  it  now  must  shock  it — 
And  down  at  once  my  pride  is  huri'd, 
You*ve  pick*d  me— and  you've  pick*d  a  picket 

Oh  !  when  our  love  had  got  so  far,  • 

The  bans  were  read  by  Dr.  Daley, 

Who  asked  if  there  was  any  bar — 

Why  did  not  some  one  shout  ^  Old  Bailey  ?" 

But  when  you  rob'd  your  fl«sh  and  bones 
In  that  pure  white  that  angel  garb  is^ 
Who  could  have  thought  you,  Mary  Jones, 
Among  the  Joans  that  link  with  Darbies? 

And  when  the  parson  came  to  say, 

My  goods  were  yours,  if  I  had  got  any, 

And  you  should  honour  and  obey, 

Who  could  have  thought—"  O  Bay  of  Botany.** 

But,  oh, — (hff  worst  of  all  your  slips 
I  did  not  till  this  day  discover — 
Tliat  down  itir  Deptford's  prison  ships, 
Oh,  Mary  !  you've  a  hulking  loVer ! 

No.  II. 

•'  Love,  with  a  witness." 

He  has  shaved  off  his  whiskers  and  blacken'd  hii  browa^ 
Wears  a  patch  and  a  wig  of  false  hair, — 
Bot  it's  him — Oh  it's  him  ! — we  exchanged  lovers'  vowi» 
When  I  lived  up  in  Cavendish  Square. 

He  had  beautiful  eyes,  and  his  lips  were  the  same^ 
And  his  voice  was  as  soft  as  a  flute — 
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Like  a  Lord  or  a  Marquis  he  look*d  when  he  came, 
To  make  love  in  his  master's  best  suiL 

If  I  lived  for  a  thousand  long  years  from  my  birth, 
I  shall  never  foi^  what  he  told  ; 
How  he  lov'd  me  beyond  the  rich  women  of  earth, 
With  their  jewels  and  silver  and  gold  I 

When  he  kissed  me  and  bade  me  adieu  wilh  a  sigh. 
By  the  light  of  the  sweetest  of  moons, 
Oh  how  Httle  I  dreamt  I  was  bidding  good-bye 
To  my  Missis's  tea-pot  and  spoons ! 

Na  III. 

"  rd  b«  a  PSttody."— Bailey. 

We  net — 'twas  in  a  mob — and  I  thought  he  had  done  me~> 
I  felt — I  could  not  feel — for  no  watch  was  upon  me ; 
He  ran — the  night  was  cold — and  his  pace  wis  unaltered, 
I  too  longed  much  to  pelt — but  my  smalMK>ned  legs  falter'd. 
I  wore  my  bran  new  boots — and  unrivall'd  their  brightness, 
They  fit  me  to  a  hair — how  I  hated  their  tightness  ! 
I  ca]l*d,  but  no  one  came,  and  my  stride  had  a  tether  ; 
Oh  thou  hast  been  the  cause  of  this  anguish,  my  leather  ! 

And  once  again  we  met — and  an  old  pal  was  near  him. 
He  swore  a  something  low^-but  'twas  no  use  to  fear  liim ; 
I  seized  upon  his  arm,  he  was  mine  and  mine  only. 
And  stept — as  he  deserv'd-^to  cells  wretched  and  lonely  : 
And  there  he  will  be  tried — but  I  shall  ne'er  receive  her. 
The  watch  that  went  too  sure  for  an  artful  deceiver  ; 
The  world  may  think  me  gay, — heart  and  feet  ache  together. 
Oh  thim  hast  been  the  cause  of  this  anguisli,  my  leather. 


TO  FANNY, 
"Gay  being,  bom  to  flutter  I  "—Sale's  Glee. 

S  this  your  faith,  then,  Fanny  ! 

What,  to  chat  with  every  Dun  ? 
I'm  the  one,  then,  bat  of  many, 
Not  of  many,  but  the  Onel 
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Last  night  you  smil'd  on  all.  Ma'am, 
That  appeared  in  scarlet  dress ; 

And  your  Regimental  Ball,  Ma^am, 
Look'd  a  little  like  a  Mess. 

I  thouglit  that  of  the  Sogers 
(As  the  Scotch  say)  one  might  do  ; 

And  that  T,  slight  Ensign  Rogers, 
Was  the  chosen  man  and  true 

But  'Sblood  !  yonr  eye  was  busy 
AVith  that  ragamufBn  ipob  ; — 

Colonel  Buddell — Colonel  Dizzy— * 
And  Lieutenant-Coloned  Cobb. 

General  Joblin,  General  Jodkin, 
Colonels — Kelly,  Felly,  with 

lilajors — Sturgeon,  Truffle,  Bodkin 
And  the  Quarter-master  Smith. 

Blajor  Powderum — Major  Dowdrum— v« 
Major  Chowdrum— Major  Bye— 

Captain  Tawney — Captain  Fttwneyy 
Captain  Any-one — but  I  f 

Deuce  take  it !  when  the  regiment 
Vou  so  praised,  I  only  thought 

That  you  lovM  it  in  abridgement, 
Lut  I  now  am  better  taught  \ 

I  went,  as  loving  man  goes, 
To  admire  thee  in  quadrilles ; 

Lilt  Fan,  you  dance  fandangoes 
With  just  any  fop  that  wills  \ 

I  went  with  notes  before  us, 
On  the  lay  of  Love  to  touch  ] 

But  with  all  the  Corps  in  cliorus. 
Oh  !  it  is  indeed  too  much  ! 

You  once — ere  you  contracted 
For  the  Army — ^eem'd  my  o\ 
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But  now  yon  laugh  with  all  the  StafT, 
And  I  may  sigh  alone  I 

I  know  not  how  it  chances, 
When  my  passion  ever  dares, 

But  the  warmer  my  advances. 
Then  the  cooler  are  your  airs. 

I  am,  I  don't  conceal  it, 

But  I  am  a  little  hurt ; 
You're  a  Fan,  and  I  must  feel  it, 

Fit  for  nothing  but  a  Flirt  I 

I  dreamt  thy  smiles  of  beauty 

On  myself  alone  did  fall ; 
But  ala!» !  "  Cosi  Fan  Tutti !" 

It  is  thus.  Fan,  thus  with  all  I 

You  have  taken  quite  a  mob  in 

Of  new  military  flames  ; — 
They  would  make  a  fme  Round  Robin 

If  I  gave  you  all  their  names  I 


^t^ 
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|Y  dear,  do  pull  the  bell, 
And  pull  it  well, 
And  send  those  noisy  children  all  up  stairs,* 
Now  playing  here  like  bears — 
Pl^^  George,  and  William,  go  into  the  grounds, 
^^rlcs,  James,  and  Bob  are  Acre,— and  take  your  string, 
Y  "^^¥6  horses,  or  fly  kites,  or  anything, 
^^'re  quite  enough  to  play  at  hare  and  hounds,-* 
^oa  little  May,  and  Caroline,  and  Poll, 

Take  each  your  doll. 
And  go,  my  dears,  into  the  two-back  pair, 
Your  sister  Margaret's  there — 
^^niet  and  Grace,  thank  God,  are  both  at  school, 
At  far  off  Ponty  Pool— 


I  w»nt  to  read,  but  really  can't  get  on — 
Let  the  four  twins,  Mark,  Matthew,  Luke,  and  Joh 
Go^to  iheir  nursery — go — I  nevtr  ran 
Enjoy  my  Mallbns  among  Eucb  a  cUm  I 

Oh  Mr.  MalihuSi,  I  agree 

In  everything  1  read  with  thee ! 

The  world's  too  full,  there  li  no  doubt. 

And  wuits  >  drat  of  Ihianinf!  onl, — 

Il'i  pl»in — as  plain  aa  Ilflrrow  Steeple — 

And  1  Bgree  with  some  thus  far, 

AVho  say  the  Queen's  too  popular, 

I'liftt  is,— she  hu  too  many  people.  ^^^H 

There  are  too  many  of  all  tmdel,    ^^^B 
1\H.>ninny  Ukcrs,  ^B 

Too  many  every4hing-makcn, 
Uiit  not  too  many  undertakers, — 

Too  many  boys,- — 
Too  many  holiby-de-hoy», — 
Too  many  girls,  men,  widuws,  wives  and  maids,— 
There  is  a  dreadful  surplus  to  demolish. 
And  yet  some  Wrongheads, 
Witli  thick  not  long  heads, 
INrar  Metaphysicians  I 
Sign  petitions 
Capital  pnnishnicnl  to  aboliiJi ; 
And  in  the  face  of  censuses  such  vast  ones 
New  hospitals  contrive, 
For  keeping  life  alive, 
laying  first  si  ones,  the  dolts !  instead  of  last  ones  1 
Others,  again,  in  the  same  contrariety, 
l>eem  that  of  all  Humane  Society 

^liey  really  deserve  thanks. 
Because  the  two  banks  of  the  Serpentina 
By  their  design, 
Are  Saving  Banks. 
Oh  !  -ntn  it  given  but  to  me  lo  weed 
The  human  breed. 
And  root  out  here  arul  there  some  n 
I  think  I  could  go  through  it. 


TO  MR.  MALTHUS.  i8z 

And  really  do  it 
With  profit  to  the  world  and  to  myself, — 
For  instance,  the  unkind  among  the  Editors, 
My  debtors,  those  I  mean  to  say 
AVho  cannot  or  who  will  not  pay 
And  all  my  creditors. 

These,  for  my  own  sake,  I'd  destroy ; 
But  for  the  world's,  and  every  one's, 
I'd  hoe  up  Mrs.  G — 's  two  sons, 
And  Mrs.  B— 's  big  little  boy, 
Caird  only  by  herself  an  "only  joy.** 
As  Mr.  Irving*s  chapel's  not  too  full, 
Himself  alone  I'd  pull — 
But  for  the  i)eace  of  years  that  have  to  run, 
I'd  make  the  Lord  Mayor's  a  perpetual  station. 
And  put  a  period  to  rotation. 
By  rooting  up  all  Aldermen  but  one, — 
These  are  but  hints  what  good  might  thus  be  done  ! 
But  ah  !  I  fear  the  public  good 
Is  little  by  the  public  understood, — 
For  instance — if  with  flint,  and  steel,  and  tinder. 
Great  Swing,  for  once  a  philanthropic  man 
Proposed  to  throw  a  light  upon  thy  plan. 
No  doubt  some  busy  fool  would  hinder 
His  burning  all  the  Foundling  to  a  cinder. 

Or,  if  the  Lord  Mayor,  on  an  Easter  Monday, 

That  wine  and  bun-day. 
Proposed  to  poison  all  the  little  Blue-coats 
Before  they  died  by  bit  or  sup, 
Some  meddling  Marplot  would  blow  up. 

Just  at  the  moment  critical. 

The  economy  political 
Of  Saving  their  fresh  yellow  plush  and  new  coats. 

Equally  'twould  be  undone, 

Suppose  the  Bishop  of  London, 
On  that  great  day 
In  June  or  May, 
When  all  the  large  small  family  of  chsurity, 

Brown,  black,  or  carroty. 
Walk  in  their  dusty  parish  shoes 


I.  too  many  two-and-lwos, 
To  sing  together  till  Uicy  eaue  the  wails 

OfoldS^  PaulX 
Sitting  in  rcil,  gcey,  ciecn,  blue,  drab,  aod  whil^ 
Some  say  a.  gratifying  sight, 
Tho'  I  think  spu3— but  that"*  ■  schiiav— 
To  witness  lo  much  paaperisin — 

Suppose,  I  Bay,  Ihe  Bishop  then,  to  make 
In  this  poor  overcrowded  world  more  room, 

Proposed  to  shake 
Down  that  immense  extinguisher,  the  dome — 
Some  hnrnane  Mattio  in  the  chuicy  Gai-tiaf 

I  fear  wooM  come  nod  interfere, 

Save  beadle,  brat,  and  overseer. 

To  walk  liBck  in  their  piiri^h  shoci. 

In  loo.  too  many  two-and-iwos, 
Islington — Wapping — or  Pall  Mall  way  I 

Thus  people  hiitch'd  from  goose's  egg, 

Foolishly  think  a  pest  a  plague, 

And  in  its  face  their  doors  all  shut. 

On  hinges  otl'd  with  cajepul — 

Dni^iig  themselves  with  drams  well  ipiccd  ud  de 

And  turning  pale  as  linen  rags. 

At  hoisting  up  of  yellow  flags. 
While  you  and  I  are  crying  "  Orange  Boven  !" 
Why  should  we  let  precautions  so  abiorb  os. 
Or  trouble  shipping  with  a  quarantine — 
When  if  I  understand  the  thing  you  mean, 
We  ought  to  miport  (he  Cholera  Morbus  1 


"Tlie  nun  >l  ninclh  vraj  day." 

IE  Dawn  is  overcast,  the  morning  low^ 
On  ev'ry  window-frame  hang  beaded  i 
Like  rou-s  of  small  illuminalioD  bnpt, 
To  celebrate  the  Jubilee  of  Show'n  1 


TO  ST.  SWJTHJN.  1S3 

A  constant  spcinkle  patters  from  all  leaves. 
The  very  Drjaids  are  not  dry,  but  soppei:s» 

And  from  the  Houses'  eaves 

T\imble  eaves-droppers. 

The  Irandred  clerks  that  live  along  the  street^ 
Condsmen  to  mercantile  and  City  schemers, 
With  squashing,  sloshing  and  galoching  feet. 
Go  paddling^  paddling,  through  the  wet,  like  steamers, 
Eadi  koitying  to  earn  the  daily  stipend — 
Umbrellas  pass  of  every  shade  of  green. 
And  now  and  then  a  crimson  one  is  seen, 
X«ike  an  Umbrella  ripened. 

Over  the  tirtiy  a  waggon 
Stands  with  six  smoking  horses,  shrinking^  blinking. 

While  in  the  George  and  Dragon 
The  man  is  keeping  himself  dry — and  drinking ! 
The  Butcher's  boy  skulks  underneath  his  tray, 

Hats  shine — shoes  don't — and  down  droop  collars. 
And  one  blue  Parasol  cries  all  the  way 

To  school,  in  company  with  four  small  scholars  I 

Unhappy  is  the  man  to-day  who  rides, 
Making  his  journey  sloppier,  not  shorter ; 
Aye,  there  they  go,  a  dozen  of  outsides. 
Performing  on  "  a  Stage  with  real  water  \ " 
A  dripping  Pauper  crawls  along  the  way, 

The  only  real  willing  out-of-doorer 

And  says,  or  seems  to  say, 
•*  Well,  I  am  poor  enough — ^but  here's  ^pourert 

The  scene  in  water  colours  thus  I  paint, 
Is  your  own  Festival,  you  Sloppy  Saint  I 
Mother  of  all  the  Family  of  Rainers  I 

Saint  of  the  Soakers  ! 

Making  all  people  croakers. 
Like  frogs  in  swampy  marshes,  and  complainers  ! 
And  why  you  mizzle  forty  days  together. 
Giving  the  earth  your  water-soup  to  sup, 
I  marvel — Why  such  wet,  mysterious  weather  ? 

I  wish  you'd  dear  it  up  ! 


TO  ST.   SiVITIIIX. 

Why  ciL^t  such  ccDel  ilsmpers 
On  prclty  Pic  Nica,  nnil  sgaiiut  aJl  wishes 
Set  the  cold  ducks  a-^wunming  in  the  hampers. 
And  volunteer,  unssk'd.  to  wash  the  dishes? 
^Yh)'  drive  ihc  Nymphs  (rom  the  selected  spot. 

Id  dins  like  lady-birds  around  ■  tiee — 

\Vliy  spoil  a  Gipsy  party  at  tlieir  tea, 
Ey  Ihrowing  your  cold  water  nponhot? 

Cannot  a  rural  maiden,  or  a  miin, 
Seek  Hornscy-WiKKl  by  ir 

Their  green  with  Pnn, 
Bui  K>u«e  you  come,  and  show  their  Pan,  all  dripptngt 
\ihy  upon  snow-white  lable-cJoths  and  sheets,  1 

That  do  not  wnil,  or  want  a  second  washing, 

Come  squashing? 
Why  tiik  yourself  to  hy  the  iliist  in  strtcts. 
As  if  there  were  no  Wa;er'Cart  conlnctors, 
No  pot-boys  spilling  beer,  no  shop-boys  niddj 

Spooning  out  puddles  muddy. 
Milkmaids,  and  olher  slopping  benelacton  1 

A  Queen  you  are,  raining  in  your  own  ligh^ 
Yet  oh  I  how  lillte  tiatlei'd  by  report  I 

Even  hy  those  that  seek  the  Court, 
Felled  with  every  term  of  Spleen  and  spite. 
Folks  rail  and  swear  at  you  in  every  place  ; 
They  say  you  ate  a  creature  of  no  bowel ; 
They  say  you're  always  washing  Nature's  faioe. 

And  thai  you  then  supply  her, 
Wilh  nothing  drier. 
Than  some  old  wiiiiging  cloud  by  way  of  towel ! 
The  whole  town  wants  you  duck'd,  just  as  you  duck  it. 
They  wish  you  on  your  own  mud  porridge  Buppcr'd, 
Tlivy  hope  that  you  may  kick  your  own  big  bnckel. 
Or  in  your  waler-butl  go  sous  t  heels  up'ard  I 
They  are,  in  short,  so  weary  of  your  drizile. 
They'd  spill  the  water  in  your  veins  (a  stop  it- 
Be  wam'd  1  You  are  loo  partial  to  a  tninlc — 
Pwy  divp  ill 


TO  A  LADY.  185 


ilNES  TO  A  LADY  ON  HER  DEPARTURE  FOR  INDIA. 

O  where  the  waves  run  rather  Holbom-hilly, 
And  tempests  make  a  soda-water  sea, 
Ahnost  as  rough  as  our  rough  Piccadilly, 

And  think  of  me  ! 

Go  where  the  mild  Madeira  ripens  her  juce, — 
A  wine  more  praised  than  it  deserves  to  be  ! 
Go  pass  the  Cape,  just  capable  of  ver-juioe. 

And  think  of  me  t 

Go  where  the  Tiger  in  the  darkness  prowleth. 
Making  a  midnight  meal  of  he  and  she ; 
Go  where  the  Lion  in  his  hunger  howleth. 

And  think  of  me  t 

Go  where  the  serpent  dangerously  coileth. 

Or  lies  along  at  full  length  like  a  tree, 

Go  where  the  Suttee  in  her  own  soot  broileth. 

And  think  of  me  ! 

Go  where  with  human  notes  the  Parrot  dealeth. 
In  mono^i0^-logue  with  tongue  as  free. 
And  like  a  woman,  all  she  can  revealeth. 

And  think  of  me  ! 

Go  to  the  land  of  muslin  and  nankeening. 
And  parasob  of  straw  where  hats  should  be» 
Go  to  the  land  of  slaves  and  palankeening. 

And  think  of  me  ! 

Go  to  the  land  of  Jungles  and  of  vast  hills, 
And  tall  bamboos — may  none  bambootle  thee ! 
Go  gaze  upon  their  Elephants  and  Castles, 

And  think  of  me  t 

Go  where  a  cook  must  always  be  a  cttrrier» 
And  ps.rch  the  pepper'd  palate  like  a  pea, 
Go  where  the  fierce  musquilo  is  a  worrier. 

And  think  of  me  t 


S/X  JOHN  BOSt'XIiVC. 

Go  vhere  the  Tnaiden  □□  >  marriage  plan  goo, 
Consign'd  for  wedlocli  to  Calcutta's  qu&y, 
^Vhete  nouum  gucs  for  mul,  the  same  as  margoet, 
Antl  think  of  me  I 

Go  when  the  son  is  itrf  hoi  and  fcrfent, 
Go  lo  the  land  of  pagod  nnd  nipcc, 
Wlitre  every  black  will  be  jijut  slovc  anJ  nerrsint, 
Andlliinkofme! 


SIR  JOHN  BOWRING. 

wring,  nian  of  many  ton'^e^ 
11  ov«  tongncs  like  nimoutj 
is  tributary  verse  bdong* 
(laiiil  liis  leamed  hamoiu  ; 

All  kinds  of  gabs  be  talks  I  wi^ 

From  I.altn  duwn  to  Scottish  ; 

As  fluent  as  a  parrot  is, 

Ilut  fat  IDote  /W/i'^lottisli ! 

No  giaminar  too  abstruse  he  meets 

However  dark  and  verby, — 

He  gossips  Greek  about  the  street^ 

And  often  Rmi — in  urbe — : 

StraT^  longitcs  wbsle'er  you  do  them  call. 

In  !Ju>rt  the  innn  is  able 

I'o  tell  you  what's  e'c/xt  in  all 

The  (A>i/<¥«  of  Babel. 

Take  him  on  'Change  ;  tiy  Portuguese 

The  Moorish  and  the  Spanish, 

Polish,  Hungarian,  Tyrolese, 

The  Swedish  and  the  Danish  ; 

Try  him  with  these  and  Hhy  such, 

His  skill  will  ne'er  diminish, 

Although  you  should  tiegin  in  Dutch 

And  end  (like  nie)  in  FiniiisA. 


TO  MR.  AVADAAf.  "  1S7 


TO  MR.  M'ADAM. 
•*  Let  us  take  to  the  road !  ^— Beggar' t  O^tn, 

ADAM,  hail ! 
Hail,  Roadian  !  hail,  Collossus  !  who  dost  stand 
Striding  ten  thousand  turnpikes  on  the  land  ! 
Oh  universal  Leveller  !  all  hail ! 
To  thee,  a  good,  yet  stony-hearted  man, 

The  kindest  one,  and  yet  the  flintiest  going, — 
To  thee, — how  much  for  thy  commodious  plan, 
Lanark  Reformer  of  the  Ruts,  is  Owing  ! 
The  Bristol  mail 
Gliding  o'er  ways,  hitherto  deem'd  invincible, 

When  carrying  Patriots,  now  shall  never  fail 
Those  of  the  most  "unshaken  public  principle." 
Hail  to  thee,  Scot  of  Scots  ! 
Thou  northern  light,  amid  those  heavy  men  ! 
Foe  to  Stonehenge,  yet  friend  to  all  beside. 
Thou  scatter'st  flints  and  favours  far  and  wide. 
From  palaces  to  cots ; — 
Dispenser  of  coagulated  good  ! 
Distributor  of  granite  and  of  food  ! 
Long  may  thy  fame  its  even  path  march  on, 

E'en  when  thy  sons  are  dead  ! 
Best  benefactor !  though  thou  giv'st  a  stone 
To  those  who  ask  for  bread  ! 

Thy  first  great  trial  in  this  mighty  town 
Was,  if  I  rightly  recollect,  upon 
That  gentle  hill  which  goeth 
Down  from  "  the  County  "  to  the  Palace  gate. 

And,  like,  a  river,  thanks  to  thee,  now  floweth 
Past  the  Old  Horticultural  Society,— 
The  chemist  Cobb's,  the  house  of  Howell  and  James, 
Where  ladies  play  high  shawl  and  satin  games — 

A  little  Hell  of  lace  ! 
And  past  the  Athenaeum,  made  of  late. 

Severs  a  sweet  variety 
Of  milliners  and  booksellers  who  grace 

Waterloo  Place, 
Making  division,  the  Muse  fears  and  guesses. 
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'Tniit  Mr.  Rivineton's  auJ  Mr  lleMty'i. 
Tiiou  sldod'it  Ihf  Irial,  Mac  '.  and  Uinvcd  the  rodl 
From  Barber  Bcanmanl's  (□  Ilie  Kmg's  llxxle 
So  well,  Ihit  paviours  [hrew  iheir  mnmcn  by, 
l.ct  down  Ilicir  tnck'd  shirt  sleeves  ""^  '"''■^  *  ^^ 
Pre|)ared  tliEmselves,  poor  souls,  to  chip  or  die! 

Neil,  from  the  palace  to  Ihe  prison,  thon 

Didst  go,  the  liighway's  wntchoiui,  to  Xhj  beat, — 
Preventing  though  the  raiding  in  the  street, 
Vel  kicking  up  a  row, 
Upon  the  stones — nh  !  traly  nalchman-like, 
Encouraging  thy  victims  all  to  strike, 

'I'd  Tuither  Ihy  onin  purpose,  Adam,  daily  ; — 
Thou  hnsi  smouihcH,  alas,  the  path  to  the  Old  Buley  1 
And  to  the  slony  bowera 
Of  Neivg^ile,  to  encourage  Ihe  approach. 
By  caravan  or  coach,— 
Hast  strewed  Ihe  way  with  flints  as  soft  u  flowen. 

\Vho  shall  dispute  thy  name  I 
Insculpt  in  stone  in  every  street, 

We  -oon  shall  greet 
Thy  trodden  down,  yet  all  unconqoered  faine  I 
Wliere'er  we  take,  even  at  this  time,  our  w»y. 
Nought  see  we,  but  mankind  in  open  sir. 
Hammering  thy  fame,  as  Chanlrey  would  not  dare;— 

And  with  a  patient  care 
Chipping  thy  immortality  alt  day  I 
Demos'.henes,  of  old, — that  rare  oki  mtm, — 
Prophet  ically/V/inivif',  Mac!  thy  plan: — 
For  he,  we  know, 
(History  says  so,} 
Put  pdblci  in  his  mouth  when  he  would  speak 
The  smoolhtst  Greek  ! 
It  is  "impossible,  and  cannot  be," 
Dut  that  Ihy  geaius  hath. 
Besides  the  turnpike,  many  another  path 
Trod,  to  arrive  at  popularity. 
O'er  Pegasus,  percliance,  thou  hast  ttuown  ■  thigh. 
Nor  ridden  a  roadster  only ; — mighty  Mac  I 
And  Tailh  I'd  swear,  when  on  thai  wingM  hack, 


TO  MR.  AtADAAf,  1S9 

Thoa  hast  observed  the  highwa3rs  in  the  sky  I 
Is  the  path  up  Parnassus  rough  and  steep. 

And  ''hard  to  climb,"  as  Dr.  B.  would  say? 
Dost  think  it  best  for  Sons  of  Song  to  keep 

The  noiseless  ttnor  of  their  way  ?  (see  Gray.) 
What  line  of  road  should  poets  take  to  bring 

Themselves  unto  those  waters,  loved  the  first  !— 
Those  waters  which  can  wet  a  man  to  sing ! 

Wlucfa,  like  thy  fame,  "  from  granite  basins  burst, 

Leap  into  life,  and,  sparkling,  woo  the  thirst  ?" 

That  thoa*rt  a  proser,  even  thy  birthplace  might 
VoQcfasafe ;— and  Mr.  Cadell  may^  God  wot. 
Have  paid  thee  many  a  pound  for  many  a  blot,-^ 
CadelPs  a  wayward  wight ! 
Ahhough  no  Walter,  still  thou  art  a  Scot, 
And  I  can  throw,  I  think,  a  little  light 
Upon  some  works  thou  hast  written  for  the  town, — 
And  published,  like  a  Lilliput  Unknown  ! 
'*  Highways  and  Byeways  "  is  thy  book,  no  doubt, 
(One  whole  edition's  out,) 
And  next,  for  it  is  fidr 
That  Fame, 
Seeing  her  children,  should  confess  she  had  'em  ; — 
"Some  Passages  from  the  life  of  Adam  Blair," — 
(Blair  is  a  Scottish  name,) 
What  are  they,  but  thy  own  good  roads,  M'Adam? 

O !  indefatigable  labourer 
In  the  paths  of  men  !  when  thou  shalt  die,  'twill  be 
A  mark  of  thy  surpassing  industry. 

That  of  the  monument,  which  men  shall  rear 
Over  thy  most  inestimable  bone, 
Thoa  didst  thy  very  self  lay  the  first  stone  ! — 
Of  a  right  ancient  line  thou  comest, — through 
Each  crook  and  turn  we  trace  the  unbroken  clue, 
Until  we  see  thy  sire  before  our  eyes, — 
Rolling  his  gravel  walks  in  Paradise  ! 
Bnt  he,  our  great  Mac  Parent,  erred,  and  ne'er 

Have  our  walks  since  been  fair? 
Yet  Time,  who,  like  the  merchant,  lives  on  "Change, 


TO  MRS.  FKV. 

For  ever  varying,  through  his  vaiying  range. 

Time  makclh  all  things  even  < 
In  ihi;  slrange  worlii,  turning  beneiLth  high  heiven, 
lie  liath  redeemed  (he  Adonis,  and  conliiveil, — 

(Haw  are  time's  wonders  hired  !) 
]n  pity  to  mankind,  and  to  befrieml  'cm,— 
(Time  is  above  all  praise,) 
That  he,  who  first  did  iiiake  our  evil  ways, 
Kcbom  in  Scollttnd,  should  be  first  to  mend  'txa  t 


A  FRtEXDLr  EPISTLE  TO  MRS.  FRY,  1 


LIKE  you.  ^!r5.  Fry  I     I  like  ynur  name ! 
Its  speaks  the  very  warmth  you  feel  in  preniiig 
In  daily  act  round  Charity's  great  flame — 
I  like  the  crisp  brown  way  you  hav«  of  di 
Good  Mrs.  Fry  !  I  like  (he  placid  claim 
You  make  to  Chrislianily, — professins 
l.ove,  and  good  livrti — of  course  you  buy  of  Barton, 
Iteside  the  youngyry'/  bookseller.  Friend  Darton  t 

1  like,  good  Mrs.  Fry,  your  brcthrcti  mule — 
Those  serious,  solemti  getittemen  that  sport — 
I  should  have  said,  that  ■maxr,  the  sober  suit 
Shaped  like  a  court  dress — but  for  heaven's  court 
I  like  your  sisters  too,— aweet  Rachel's  fmii — 
Protestant  nuns  !     I  like  their  stiff  support 
Of  virtue — and  I  like  to  sec  Ihcm  clad 
With  such  a.  dilierence — just  like  good  from  bad  I 

I  tike  the  sober  colours — not  the  wet : 

Those  e«ndy  manufactures  of  the  rainbow — 

Green,  onuige,  crimson,  purple,  violet — 

It)  which  the  fair,  the  flirting,  and  the  vain,  go— 

The  others  are  a  chaste,  severer  set. 

In  which  the  good,  the  pious,  and  the  plain,  go — 

1  hey're  moral  standards,  to  know  Christiani  by — 

Jn  ihorl,  they  aic  ;  uur  (ciaurt,  Mrs.  Fry  1 


TO  MRS,  FRY.  i)i 


As  for  the  naughty  tinges  of  the  prism — 
Crimson's  the  cruel  uniform  of  war — 
Blue—  hue  of  brimstone  !  minds  no  catechism  ; 
And  green  is  young  and  gay — ^not  noted  for 
Goodness,  or  gravity,  or  quietism, 
Till  it  is  saddened  down  to  tea-green,  or 
Olive — and  purple's  given  to  wine,  I  guess ; 
And  yeilow  is  a  convict  by  its  dress  ! 

They're  all  the  devil's  liveries,  that  men 

And  women  wear  in  servitude  to  sin — 

Bat  how  will  they  come  off,  poor  motleys,  when 

Sin's  wages  are  paid  down,  and  they  stand  in 

The  Evil  presence  ?    You  and  I  know,  then 

How  all  the  party  colours  will  begin 

To  part — the  /Viftite  hues  will  sadden  there, 

"Whereas  the  Fcxite  shades  will  all  show  fair  t 

Witness  their  goodly  labours  one  by  one ! 
Russd  makes  garments  for  the  needy  poor — 
Dove^ohur  preaches  love  to  all — and  dun 
Calls  every  day  at  Charity's  street-door — 
Brown  studies  scripture,  and  bids  woman  shun 
All  gaudy  furnishing— «?//i'^  doth  pour 
Oil  into  wounds :  and  drab  and  siate  supply 
Scholar  and  book  in  Newgate,  Mrs,  Fry  ! 

Well !  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  discommend 
The  gratis,  charitable,  jail-endeavour  ! 
When  all  persuasions  in  your  praises  blend — 
The  Methodist's  creed  and  cry  are.  Fry  for  ever ! 
No — I  will  be  your  friend — and,  like  a  friend, 
Point  out  your  very  worst  defect— Nay,  never 
Start  at  that  word ! — But  I  must  ask  you  why 
You  keep  your  school  in  Newgate,  Mrs.  Fry  ? 

Too  well  I  know  the  price  our  mother  Eve 

Paid  for  her  schooling  :  but  must  all  her  daughters 

Commit  a  petty  larceny,  and  thieve — 

Pay  down  a  crime  for  ^* entrance**  to  your  ** quarters?* 

Your  classes  may  increase,  but  I  must  grieve 

Over  your  pupils  at  their  bread-and-waters  I 


TO  MRS.   FRY. 

Oh.  tho'  it  cosi  you  rent— (and  rooms  run  hicU  !) 
Keqi  your  school  ohI  of  Newgate,  Mrs.  Fry  1 

O  save  tlic  vulgnr  soiil  berore  it's  spoiled  ! 
Set  up  your  mouotcd  siga  ■anlAaul  the  gate — 
And  there  inform  tbe  mind  before  'tis  soiled  ! 
Til  KHiy  writing  on  a  Erensy  slate  ! 
Nay,  if  you  would  not  luive  your  labours  foiled. 
Take  it  inclining  tow'rds  a  virtuous  klale. 
Not  prosliate  and  laid  flat — else,  trcmin  meek  I 
The  iifri^kt  peiidl  will  but  hop  and  sliiick  I 

Ah,  who  can  lell  liow  hard  it  is  to  drain 

The  evil  spirit  from  the  heart  it  preys  in, — 

To  bring  sobriety  lo  life  again. 

Choked  with  the  vile  Anacreontic  raisin, — 

To  wa^h  Black  Betty  when  her  black's  inerain.— 

To  stick  a  moral  lacquer  on  Moll  Braaen, 

Of  Suky  Tawdry's  habiu  to  deprive  her  [ 

To  tame  the  wild-towi-ways  of  Jenny  DJvn ! 

Ah,  who  can  tell  how  hard  it  is  to  teach 
M  iss  Nancy  Dawson  on  her  bed  of  itrair — 
To  make  Lon(>  Sal  sew  up  the  endlen  brexdi 
She  made  in  manners — lo  write  heaven'i  own  law 
On  hearts  of  granite. — Nay,  how  hard  to  preadl. 
In  cells,  that  are  not  memory's — lo  draw 
The  moral  thread,  ihrough  the  immoral  eye 
Of  blunt  Whitechapel  natures,  Mrs.  Fry  I 

In  rain  yon  tench  them  baby-worlc  within  i 

Tis  hut  *  clumsy  botehery  of  crime ; 

T'a  but  a  tedious  darning  of  old  sin — 

Come  out  yourself,  and  stitch  up  soub  in  liinr 

It  is  too  late  for  scouring  to  begin 

When  virtue's  ravelled  out,  when  alt  the  prime 

I«  worii  away,  and  nothing  sound  remains ; 

Youll  fret  the  fabric  out  before  the  stains  1 

1  like  your  chocolate,  good  Mii.  Fry ! 

1  like  your  cookery  ii>  every  way  ; 

I  like  your  khroxe-tidc  service  and  supply ; 


i 


I       • 
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I  like  to  hear  yoar  sweet  Pandeans  play ; 

I  like  the  pity  in  your  full-brimmed  eye ; 

I  like  your  carriage,  and  your  silken  grey. 

Your  dove-like  habits,  and  your  silent  preaching ; 

But  I  don*t  like  yomr  Newgatory  teaching. 

Come  out  of  Newgate,  Mrs.  Fry !     Repair 
Abroad,  and  find  your  pupils  in  the  streets* 
O,  come  abroad  into  the  wholesome  air, 
And  take  your  moral  place,  before  Sin  seats 
Her  wicked  self  in  the  Professor^s  chair. 
Suppose  some  morals  raw  1  the  true  receipt's 
To  dress  them  in  the  pan,  but  do  not  try 
To  cook  tliem  in  the  (ire,  good  Mrs.  Fry  ! 

Pat  on  your  decent  bonnet,  and  come  out ! 
Cood  lack  !  the  ancients  did  not  set  up  schools 
In  jail — ^but  at  the  Ptn-ch  !  hinting,  no  doubt. 
That  Vice  should  have  a  lesson  in  the  rules 
Before  'twas  whipt  by  law. — O  come  about. 
Good  Mrs.  Fry  !  and  set  up  forms  and  stools 
All  down  the  Old  Bailey,  and  thro'  Newgate-street, 
But  not  in  Mc  Wontner's  proper  seat  1 

Teach  Lady  Barrymore,  if,  teaching,  you 
That  peerless  Peeress  can  absolve  from  dolour ; 
Teach  her  it  b  not  virtue  to  pursue 
Ruin  of  blue,  or  any  other  colour  ; 
Teach  her  it  is  not  Virtue's  crown  to  rue. 
Month  after  month,  the  unpaid  drunken  dollar ; 
Teach  her  that  "  flooring  Charleys  "  is  a  game 
i'nworthy  one  that  beais  a  Christian  name. 

O  come  and  teach  our  children — that  ar'n't  ours — 
That  heaven's  straight  pathway  is  a  narrow  way, 
Not  Broad  St  Giles's,  where  fierce  Sin  devours 
Children,  like  Time — or  rather  they  both  prey 
On  youth  together — meanwhile  Newgate  low'rs 
Ev'n  like  a  black  cloud  at  the  close  of  day. 
To  shut  them  out  from  any  more  blue  sky : 
Think  of  these  hopeless  wretches,  Mrs.  Fry  I 


TO  MK.  DYMOKE. 

Vou  ore  nnt  nice — go  into  llieir  ietreat% 

And  make  ihem  Qiukeis,  if  you  wilL^'Twere  beat 

Tliej  trorE  strxip;hl  coHara,  and  Iheir  shirts  uni  fleati; 

'JTldl  ihey  hid  h«ls  -wilA  brims,— Ihit  Ihey  were  dresl 

In  garbs  without  lopptlt — than  shame  the  itrecl* 

With  so  niudi  raggedness. — You  may  invest 

Much  cash  this  way — but  it  will  cost  its  pric^ 

To  five  a  good,  round,  real  ciequi  la  Vice  '. 

In  brier.— Oh  teach  the  child  its  monl  role. 

Not  in  the  way  itara  which  'twitl  not  depart, — 

Dul  N/— out— out  I     Ob,  bid  it  walk  remote  I 

And  if  the  ikiei  are  dosed  against  Ihc  smarl, 

Kv'n  let  him  weir  Uie  &ii^Ie-bicasted  eo»I, 

I'lir  that  ensureth  siTiglencs:^  uf  heart. — 

iJo  what  you  will,  bis  every  want  supply, 

Knf  him — but  iml  «f  Newgale,  Mr:,.  Fry  1 


TO  MR.  DVMOKE. 

THi  cHAHrtos  or  bngland, 

|R.  DYMOKE  1  Sir  Kn^ht  I  ir  I  may  be  lO  bold— 
(I'm  a  poor  simple  gentlemin  just  come  to  town,) 
Is  your  armour  put  by,  like  the  sheep  in  k  fold  ? — 
Is  your  gauntlet  la'en  op,  which  yon  latelj  flung 
down? 
Are  you — who  Ikal  day  rode  so  mail'd  and  kdmired. 

Now  silling  at  ease  in  ■  library  chair? 
Have  you  sent  back  lo  Asttey  the  wai-horse  you  hired. 

With  ■  cheque  upon  Chambers  to  settle  the  Tare? 
\Vhal's  becom*  of  the  cup  ?    Great  tin-plate  worker  !  saj  1 

Cup  and  ball  is  a  game  which  some  people  dean  fan  t 
Oh  :  lllrft  geUim  iti/ti  haven't  lured  you  to  pUj 
Kathcr  raise,  Mr.  D.,  to  alJ  pledges  but  one? 
How  defunct  is  the  show  that  was  chivmliy's  mimic  I 
I'he  breastplate — the  realheis — the  gallant  array! 
So  ttdti,  *o  grows  dim,  artd  SO  dies,  Mr.  Dymokc! 
The  day  of  bnss  breeches !  as  Wordswonh  wooU  tqr  t 
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Perchance  in  some  village  remote,  with  a  cot. 
And  a  cow,  and  a  pig,  and  a  barndoor,  and  all ; — 

You  show  to  the  parish  that  peace  is  your  lot. 

And  plenty, — though  absent  from  Westminster  Hall  I 

And  of  course  you  turn  every  accoutrement  now 

To  its  separate  use,  that  your  wants  may  be  well-met ; — 

Yon  toss  in  your  breastplate  your  pancakes,  and  grow 
A  salad  of  mustard  and  cress  in  your  helmet.* 

And  yon  delve  the  fresh  earth  with  your  falchion,  less  bright 
Since  hung  up  in  sloth  from  its  Westminster  task ; 

And  you  bake  your  own  bread  in  yoUr  tin  ;  and.  Sir  Knight^ 
Instead  of  your  brow,  put  your  beer  in  the  casque  ! 

How  delightiul  to  sit  by  your  beans  and  your  peas/ 
With  a  goblet  of  gooseberry  gallantly  dutched. 

And  chat  of  the  blood  that  had  deluged  the  Pleas 

And  drenched  the  King's  Bench, — if  the  glove  had  been 
touched ! 

If  Sir  Columbine  Daniel,  with  knightly  pretensions 
Had  snatched  your   "best  doe," — he*d  have    flooded   the 
floor; — 

Nor  would  even  the  best  of  his  crafty  inventions, 
*'Life  Preservers,"  have  floated  him  out  of  his  gore ! 

Oh,  yon  and  your  horse  !  what  a  couple  was  there  I 
The  man  smd  his  bcuker^ — to  win  a  great  fight  I 

Though  the  trumpet  was  loud, — you'd  an  undisturbed  air  I 
And  the  nag  snuffed  the  feast  and  the  fray  sans  affright ! 

Vet  strange  was  the  course  which  the  good  Cato  bore 
When  he  waddled  tail-wise  with  the  cup  to  his  stall ; — 

For  though  his  departure  was  at  the  front  door, 
Still  be  went  the  back  way  out  of  Westminster  Hall. 

He  went, — and  'twould  puzzle  historians  to  say, 
When  they  trust  Time's  conveyance  to  carry  your  mail,-^ 

Whether  caution  or  courage  inspired  him  that  day, 
For  though  he  retreated,  he  never  turned  tail. 

By  my  life,  he's  a  wonderful  charger ! — The  best  I 
Though  not  for  a  Parthian  corps  ! — ^yet  for  you  ! — 


■  96  TO  JOSEPH  GXIAfALDl. 

Distlngaished  alike  at  a  fiay  and  a  feoEt, 

WliaL  a  hurse  for  a.  grand  Retrospective  Revienr  t 

Whif  a  creature  to  keep  a  hot  warrior  cool 

When  llie  sun'a  in  the  face,  and  the  shade's  far  alooTl'i 

What  a  lailfiKt  for-  Bewick  \ — or  piehald  for  Poole, 
To  bear  Itim  in  safety  from  Elliston's  hoof ! 

Well  \  hni!  to  old  Cato  !  the  hero  of  scenes 

May  Aillcy  or  ijc  ne'er  his  comforts  abridge  ; — 

Ob,  long  may  he  munch  Amphitheatre  tieans. 
Well  "  pent  up  in  Utica"  over  tb«  Bridge  1 

And  to  you,  Mr.  Dymoke,  Ciibb's  rival,  t  keep 

Wishing  all  country  plea<>aie!i,  the  bravest  and  best  I 

And  oh  I  when  yon  come  to  llie  llatnmums  to  alcep. 
May  yuu  lie  "  like  a  wairior  taking  his  rest !~ 


TO  JOSEPH  GRIUALDI,  SENIOR. 

"Thii  fellow')  wist  enough  to  olay  the  fool, 
Afld  u  do  that  w«U  cnvet  a  kinil  ofwii. 

—Tvii/unritiu. 

aOSEPH  <  thfy  say  thoa'st  left  the  stig^ 
To  toddle  down  the  hill  of  life. 
And  taste  llie  flannell'd  case  of  age, 
Apart  fiom  pantomimic  strife — 
"  Retired— [for  Yoimg  would  call  it  so]— 
The  world  shut  out"— in  Pleasant  Row  1 

And  hast  thou  realty  vnsh'd  at  last 

From  each  white  cheek  the  red  lialf-moon  I 

And  all  thy  public  Clownshjp  cast, 

To  play  tlie  private  Pantaloon? 

All  youth — all  ag»s  yet  to  be 

Shall  have  a  heavy  miss  of  thee  I 

Thon  didit  not  preach  to  make  us  wise — " 
Thou  hadst  no  finger  in  our  schooling — 
Thon  didst  not  "  lure  us  to  the  skies  "— 
Thy  simple,  simple  trade  was — Fooling  I 
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And  yet,  Heav'n  knows  !  we  could — we  can 
Mnch  "  better  spare  a  better  man  !  '* 

Oh,  had  it  pleased  the  gout  to  take 
The  reverend  Croly  from  the  stage, 
Or  Sonthey,  for  our  quiet*s  sake. 
Or  Mr.  Fletcher,  Cupid's  sage. 
Or,  damme  !  namby  pamby  Poole,— > 
Or  any  other  clown  or  fool ! 

Go,  Dibdin — all  that  bear  the  name, 
Go  Byeway  Highway  man  !  go  !  go  I 
Go,  SkefTy — man  of  painted  fame. 
But  leave  thy  partner,  painted  Joe  ! 
I  could  bear  Kirby  on  the  wane. 
Or  Signor  Paulo  with  a  sprain  ! 

Had  Joseph  Wilfred  Parkins  made 
His  grey  hairs  scarce  in  private  peace — 
Had  Waithman  sought  a  rural  shade — 
Or  Cobbett  ta*en  a  turnpike  lease — 
Or  Lisle  Bowles  gone  to  Balaam  Hill — 
I  think  I  could  be  cheerful  still  i 

Had  Med  win  left  off,  to  his  praise, 
Dead-lion-kicking,  like — a  friend  ] — 
Had  long,  long  Irving  gone  his  ways 
To  muse  on  death  at  Poftder's  End — 
Or  Lady  Morgan  taken  leave 
Of  Letters — still  I  might  not  grieve  ! 

But,  Joseph — everybody's  Joe  It- 
Is  gone— and  grieve  I  will  and  must ! 
As  Hamlet  did  for  Yorick,  so 
Will  I  for  thee  (though  not  yet  dust), 
And  talk  as  he  did  when  he  miss'd 
The  kissing-crust  that  he  had  kiss'd  ! 

Ah,  where  is  now  thy  rolling  head  ! 
Thy  winking,  reeling,  drunkett  eycs^ 
(As  old  Catullus  would  have  said,) 
Thy  oven-mouth,  that  swallow'd  pie*  — 


Tbj  pocbeU  greedy  u  Ihf  Bxnth  ! 

Alk  «faere  Siif  can,  m  often  cufTd  ! — 
Tb7  fimnj,  ftappin~,  filching  hands! — 
Thy  partridge  bodj,  alw>r«  aolTd 
With  wtHi.  and  sliays,  ind  ctmlnbrndx  1 — ■ 
Thy  foot— IBce  Etrkdev's  Faci.—i<x  whj? 
Twis  oflen  nude  lo  vipe  an  eye  ! 

Ah,  where  Ihy  legs — fl»t  witly  p»it ! 
For  "prti.  wils  jmnp" — and  so  did  Ihey  I 
Jjird  !  bow  they  Icap'd  in  Umpli^il  ur  1 
Capei'd — and  bounced—  and  ttnxle  SMajr  t— 
That  years  should  tune  the  legs — ilnck  ! 
I'*e  Ken  spring  throtigh  ui  Alin:inack  ! 

But  bonnds  will  faavi  their  bound — the  shocka 
Of  Time  will  cramp  Che  mmblesl  toes  ; 
And  those  thai  frisk'd  in  silkea  clocks 
May  look  to  limp  in  fleecy  hose — 
One  only — (Champion  of  the  ring) 
Could  crCT  make  bis  Winter— Spril^  I 

And  goul,  Ihnt  owns  no  odds  between 
The  toe  of  Ciat  and  toe  of  Clown, 
WUl  vbil-but  I  did  not  mean 
To  morsliie,  chough  1  am  grown 
llius  sad,  — Thy  going  seem'd  to  beat 
A  muffled  dnun  for  Fun's  tecreat ! 

And,  may  be — 'cis  no  lime  Co  smolher 
A  sigh,  when  CWO  prime  wags  of  London 
Are  gone— thou,  Joseph,  one, — Ihe  other, 
A  Joe  !— "sic  transiC  gloria  Mundcal" 
A  tliiid  departure  some  insist  on, — 
Stage-apoplex]r  threatens  Liscon  ) — 

Nay,  then,  let  Sleeping  Beauty  sleep 
With  ancient  " Doiey"  (o  Ihe  dregs,— 
Let  MoCher  Goose  wear  mourning  deep. 
And  put  a  hatchment  o'er  her  eggs ! 
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Let  Farley  weep — for  Magic's  man 
Is  gone — ^his  Christmas  Caliban  ! 

Let  Kemble^  Forbes,  and  Willet  rain. 
As  though  thfey  walk'd  behind  thy  bier, — 
For  since  thou  wilt  not  play  again. 
What  matters, — if  in  heav'n  or  heit  I 
Or  in  thy  grave,  or  in  thy  bed  ! — 
There's  Quick  might  just  as  well  be  dead ! 

Oh,  how  will  thy  departure  cloud 

The  lamplight  of  the  little  breast ! 

The  Christmas  child  will  grieve  aloud 

To  miss  his  broadest  friend  and  best,- 

Poor  urchin  !  what  avails  to  him 

The  cold  New  Monthly's  Ghost  of  Grimm  t 

For  who  like  thee  could  ever  stride  ! 
Some  dozen  paces  to  the  mile  ! 
The  motley,  medley  coach  provide — 
Or  like  Joe  Frankenstein  compile 
The  vegetable  man  complete  ! — 
A  proper  Cwettt  Garden  feat ! 

Oh,  who  like  thee  could  ever  drink. 

Or  eat, — swill— swallow — bolt — and  choke ! 

Nod,  weep,  and  hiccup— sneeze  and  wink  ? — 

Thy  very  yawn  was  quite  a  joke  ! 

Though  Joseph,  Junior,  acts  not  ill, 

*•  There's  no  Fool  like  the  old  Fool "  still  1 

Joseph,  farewell !  dear  funny  Joe  ! 
We  met  with  mirth, — we  part  in  pain  ! 
For  many  a  long,  long  year  must  go 
Ere  Fun  can  see  thy  like  again — 
For  Nature  does  not  keep  great  stores 
Of  perfect  Clowns — that  are  not  Boors! 


TO  SYLVA.VUS  URBAN. 
TO  SVLVANUB  UKCAN,  ESQ., 


in  r—Mmk  Adt  aitmt  XtM^r- 
^  mnsl  lieu  tncch 
A  Mjber  aje  made  «iions  drunk  by  iLce ; 
Hop  in  ihy  plejsanl  way  from  church  to  diotth. 
And  nurse  ih;  little  bold  Biograj^hy. 


Oh.  my  Sylvanas  t  what  a  heart  is  thine  ! 

And  vhat  a.  page  attends  Ihee  !     Long  may  I 
Hang  in  demure  conTusion  d'ct  each  line 

That  asks  thy  little  qBeStions  with  s  sigh  I 

OIJ  lollering  yeait  have  nodded  to  their  fills. 
Like  penMOiicrs  that  creep  nt-nul  and  die  ; — 

But  thou.  Old  Pan  of  periodicals, 
Livest  in  monthly  immortality  t 

How  sweet ! — as  Byron  of  Ais  ioTant  Mid, — 
"  Knowledge  of  objects  "  Li  thine  eye  to  trace  ; 

To  see  the  miid  no-meanings  of  thy  head. 
Taking  a  quiet  nap  upon  Ihy  face  f 

How  dear  through  thy  Obitnaiy  to  roam. 
And  not  a  name  of  any  name  to  caldi  I 

To  meet  thy  Criticism  n-altin;  home 

Averse  from  rows,  and  never  calling  "  Watch  ! " 

Rich  is  thy  page  in  soporific  Ihirg'. — 

Composing  compoMlion;, — lulling  men, — 

Faded  old  poMes  of  unbuiied  tings,— 
Confessions  dozing  from  an  opiate  pen ; — 

Lives  of  Right  Revercr>ds  that  have  never  lived, — 
Deaths  of  good  people  that  have  really  died, — 

Fariihioner^ — hatched. — hnsbandcd, — and  wived,— 
Bankrupts  and  Abbots  breaking  side  by  side  t 

The  sacred  ijaery.^Lhe  n 


I 
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The  graver's  cut  at  some  right  ag^d  sconce, 
Famous  for  nothing  many  years  ago  I 

B.  a-vlis  of  C  if  Milton  e'er  did  write 

**  Comus,"  obscured  beneath  some  Ludlow  lid  ; — 
And  C,  next  month,  an  answer  doth  indite, 

Infonning  B.  that  Mr.  Milton  did  ! 

X.  sends  the  portrait  of  a  genuine  flea, 
Caught  upon  Martin  Luther  years  agone  ;^ 

And  Mr.  Parkes,  of  Shrewsbury,  draws  a  bee, 
Long  dead,  that  gathered  honey  for  King  John. 

There  is  no  end  of  thee, — there  is  no  end, 

Sylvanus,  of  thy  A,  B,  C,  D-merits  ! 
Thou  dost,  with  alphabets,  old  walls  attend. 

And  poke  the  letters  into  holes,  like  ferrets. 

Go  on,  Sylvanus  ! — Bear  a  wary  eye, 
The  churches  cannot  yet  be  quite  run  out ! 

Some  parishes  must  yet  have  been  passed  by, — 
lliere's  Bullock-Smithy  has  a  church  no  doubt ! 

Go  on — and  close  the  eyes  of  distant  ages  ! 

Nourish  the  names  of  the  undoubted  dead  ! 
So  Epicures  shall  pick  thy  lobster-pages. 

Heavy  and  lively,  though  but  seldom  nd. 

Go  on  !  and  thrive  !  Demurest  of  odd  fellows  ! 

Bottling  up  dulness  in  an  ancient  binn  ! 
Still  live  !  still  prose  ! — continue  still  to  tell  us 

Old  truths !  no  strangers,  though  we  take  theip  in  ! 


TO  W.  KITCHENER.  M.D. 
AUTHOR  OF   "the  cook's   ORArLE,' 

LTFa,"  "practical   nBSlRVATIONS  O' 


lui,  u  Millon  Hyil"— Calu  giorEM. 

'AIL  !  muUihrioui  man  I 

Thou  Wondrous,  Admirable  Kitchen  CrieUd 

Burn  lo  mligliten 
The  laws  of  Optics,  pFplio,  Music,  Cookiigi 
Mailer  of  Ihe  Pittno — Md  the  Pan — 
Ai  hasy  with  the  kitchen  oi  Ilic  ^kit&  ! 

No IV  looking 
At  soine  rich  slew  thnjuyh  Galilwi'a  cyca, — 
Or  boiling  e^s— timed  lo  a  melronome — 

As  much  at  home 
In  spcdides  as  ill  men:  isinglass — 
In  the  art  ot  fiyiiig  brown — as  a  digression 
On  mmac  and  poetical  expressioti,— 
Whereas,  how  few,  of  all  out  cooks,  alas  I 
Could  tell  Calliope  f ram  "Callipcel" 

How  few  there  be 
Coutd  cleave  the  lowest  for  the  highest  itorie^ 

(Observatories,) 
And  turn,  like  thee,  Diana's  calculator, 
However  cofi't  synonymous  with  Aattr\* 
Alas  1  stilt  let  mc  say, 
How  few  could  lay 
The  carving  Icnifc  beside  the  tuning  fork. 
Like  the  proverbial  Jaci  ready  for  any  work  I 

Oil,  to  behold  thy  features  in  thy  book  ! 
Thy  proper  head  and  shoulders  in  a  plale. 

How  it  would  look  I 
With  one  raised  eye  walthing  the  dial's  dat^ 
And  one  upon  the  roast,  gently  cast  down— 
Thy  chops — <Ione  nicely  brown — 
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The  ganiish*d  brow — with  "  a  few  leaves  of  bay  " — 

The  hair— "done  Wiggy's  way  ! " 
Afld  itill  one  stadious  finger  near  thy  brains. 

As  if  thou  wert  just  come 

From  editing  of  some 
New  soap— or  hashing  Dibdin*s  cold  remains  I 
Or,  Orpheus-like, — afresh  from  thy  dying  strains 
Of  masic^ — Epping  luxuiies  of  sound. 

As  Milton  sajTS,  "  in  many  a  bout 

Of  linked  sweetness  long  drawn  out," 
While  all  fliy  tame  stuff  *d  leopards  listened  round  I 

Oh,  rather  th^  whole  proper  length  reveal. 
Standing  like  Fortune,— on  the  jack — thy  wheeL 
(Thou  art,  like  Fortune,  full  of  chops  and  changes, 
Thoa  hast  a  fillet  too  before  thine  eye  I) 
Scanning  our  kitchen,  and  our  vocal  ranges. 
As  though  it  were  the  same  to  sing  or  fry — 
Nay,  so  it  is — hear  how  Miss  Paton's  throat 

Makes  "fritters  "  of  a  note  ! 
And  how  Tom  Cook  (Fryer  and  Singer  bom 
By  name  and  nature)  oh  !  how  night  and  mom 
He  for  the  nicest  public  taste  doth  dish  up 
The  good  things  from  that  Pan  of  music — Bishop  ! 
And  is  not  reading  near  akin  to  feeding, 
Or  why  should  Oxford  Sausages  be  fit 

Receptacles  for  wit  ? 
Or  why  should  Cambridge  put  its  liUle,  smart. 
Minced  brains  into  a  Tart  ? 
Nay,  then,  thou  wert  but  wise  to  frame  receipts, 

Book-treats, 
Equally  to  instruct  the  Cook  and  cram  her — 
Receipts  to  be  devour'd,  as  well  as  r.ad. 
The  Culinary  Art  in  gingerbread — 
The  Kitchen*s  EaUn  Gramm...- ! 

Oh,  very  pleasant  is  thy  motley  page — 
Aye,  very  pleasant  in  its  chaUy  vein — 
So — in  a  kitchen— would  have  talk'd  Montaigne, 
That  merry  Gascon — humourist,  and  sage  1 
Let  slender  minds  with  single  themes  engage. 


Tliv  r.ii!'/e  is  wl'ior  tliaii  a  !> 
Tliy  t;ia>j>  a  r.iir.icic  I  -  lill  I  u 
Til'  indubitable  cause  of  thy  va 
Thou  art,  of  course,  th*  Epiton 
That  spying — ^frying— singing— 
Of  Scientific  Friends,  who  usee 
Welsh  Rabbits- and  thyself— i 

Oh,  hast  thou  still  those  Conve 
Where  learned  visitors  discoursi 
There  came  BelzoQi, 
Fresh  from  the  ashes  of  Egyptii 
And  gentle  Fold — and  tl 
Of  whom  thou  didst  dec! 
"  llianks  to  the  greatest  Cooke  ^ 
They  were — ^wfaat  Sandwiches  si 
There  famed  M'Adam  from  his 
Relax'd — and  freely  own*d  be  to 
On  "  making  Broih  with 
There  Parry  came,  and  diowM  t 
For  melted  butter — Cofotbt  with 
Notions  about  the  SI 

Anri  Xfr   Vfx,^^   ♦*-- *"'  ' 
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— —  -  -  I  -     -      * 

That  "do  not  break  their ^<;ASj/'— 
Which  haff*d  him  home,  in  grave  disgust  and  haste  1 

There  came  John  Clare,  the  poet,  nor  forbore 
Thy  A//SMS— thou  wert  hand-and -glove  with  Moore, 
Who  caU'd  thee  '' KUchm  Addism  "—for  why  ? 
Thou  givest  rules  for  Health  and  Peptic  Pills, 
Forms  for  made  dishes,  and  receipts  for  \yills, 
'*  Teaching  us  how  tc  live  and  h€W  to  dU?'* 
There  came  thy  Cousin-Cook,  good  Mrs.  Fry — 
There  Trench,  the  Thames  Projector,  first  brought  on 

His  sine  Quay  non,— 
*There  Martin  would  drop  in  on  Monday  eves. 
Or  FridajTs,  from  the  pens,  and  raise  his  breath 

'Gainst  cattle  days  and  death, — 
Answer'd  by  Mellish,  feeder  of  fat  beeves, 
Who  swore  that  Frenchmen  never  could  be  eager 

For  fighting  on  soup  meagre — 
"  And  yet  (as  thou  wouldst  add)  the  French  have  seen 

A  Marshal  Tureett  f  " 
Great  was  thy  Evening  Cluster  l—ofter  graced 
With  Dollond — Burgess—  and  Sir  Humphry  Davy ! 
Twas  there  M'Dermot  first  inclined  to  Taste, — 
There  Colbum  learn'd  the  art  of  making  paste 
For  puffs — and  AcCum  analysed  a  gravy. 
Colman — the  Cutter  of  Coleman  Street,  'tis  said, 
Came  there, — and  Parkins  with  his  Ex- wise-head, 
(His  claini  to  letters)— Kate r,  too,  the  Moon*s 
Crony,—  and  Grlham,  loAy  on  balloons,-^ 
There  Croly  stalked  with  holy  humour  heated, 
(Who  wrote  a  light-horse  play,  which  Yates  completed) — 

And  Lady  Morgan,  that  grinding  organ. 
And  Brasbridge  telling  anecdotes  of  spoons, — 
Madame  Valbr^ue  thrice  honour'd  thee,  and  came 
With  great  Rossini,  his  own  bow  and  fiddle, — 
The  Dibdins, — Tom,  Charles,  Frognall,  came  with  tuns 
Of  poor  old  books,  old  puns  ! 
And  even  Irving  spared  a  night  from  fame. 
And  talked — till  thou  didst  stop  him  in  the  middle. 

To  serve  round  Trwah-didd/el* 


*  The  doctor's  composition  for  a  nigAi-at/. 
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Then  all  the  guests  rose  up,  and  s^ed  good-bje  1 

So  let  them  :—thoa  thyself  art  stiQ  a  Uad  t 
Dibdin — Comaro— Newton — Mrs.  Fiyl 
Mis.  Glasse,  Mr.  Spec  ! — Lovelass  and  Weiber» 
Mathews  in  Quot'em — Moore's  fire-wonhippin^  Glu 
Thrice-worthy  Worthy !  seem  by  thee  engroas'd  I 
Howbeit  the  Peptic  Cook  still  rales  the  ioatt» 
Potent  to  hnsh  all  ventriloqoial  snarling, — 
And  ease  the  bosom  pangs  of  indigestioa  I 

Thou  art,  sans  question. 
The  Corporation's  love — its  Doctor  Darlingl 
Look  at  the  Civic  Palate — nay,  the  Bed 

Which  set  dear  Mrs.  Opie  on  supplying 
"  Illustrations  of  Lying  I " 
Ninety  square  feet  of  down  from  heel  to  head 

It  measured,  and  I  dread 
Was  haunted  by  a  terrible  night  Mare^ 
A  monstrous  burthen  on  the  corporation  t — 
Look  at  the  Bill  of  Fare  for  one  day*s  share. 
Sea-turtles  by  the  score — oxen  by  droves. 
Geese,  turkeys,  by  the  flock — fishes  and  loaves 

Countless,  as  when  the  Lilliputian  natioa 
Was  making  up  the  huge  man-mountain's  ration  I 

Oh  !  worthy  Doctor !  surely  thou  hast  driven 
The  squatting  Demon  from  great  Garratt's  breast— 

(His  honour  seems  to  rest  I — ) 
And  what  is  thy  reward  ? — Hath  London  given 
Thee  public  thanks  for  thy  important  service  ? 

Alas !  not  even 
Tlie  tokens  it  bestow'd  on  Howe  and  Jervis  !— 
Yet  could  I  speak  as  Orators  should  speak 
Before  the  Worshipful  the  Common  Council 
(Utter  my  bold  bad  grammar  and  pronounce  ill,) 
Thou  shouldst  not  miss  thy  Freedom  for  a  week. 
Richly  engross'd  on  vellum  : — Reason  urges 
That  he  who  rules  our  cookery — that  he 
Who  edits  soups  and  gravies,  ought  to  be 
A  Citizen,  where  sauce  can  make  a  Burgas  I 
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TO  THE  DEAN  AND  CHAPTER  OF  WESTMINSTER. 
^*u«  the  Guardians  of  the  Temidc  can  nerer  think  they  get  enough." — 

CiTIZKN  OP  THB  WOKLOw 

|H,  Tery  Feverend  Dean  and  Chapter, 
Exhibitors  of  giant  men. 
Hail  to  each  surplice-back'd  adapter 
Of  England's  dead,  in  her  stone  den  ! 
Ye  teach  us  properly  to  prize 

Two-shilling  Grays,  and  Gays,  and  Handels, 
And,  to  throw  light  upon  our  eyes, 

Deal  in  Wax  Queens  like  old  wax  candles. 

Oh,  reverend  showmen,  rank  and  file. 

Call  in  your  shillings,  two  and  two  ; 
March  with  Ih^m  up  the  middle  aisle, 

And  cloister  them  from  public  view. 
Yours  surely  are  the  dusty  dead. 

Gladly  ye  look  from  bust  to  bust. 
And  set  a  price  on  each  great  head. 

And  make  it  come  down  with  the  dust 

Oh,  as  I  see  you  walk  along 

In  ample  sleeves  and  ample  back, 
A  pursy  and  well-order'd  throng, 

Thoroughly  fed,  thoroughly  black  I 
In  vain  I  strive  me  to  be  dumb, — 

You  keep  each  bard  like  fatted  kid. 
Grind  bones  for  bread  like  Fee-iaw-fum  t 

And  drink  from  skulls  as  Byron  did  I 

The  profitable  Abbey  is 

A  sacred  'Change  for  stony  stock, 
Not  that  a  speculation  'tis — 

The  profit's  founded  on  a  rock. 
Death  and  the  Doctors  in  each  nave 

Bony  investments  have  inum'd, 
And  hard  'twould  be  to  find  a  grave 

From  which  "  no  money  is  returned  I  '* 

Here  many  a  pensive  pilgrim,  brought 
By  reverence  for  those  learned  bonei^ 
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Shall  often  come  and  walk  your  short 
Two-shilling  fare  upon  the  stones—* 

Ye  have  that  talisman  of  Wealth 
Which  puddling  chemists  sought  of  old 

Till  ruin'd  out  of  hope  and  health — 
The  Tomb's  the  stone  that  turns  to  gold  I 

&h,  licensed  cannibals,  ye  eat 

Your  dinners  from  your  own  dead  race, 
Think  Gray,  preserved — a  "  funeral  meatf" 

And  Dryden,  devird — ^after  graces 
A  relish  ; — and  you  take  your  meal 

From  Rare  Ben  Jonson  underdone 
Or,  whet  your  holy  knives  on  Steele* 

To  cut  away  at  Addison ! 

Oh  say,  of  all  this  famous  age, 

Whose  learned  bones  your  hopes  expect, 
Oh  have  ye  number'd  Rydal's  sage, 

Or  Moore  among  your  Ghosts  elect  ? 
I^rd  Byron  was  not  doom'd  to  make 

You  richer  by  his  final  sleep- 
Why  don't  ye  warn  the  Great  to  take 

Their  ashes  to  no  other  heap  ! 

Southey's  reversion  have  ye  got  ? 

With  Coleridge,  for  his  body,  made 
A  bargain  ? — ^has  Sir  Walter  Scott, 

Like  Peter  Schlemibl,  sold  his  shade? 
Has  Rogers  haggled  hard,  or  sold 

His  features  for  your  marble  shows, 
(.>r  Campbell  barter'd  ere  he's  cold. 

All  interest  in  his  "  bo»u  repose  ?  ** 

Rare  is  your  show,  ye  righteous  men  I 
Priestly  Politos, — rare,  I  ween  ; 

But  should  ye  not  outside  the  Den 
Paint  up  what  in  k  may  be  seen  ? 


•  "Since  this  poem  was  written,  Doctor  Ireland  and  those  in 
under  him  have  reduced  the  fares.  It  is  gratifying  to  the  Englirii 
know  that  while  bfatcher's  meat  is  rising  tombs  are  fklUng.**— AW< 
Edition, 


TO   THE  DEAN  OF  IVESTMiNSTER,  209 

A  long  green  Shakspeftre,  with  a  deer 
GnL^*d  in  the  many  folds  it  died  in, — 

A  Butler  stuiTd  from  ear  to  ear, 
Wet  White  Bears  weeping  o*er  a  Dryden  \ 

Piunt  G&rrick  up  like  Mr.  Paap, 

A  Giant  of  some  inches  high  ; 
Paint  Handel  up,  that  organ  chap. 

With  yon,  as  grinders,  in  his  eye  ; 
Depict  some  plaintive  antique  thing, 

And  say  th'  original  may  be  seen  ;— 
Blind  Milton  with  a  dog  and  string 

May  be  the  Beggar  o'  Bethoal  Green  ! 

Put  up  in  Poet*s  Comer,  near 

The  little  door,  a  platform  small ; 
Get  there  a  monkey — never  fear. 

You'll  catch  the  gapers,  one  and  all ! 
Stand  each  of  ye  a  Body  Guard, 

A  Trumpet  under  either  fin. 
And  yell  away  in  Palace  Yard 

"  All  dead  I  AU  dead  »  Walk  in  !  Walk  iii  \ " 

(But  when  the  people  are  inside. 

Their  money  paid — I  pray  you,  bid 
The  keepers  not  to  mount  and  ride 

A  race  around  each  coffin  lid. — 
Poor  Mrs.  Bodkin  thought,  last  year. 

That  it  was  hard — the  woman  clacks — 
To  have  so  little  in  her  ear — 

And  be  so  hurried  through  the  Wax  I — ) 

"  Walk  in  I  two  shillings  only !  come  ! 

Be  not  by  country  grumblers  funk'd  !— • 
Walk  in,  and  see  th'  illustrious  dumb, 

The  Cheapest  House  for  the  defunpt ! " 
Write  up,  'twill  breed  some  just  reflection, 

And  every  rude  surmise  'twill  stop — 
Write  up,  that  you  have  no  connection 

(In  large) — with  any  other  shop  ! 

And  still,  to  catch  the  Clowns  the  more, 
With  samples  of  your  siiows  in  Wax, 
C.  O 


( t 
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I'll  give  him  da>h  for  dx^h." 

|ERDAN,  farewell  !  farewell  to  al 
Who  ever  praised  me,  great  or  s 

Your  poet's  course  is  run  ! 
A  weekly — no,  an  every-day 
Reviewer  takes  my  fame  away. 
And  I  am  all  undone  1 

T  cannot  live  an  anthor  lonj  ! 
When  I  did  write,  O  I  did  wrong 

To  aim  at  being  great ; 
A  Diamond  Poet  in  a  pin 
May  twinkle  on  in  peace,  and  wiif 

No  diamond  critic's  hate  I 

No  small  inditer  of  reviews 
W^ill  analyse  his  tiny  muse. 

Or  lay  his  sonnets  waste ; 
Who  strives  to  prove  that  Richardson^ 
lliat  calls  himself  a  diamond  one, 

Is  but  a  bard  of  paste  1 


TO  PEACE,  %i\ 


I'm  choked  by  bitter  shrubs  I 
O  Mr.  F.  C.  W. ! 
What  can  I  christen  thy  review 

But  one  of  **  Wormwood  Scrubs  ?" 

The  very  man  that  sought  me  once— 
(Can  I  so  soon  be  grown  a  dunce  ?) 

He  now  deq4es  my  verse  ; 
But  who,  save  me,  will  fret  to  find 
The  editor  ha$  changed  his  mind, — 

He  can't  have  got  a  worse. 


TO  PEACE. 
ITTEN  ON  THE  NIGHT  OF  MY  MISTRESS's  GRAND  ROUT. 

|H  Peace  !  oh  come  with  me  and  dwell — 
But  stop,  for  there's  the  belL 
Oh  Peace  !  for  thee  I  go  and  sit  in  churches^ 
On  Wednesday,  when  there's  very  few 
In  loft  or  pew — 
Another  ring,  the  tarts  are  come  from  Birch's. 
Oh  Peace  !  for  thee  I  have  avoided  marriage- 
Hush  !  there's  a  carriage. 
Oh  Peace  !  thou  art  the  best  of  earthly  goods— 

The  five  Miss  Woods. 
Oh  Peace !  thou  art  the  Goddess  I  adore- 
There  come  some  more. 
Oh  Peace !  thou  child  of  solitude  and  quiet— 
That's  Lord  Drum's  footman,  for  he  loves  a  riot 

Oh  Peac« ! 
Knocks  will  not  cease. 

Oh  Peace  1  thou  wert  for  human  comfort  plann'd- 
That's  Weippert's  band. 

Oh  Peace  !  now  glad  I  welcome  thy  approaches— 
I  hear  the  sound  of  coaches. 

Oh  Peace  !  oh  Peace  ! — another  carriage  stops- 
It's  early  for  the  Blenkinsops. 
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Oh  Peace !  with  thee  I  love  to  WKoder, 

But  wait  till  I  have  show*d  up  Lady  Squander, 

And  now  I've  seen  her  up  the  fCair, 

Oh  Peace ! — but  here  comes  Captain  Haoe. 

Oh  Peace !  thou  art  the  slumber  of  the  mind. 

Untroubled,  calm  and  quiet,  and  nnbiokcDy — 

If  that  is  Alderman  Guzzle  from  Poitsokcn, 

Alderman  Gobble  won't  be  far  behind ; 

Oh  Peace  1  serene  in  worldly  shyness, — 

Make  way  there  for  his  Serene  Highness  I 

Oh  Peace !  if  you  do  not  disdain 
To  dwell  amongst  the  menial  train* 
I  have  a  silent  place,  and  lone, 
That  you  and  I  may  call  our  own ; 
Where  tumult  never  makes  an  entry- 
Susan,  what  business  have  you  in  my  pantry  } 

Oh  Peace !  but  there  is  Major  Monk, 
At  variance  with  his  wife — Oh  Peace  ! 
And  that  great  German,  Vander  Trunk, 
And  that  great  talker.  Miss  Apreece; 
Oh  Peace  1  so  dear  to  poets*  quills — 
They're  just  beginqiqg  their  quadrilles-— 
Oh  Peace  1  our  greatest  renovator; — 
I  wonder  where  I  put  my  waiter — 
Oh  Peace  ! — ^but  here  my  Ode  1*11  cease ; 
I  have  no  peace  to  write  of  Peace. 


FOR  THE  NINTH  OF  NOVEMBER. 

LUDI  OLud!  OLnd! 

I  mean  of  course  that  venerable  towui 

Mention'd  in  stories  of  renown. 

Built  formerly  of  mud ; — 
O  Lud,  I  say,  why  didst  tliou  e*er 

Invent  the  office  of  a  Mayor, 

An  office  that  no  useful  purpose  crowns,  « 

But  to  set  Aldermen  against  each  other. 
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That  should  be  Brother  unto  Brother, — 
Sisters  at  least,  by  virtue  of  their  gowns  ? 
But  still  if  one  must  have  a  Mayor 
To  fill  the  Civic  chair, 
O  Lud,  I  say, 
Was  there  no  better  day 
To  fix  on,  than  November  Ninth  so  shivery 
And  dull  for  showing  off  the  Livtry's  livery? 
Dimming,  alas  I 
The  Brazier's  brass, 
Soiling  th*  Elmbroiderers  and  all  the  Saddlers, 
Sopping  the  Furriers, 
I^raggling  the  Curriers, 
And  making  Merchant  Tailors  dirty  paddlers : 
Drenching  the  Skinners'  Company  to  the  skin, 
Making  the  crusty  Vintner  chiller. 
And  turning  the  Distiller 
To  cold  without  instead  of  warm  within  ;— 
Spoiling  the  bran-new  beavers 
Of  Wax-chandlers  and  Weavers, 

Plastering  th^  Plasterers  and  spotting  Mercers, 
Hearty  Novcmber-cursers — 
And  showing  Cordwainers  and  dapper  Drapers 
Sadly  in  want  of  brushes  and  of  scrapers ; 
Making  the  Grocer's  company  not  fit 

For  Company  a  bit ; 
Dying  the  Dyers  with  a  dingy  flood. 
Daubing  incorporated  Bakers, 
And  leading  the  Patten-makers, 
Over  their  very  pattens  in  the  mud,— 
OLud!  OLud!  OLudl 

"  This  is  a  sorry  sight," 
To  quote  Macbeth — but  oh,  it  grieves  me  quite 
To  see  your  Wives  and  Daughters  in  their  plumes-^ 
W^hite  plumes  not  white — 
Sitting  at  open  windows  catching  rheums, 
Not  "Angels  ever  bright  and  fair," 
But  angels  ever  brown  and  sallow, 
With  eyes — you  cannot  see  above  one  pair, 

For  city  clouds  of  black  and  yellow— 
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And  artificial  flowers,  rose,  leaf,  and  bod. 

Such  sable  lilies 

And  grim  daffodilies 
Drooping,  but  not  for  drought,  O  Lud !  O  Lud  t 

I  may  as  well,  while  I'm  inclined, 
Just  go  through  all  the  faults  I  find : 

0  Lud.!  then,  with  a  bitter  air,  say  Janc^ 
Could'st  thou  not  find  a  better  tune 

To  sound  with  trumpets,  and  with  drums;, 
Than  **  Sfee  the  Conquering  Hero  comes," 

When  he  who  comes  ne'er  dealt  in  blood  ? 
Thy  May*r  is  not  a  War  Horse,  Lud, 
That  ever  charged  on  Turk  or  Tartar, 
And  yet  upon  a  march  you  strike 
That  treats  him  like — 
A  little  French  if  I  may  martyr- 
Lewis  Cart- Horse  or  Henry  Carter  1 
O  Lud !  I  say 
Do  change  your  day 
To  some  time  when  your  Show  can  really  show ; 
When  silk  can  seem  like  silk,  and  gold  can  glow. 
Look  at  your  Sweepers,  how  they  shine  in  May 
Have  it  when  there's  a  sun  to  gild  the  coach. 
And  sparkle  in  tiara — bracelet — brooch — 
Diamond — or  paste — of  sister,  mother,  daughter; 
When  grandeur  really  may  be  grand — 
But  if  thy  Pageant's  thus  obscured  by  land— 
O  Lud !  it's  ten  times  worse  upon  the  water ! 
Suppose,  O  Lud,  to  show  its  plan, 

1  call,  like  Blue  Beard's  wife,  to  sister  Anne, 
Who's  gone  to  Beaufort  Wharf  with  niece  and  a 
To  see  what  she  can  see — and  what  she  can't ; 
Chewing  a  saffron  bun  by  way  of  cud. 

To  keep  the  fog  out  of  a  tender  lung. 
While  perch'd  in  a  verandah  nicely  hung 
Over  a  margin  of  thy  own  black  mud, 
O  Lud! 

Now  Sister  Anne,  I  call  to  thee^ 
Look  out  and  see : 
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Of  course  about  the  bridge  you  view  them  rally 
Aud  sally, 


With  many  a  wherry,  sculler,  punt,  and  cutter; 
The  Fishmongers*  grand  boat,  but  not  for  butter, 

The  Goldsmiths'  glorious  galley, — 
Of  course  you  see  the  Lord  Mayor's  coach  aquatic, 
With  silken  banners  that  the  breezes  fan, 

In  gold  all  glowing, 

And  men  in  scarlet  rowing. 
Like  Doge  of  Venice  to  the  Adriatic; 
Of  course  you  see  all  this,  O  Sister  Anne  ? 
**  No,  I  see  no  such  thing ! 
I  only  see  the  edge  of  Beaufort  Wharf, 
With  two  coal  lighters  fjisten'd  to  a  ring: 

And,  dim  as  ghosts, 
Two  little  bojrs  are  jumping  over  posts; 

And  something  farther  off, 
That's  rather  like  the  sliadow  of  a  dog. 

And  all  beyond  is  fog. 
If  there  be  any  thing  so  fine  and  bright. 
To  see  it  I  must  see  by  second  sight. 
Call  this  a  Show?     It  is  not  worth  a  pin! 

I  see  no  barges  row. 

No  banners  blow; 
The  show  is  merely  a  gallanty-show. 
Without  a  lamp  or  any  candle  in." 

But  sister  Anne,  my  dear, 
Although  you  cannot  see,  you  still  may  hear? 
Of  course  you  hear,  I'm  very  sure  of  that, 

The  **  Water  parted  from  the  Sea  "  in  C, 
Or  "  Where  the  Bee  sucks,"  set  in  B; 
Or  Huntsman's  chorus  from  the  Freyschutz  frightful. 
Or  Handel's  Water  Music  in  A  flat. 

Oh  music  from  the  water  comes  delightful ! 
It  sounds  as  no  where  else  it  can: 
You  hear  it  first. 
In  some  rich  burst. 
Then  faintly  sighing. 
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Tenderly  dyii^ 
Away  upon  the  breezes,  Sister  Ann^ 

"  There  is  no  breeze  to  die  on ; 
And  all  their  drums  and  trumpets^  flutes  Mid  luurps^ 
Could  never,  cut  their  way  with  ev*!!  three  sharps 

Through  such  a  fog  as  this^  yea  may  rely  on* 
I  tliiivk,  but  am  not  sure,  I  hear  a  hum. 

Like  a  very  niuflTed  double  drum^ 

And  then  a  somcthir^  faintly  shrilly 

IJke  Bartlemy  Fair^s  old  buz  at  Pentonville. 

And  now  and  then  hear  a  pop. 

As  if  from  Pediey's  Soda  Water  shop^ 

I'm  almost  ill  with  the  strong  scent  of  mud^ 
Andy  not  to  mention  sneezing, 
My  cough  is,  more  than  usual*  teasing  ; 
I  really  fear  that  I  have  chill'd  my  blood, 
OLud!  OLud!  OLudl  OLudl  OLudl* 


ON  THE  CELEBRATION  OF  PEACE. 
BY  DORCAS  DOVE. 

ND  is  it  thus  ye  welcome  Peace, 

From  Mouths  of  forty-pounding  Bores  ? 
Oh  cease,  exploding  Cannons  cease ! 
l^st  Peace,  afingbted,  shun  our  shores ! 

Not  so  the  quiet  Queen  should  come  ; 

But  like  a  Nurse  to  still  our  Fears, 
With  Shoes  of  List,  demurely  dumb. 

And  Wool  or  Cotton  in  her  Ears ! 

She  asks  for  no  triumphal  Arch ; 

No  Steeples  for  their  ropy  Tongues ; 
Down,  Drumsticks,  down.  She  needs  no  Mardl^ 

Or  blasted  Trumps  from  brazen  Lungs. 

She  wants  no  Noise  of  mobbing  Throats 
To  tell  that  She  is  drawing  nigh : 
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Why  this  Parade  of  scarlet  Coats, 
When  War  has  closed  his  bloodshot  Eye  ? 

Ketuming  to  Domestic  Loves, 

When  War  has  ceased  with  all  its  Ills, 
Captains  should  come  like  sucking  Doves, 

With  Olive  Branches  in  their  Bills. 

No  need  there  is  of  vulgar  Shout, 

Bells,  Ginnons,  Trumpets,  Fife,  and  Dnim^ 

And  Soldiers  marching  all  about, 
To  let  Us  know  that  Peace  is  come. 

Oh  mild  should  be  the  Sigiis  and  meek. 

Sweet  Peace's  Advent  to  proclaim ! 
Silence  her  noiseless  Foot  should  speak, 

And  Echo  should  repeat  the  same. 

Lo !  where  the  Soldier  walks,  alas ! 

With  Scars  received  cm  Foreign  Grounds; 
Shall  we  consume  in  Coloured  Gloss 

The  Oil  that  should  be  pour'd  in  Wounds? 

The  bleeding  Gaps  of  War  to  close. 

Will  whizzing  Rocket-Flight  avail  ? 
Will  Squibs  enliven  Orphans'  Woes? 

Or  Crackers  cJieer  the  Widow's  Tale  ? 


TO  MR.  ISAAK  WALTON, 
AT  MR.  major's  THE  BOOKSELLER'S  IN  FLEET  STREET. 

|R.  WALTON,  it's  harsh  to  say  it,  but  as  a  Parent  I  can*t 
help  wishing 
You'd  been  hung  before  you  published  your  book,  to 
set  all  the  young  people  a  fishing ! 
e's  my  Robert,  the  trouble  I've  had  with  him  it  surpasses  a 

mortal's  bearing, 
all  thro'  those  devilish  angling  works— the  L.ord  forgive  me 
for  swearing ! 
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I  thought  he  were  took  with  the  Morbus  one  day,  I  did  with  hi 

nasty  angle ! 
For  '*  oh  dear,"  says  he,  and  burst  out  in  a  cry,  **  oh  my  gut  is  al 

got  of  a  tangle  !" 
It*8  a  shame  to  teach  a  young  boy  such  words — whose  blow 

wouldn't  chill  in  their  veins 
To  hear  him,  as  I  overheard  him  one  day,  a-talking  of  blowing 

out  brains? 
And  didn't  I  quarrel  with  Sally  the  cook,  and  a  precious  sooldiD^ 

I  give  her, 
•*  How  dare  you,"  says  I,  "  for  to  stench  the  whole  house  by  keep 

ing  that  stinking  liver?" 
Twas  enough  to  breed  a  fever,  it  was  !  they  smelt  it  next  door  i 

the  Bagots', — 
But  it  wasn't  breeding  no  fever — not  it  I  'twas  my  son  a  breeding 

of  maggots ! 
I  declare  that  I  could  fi't  touch  meat  for  a  week,  for  it  all  seemec 

tainting  and  going. 
And  after  turning  my  stomach  so,  they  turned  to  blueflies,  al 

buzzing  and  blowing; 
Boys  arc  nasty  enough,  goodness  knows,  of  themselves,  withou 

putting  live  things  in  their  craniums; 
Well,  what  next?  but  he  pots  a  whole  cargo  of  worms  along  witl 

my  choice  geraniums. 
And  another  fme  trick,  tho'  it  wasn't  found  out,  till  the  house 

maid  had  given  us  warning, 
He  fished  at  the  golden  fish  in  the  bowl,  before  we  were  up  anc 

down  in  the  morning. 
I'm  sure  it  was  lucky  for  Ellen,  poor  thing,  that  she'd  got  so  at 

tcntive  a  lover. 
As  bring  her  fresh  fish  when  the  others  deceas'd,  which  they  did  \ 

dozen  times  over  ! 
Then  a  whole  new  loaf  was  short  !  for  I  know,  of  course,  whei 

our  bread  goes  faster, — 
And  I  made  a  stir  with  the  bill  in  my  hand,  and  the  man  was  sen 

off  by  his  master; 
But,  oh  dear,  I  thought  I  should  sink  thro*  the  earth,  with  th« 

weight  of  my  own  reproaches. 
For  my  own  pretty  son  had  made  away  with  the  loaf,  to  mak< 

pastry  to  feed  the  roaches  ! 
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*•  'wr  Tvc  suffered  a  martyrdom — with  all  sorts  of  frights  and 

terrors  surrounded ! 
'*  I  never  saw  him  go  out  of  the  doors  but  I  thought  he'd  come 

home  to  be  drownded. 
^'^  sure  enough,  I  set  out  one  fine  Monday  to  visit  my  married 

daughter, 
^'^  there  he  was  standing  at  Sadler's  Wells,  a-performing  with 
real  water, 
•  WcU  he  was  off  on  the  further  side,  for  I'd  have  brain'd  him 
^  else  with  my  patten, 

I  thought  he  was  safe  at  school,  the  young  wretch !  a  studying 

Greek  and  Latin, 
xny  ridicule  basket  he  had  got  on  his  back,  to  carry  his  fishes 
^^  and  gentles; 

*^H  a  belt  I  knew  he'd  made  from  the  belt  of  his  father's  r^i- 
,^^  mentals — 

^«1,  I  poked  his  rod^  and  lines  in  the  fire,  and  his  father  gave 
^  him  a  birching, 

^  lie'd  gone  too  far  to  be  easy  cured  of  his  love  for  chubbing  and 
perching, 
mght  he  never  came  home  to  test,  and  altho'  it  was  dark  and 
dripping, 
^  iiMher  !;et  off  to  Wapping,  poor  man !  for  the  boy  had  a  turn 
for  shipping ; 
^^  for  nle  I  set  up,  and  I  sobbed  and  I  cried  for  all  the  world 
like  a  babby, 
^  *ll  at  twelve  o'clock  he  rewards  my  fears  with  two  gudging  from 

Waltham  Abbey ! 
^tid  a  piretty  sore  throat  and  fever  he  caught,  that  brought  me  a 

fortnight's  hard  nussing, 
Till  I  thought  I  should  go  to  my  grey-hair'd  grave,  worn  out  with 

the  fretting  and  fussing ; 
But  at  last  he  was  olr'd,  and  we  did  have  hopes  that  the  fishing 

was  cured  as  well. 
Bat  no  stidi  luck  !  not  a  week  went  by  before  we'd  have  another 

such  spell. 
Tbo'  he  never  had  got  a  penny  to  spend,  for  such  was  our  strict 

intentions, 
Yet  he  was  soon  set  up  in  tackle  agin^  for  all  boys  have  such  quick 
mventions : 
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And  I  lost  my  Lady's  Own  Pocket  Book,  in  spite  ol  all  m 

ing  and  poking, 
Till  I  found  it  chuck  full  of  tackles  and  hooks,  and  beade 

got  a  good  soaking. 
Then  one  Friday  morning,  I  gets  a  summoning  note  from  i 

a  law  attorney, 
For  the  boy  had  been  trespassing  people's  grounds  while  hi 

was  gone  a  journey, 
And  I  had  to  go  and  hush  it  all  up  by  myself,  in  an  office  at 

Garden ; 
And  to  pay  for  the  damage  he'd  done,  to  boot,  and  to  be 

strange  gentleman's  pardon. 
And  M-a.sn*t  he  once  fished  out  himself,  and  a  man  had  to 

find  him, 
And  I  saw  him  brought  home  with  my  motherly  eyes  and 

of  people  behind  him? 
Yes,  it  took  a  full  hour  to  rub  him  to  life — ^whilst  I  was  a- 

ing  and  raving, 
And  a  couple  of  guineas  it  cost  lis  besides,  to  reward  the  \ 

man  for  his  saving. 
And  didn't  Miss  Crump  leave  us  out  of  her  will,  all  alon£ 

taking  dudgeon? 
At  her  favourite  cat  being  chok'd,  poor  Puss,  with  a  hool 

up  in  a  gudgeon? 
And  old  Brown  complain'd  that  he  pluck'd  his  live  fowls,  \ 

without  show  of  reason, 
For  the  cocks  looked  naked  about  necks  and  tails,  and  it 

their  moulting  season ; 
And  sure  and  surely,  when  we  came  to  enquire,  there  wa 

for  their  screeching  and  cackles. 
For  the  miscliief  confess'd  he  had  picked  them  a  bit,  for  1 1 

called  them  the  hackles. 
A  pretty  tussle  we  had  about  that !  but  as  if  it  wam't 

enough, 
When  the  winter  comes  on,  to  the  muff-box  I  goes,  just  t 

out  my  sable  muff — 
**0  mercy!"  thinks  I,  **  there's  the  moth  in  the  house  I" 

fur  was  all  gone  in  patches ; 
And  then  at  Ellen's  chinchilly  I  look,  and  its  state  of  des 

just  matches— 
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.^  it  ^rasn^t  no  moth,  Mr.  Walton,  but  flics — sham  flies  to  go 

trolling  and  trouting, 
fOt  liis  father's  great  coat  was  all  safe  and  sound,  and  that  flrst  set 

me  a-doubting. 
^  plague,  say  I,  on  all  rods  and  lines,  and  on  young  or  old  watery 

danglers ! 
^^^^  after  all  thai  you'U  talk  of  such  stuff  as  no  harm  in  the  world 

about  anglers  t 
^■Kl.  vfaen  all  is  done,  4II  our  worry  and  fuss,  why,  we've  never 

had  nothing  worth  dishing ; 
^  ^x^  see.  Mister  Walton,  no  good  comes  at  last  of  your  famous 

book  about  fishing. 
^^  fe  Robert's,  I  l^umt  it  a  twelvemonth  ago ;  but  it  turned  up 
too  late  to  be  lucky, 
he'd  got  it  by  heart,  as  I  found  to  the  cost  of 

Your  servant, 
Jane  Elizabeth  Stuckey. 


TO  MARY  HOUSEMAID. 

ON  valentine's  day. 

ARY,  you  know  I've  no  love-nonsense^ 
And,  though  I  pen  on  such  a  day, 
I  don't  mean  flirting,  on  my  conscience. 
Or  writing  in  the  courting  way. 

Though  Beauty  hasn't  form'd  your  feature, 
It  saves  you,  p'rhaps,  from  being  vain, 

And  many  a  poor  unhappy  creature 
May  wish  that  she  was  half  as  plain. 

Your  virtues  would  not  rise  an  inch. 
Although  your  shape  was  two  foot  taller. 

And  wisely  you  let  others  pinch 
Great  waists  and  feet  to  make  them  smaller. 

You  never  try  to  spare  your  hands 
From  getting  red  by  household  duty. 

But,  doing  all  that  it  commands, 
Their  coarseness  is  a  moral  beauty. 


TO   A    CKIJ'iC. 


Let  Susan  flourish  her  fair  aims 
And  at  jrour  old  legs  sneer  and  scoff, 

But  let  her  laugh,  for  yon  have  charms 
lliat  nobody  knows  nothing  o£ 


TO  A  BAD  RIDER. 

I. 
HY,  Mr.  Rider,  why 

Your  nag  so  ill  indorse,  man? 
To  make  observers  cry. 
You're  mounted,  bat  no  horseman) 


II. 
With  elbows  out  so  far, 

This  thought  you  can't  debar  me— 
Though  no  Dragoon — Hussar — 

You're  surely  of  the  army  I 

IIL 
I  hope  to  tnm  M.P. 

You  have  not  any  notion, 
Sa  awkward  you  would  be 

At  "seconding  a  motion  I" 


TO  A  CRITIC. 

CRUEL  One  !    How  littel  dost  thou  knovte 
How  manye  poetes  with  Unhappyenesse 
Thou  mayest  have  slaine  ;  are  they  beganne  to  blows 
Like  to  yonge  Buddcs  in  theyre  firste  sappyenessc  1 

Even  as  Pinkes  from  littel  Pipinges  growe 

Great  Poetes  yet  maye  come  of  singinges  smalle, 

Which,  if  an  hungrede  Worme  doth  gnawe  belowe^ 

Fold  up  theyre  strypcd  leaves,  and  dye  withalle. 

Alake,  that  pleasaunt  Flowrc  must  fayde  and  falle 

Because  a  Grubbe  hath  cte  into  yts  Hede, — 

That  els  had  growne  soe  fayre  and  eke  soe  talle 

To-wardes  the  Heaven,  and  opened  forthe  and  sprede 

Its  blossomes  to  the  Sunne  for  Mennc  to  rede 

In  soe  brighte  hues  of  Lovelinesse  indeede  ! 
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THE  SWEETS  OF  YOUTH. 
•*Swe«ti  to  the  sweet— fare weU." — Hamlst. 

|IM£  was  I  liked  a  cheesecake  well  enough — 
All  human  children  have  a  sweetish  taste  : 
I  used  to  revel  in  a  pie,  or  pufT, 

Or  tart — wp  all  were  Tartars  in  our  youth 
To  meet  with  jam  or  jelly  was  good  luck, 

All  candies  most  complacently  I  crumped, 
A  stick  of  liquorice  was  good  to  suck, 

And  sugar  was  as  often  liked  as  lumped  ! 
On  treade^s  "  linkM  sweetness  long  drawn  out," 

Or  honey  I  could  feast  like  any  fly  ; 
I  thrilled  when  lollipops  were  hawked  about ; 

How  pleased  to  compass  hard-bake  or  buU's-eye ; 
How  charmed  if  Fortime  in  my  p>ower  cast 
Elecampane — but  that  campaign  is  past. 


TO  HE^'R1ETTA,1 
ON  HER  DEPARTURE  FOR  CALAIS. 

[HEN  little  people  go  abroad,  wherever  they  may  roam. 

They  will  not  just  be  treated  as  they  used  to  be  at 

home ; 

So  take  a  few  promiscuous  hints,  to  warn  you  in  ad- 
vance, 

^'  how  a  little  English  girl  will  perhaps  be  served  in  France. 

^course  you  will  be  Frenchified  ;  and  first,  it's  my  belief, 
Miey'll  dress  you  in  their  foreign  style  as  ^-la-mode  as  beef, 
With  a  little  row  of  beehives,  as  a  border  to  your  frock, 
And  a  pair  of  frilly  trousers,  like  a  little  bantam  cock. 

Bat  first  they'll  seize  your  bundle  (if  you  have  one)  in  a  crack. 
And  tie  it  with  a  tape  by  way  of  bustle  on  your  back  ; 
And  make  your  waist  so  high  or  low,  your  shape  will  be  a  riddle, 
For  anyhow  you'll  never  have  your  middle  in  the  middle. 

1  The  daughter  of  William  Harvey,  the  artist 


U4 HINTS  TO  PAUL  PRY. 

Vour  little  Engti&Ii  sandiU  for  ■  while  will  hold  tt^ettier. 
Bui  woe  iwliiie  fou  when  the  slones  have  vorn  away  Ihe  lettheri 
For  they'll  jiofce  jour  little  pettitoes  (nnd  there  will  be  a  hobblt  1) 
In  such  a  pair  of  slues  as  none  but  cnipcntets  an  Mbble  I 

Wh&t  next? — to  fill  your  head  with  French  to  match  the  native 

girls 
111  scraps  of  Galignarii  they'll  scrcn"  up  your  little  curls  ; 
And  they'll  lake  their  nouns  and  verbs,  and  some  bits  of  itne  and 

And  pour  Ihcin  in  your  cnrs  ibai  yon  tniy  spout  them  ihrou^b 

Voull  have  to  learn  a  tkeu  U  quite  mother  bwI  of  thing 
To  thai  you  put  your  foot  in  ;  that  B  MIt  is  not  to  ring  ; 
That  a  carni  is  not  the  nubble  that  brings  trouble  la  your  ten ; 
Var  ftul-Hr!  a  potato,  as  lome  Irish  folks  suppose. 

No,  no,  they  have  no  murphies  there,  for  supper  or  for  lunch. 
But  you  may  get  in  courw  of  time  a  foiitme  dt  terrt  to  rounch, 
With  which,  as  you  perforce  must  do  as  Calais  folks  are  doin^ 
You'll  maybe  have  lo  gobble  up  the  frog  that  went  a  wooing  I 

But  pray  at  meals,  rcinemher  this,  the  French  are  so  polite. 
Ho  matter  what  you  eat  or  drink,  "  whatever  is,  is  right  ! " 
So  when  you're  told  at  dinner-time  that  some  delicious  itew 
Is  cat  instead  of  rabbit,  you  must  answer  "  Tani  mi — ttut!  " 

For  little  folks  who  go  abroad,  wherever  they  may  roam. 
They  cannot  JHSt  be  treated  aa  they  used  to  be  at  home  ; 
So  take  a  few  promiscuous  hints,  to  warn  you  in  advance. 
Of  how  a  little  E/iglish  girl  will  perhaps  be  served  ia  Fnuicet 


HINTS  TO  PAUL  PRY. 

»H,  pieasinj:.  teasing,  Mr.  Pry, 

Dear  Paul— but  not  Vij^iaia's  Paal, 
As  some  might  haply  deem,  to  spy 
The  umbrella  thou  art  arm'd  ^^'ithaI, 
Cool  hat,  and  ample  pantaloons, 
Proper  for  hot  and  tropic  noons; — 
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Oh  no!  for  thoa  wert  never  bom 

To  wmtch  the  barren  sea  and  cloud 
In  any  desert  isle  forlorn — 

Thy  home  is  always  in  a  crowd 
Drawn,  nightly,  such  is  thy  stage  luck. 
By  Liston — that  dramatic  Buck. 

Tme  as  the  e¥ening*s  primrose  flower» 

True  as  the  watchman  to  his  beat, 
Tboa  dost  attend  upon  the  hour 

And  house,  in  old  Ha3rmarket  Street. 
Oh,  surely  thou  art  much  miscall'd, 
Still  Paul — ^}'et  we  are  never  palFd  t 

Friend  of  the  keyhole  and  the  crack. 

That  lets  thee  pry  within  and  pore^ 
Thy  very  nose  betrays  the  knack — 

Uptum'd  through  kissing  with  the  door; 
A  peeping  trick  that  each  dear  friend 
Sends  thee  to  Coventry,  to  mend  1 

Thy  bended  body  sliows  thy  bent. 

Inclined  to  news  in  every  place ; 
Thy  gossip  mouth  and  eyes  intent. 

Stand  each  a  query  in  thy  face ; 
Thy  hat  a  curious  hat  appears, 
Pricking  its  brims  up  like  thy  ears  2 

Thy  pace,  it  is  an  ambling  trot. 

To  post  thee  sooner  here  (md  there. 
To  every  house  where  thou  shouldst  no^ 

In  gait,  in  garb,  in  face,  and  air. 
The  true  eavesdropper  we  perceive^ 
Not  merely  dropping  in  at  eve, — 

But  mom  and  noon,  through  all  the  span 

Of  day, — to  disconcert  and  fret, 
Unwelcome  guest  to  every  man, 

A  kind  of  dun,  without  a  debt. 
Well  cursed  by  porter  in  the  hall. 
For  calling  when  there  is  no  call. 


m\TS   TO  PAUL   PRV. 


Harm-wlchinE 

harm  thou  still  doit  Caleb — 

Thm  rule  shonld  save  ihee  many  a  Bora; 

Eut  \¥a[cli  iliou 

wUl,  and,  lite  a  watch. 

A  boi  allend 

lUec  al  the  door— 

The  bDU5choIJ 

neni.ih  e'en  1>^n 

To  show  thee  oi 

lerelbonartin! 

Old  Cnip  regirds  Ihee  with  a  frovn. 
Old  Hardy  marks  Ihee  for  a  shot. 

Young  Stnnky  longs  to  knock  thee  doun, 
And  Subtle  mourns  her  I'uin'd  plot, 

And  bans  thy  lx>ncs — nlosl  for  why! 

A  lender  curioutyl 


r  why  J I 


(»h  leave  tlie  Hardys  la  thcmselve 
Leave  Mrs.  Subtle  lo  her  dreams-  ' 

'Tis  true  Ihat  they  were  laid  on  ihelvei — ■ 
Leave  Stanley,  junior,  to  his  schemes ; 

More  things  there  are,  the  public  Ei|;h 

Toknowlherighlsof,  Mr.  Pryl 

There's  Lady  L .  the  laic  Miss  V , 

Miss  P and  lady  boih  were  laic, 

And  Iwo  in  ten  can  scarce  agree, 
For  why  the  lille  had  lo  wait; 

Bui  thou  mighst  learn  from  her  own  lips 

What  wind  dclain'd  the  ladyship? 

Or  Mr.  P.!— the  sire  that  nursed 

Thy  youth,  and  made  Ihee  what  ihou  ar^ 
Who  furm'd  thy  prjing  genius  first— 

(Thou  wottest  his  nntendei  part), 
'TwDuId  be  a  friendly  call  and  lit. 
To  know  "  how  soon  he  hopes  to  sit," 

Some  people  long  to  know  the  truth 
Whclher  Miss  T.  does  mean  to  Iry 

For  Gibbon  once  again— in  sooth, 
Tlioa  ini!!hl-sl  indulge  them,  Mr.  Pryj 

A  verbal  extract  from  the  brief 

Would  give  bouio  ■'pinsltis  gteal  relief  1 
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Suppose,  dear  Pry,  thou  wert  to  dodge 

The  porter's  glance,  and  just  drop  in 
At  Windsor's  shy  sequestered  lodge, 

(Thou  wilt,  if  any  man  can  win 
His  way  so  far) — and  kindly  bring 
Poor  Cob*s  petition  to  the  king. 

There's  Mrs.  Coutts — ^hath  she  outgrown 

The  compass  of  a  pr3ring  eye  ? 
And,  ah !  there  is  the  Great  Unknown* 

A  man  that  makes  the  curious  sigh ; 
*Twcre  worthy  of  your  genius  quite 
To  bring  that  lurking  man  to  light 

O,  come  abroad,  with  curious  hat, 

And  patch'd  umbrella,  curious  too~- 
To  poke  with  this,  and  pry  with  that — 

Search  all  our  scandal  through  and  througli^ 
And  treat  the  whole  world  like  a  pie 
Made  for  \hy  5nger,  Mr.  Pry ! 


ON  STEAM. 
BY  AN  UNDER-IIOSTLER, 

WISH  I  livd  a  Thowsen  year  Ago 
Wurking  for  Sober  six  and  Seven  miiers 
And  dubble  Stages  runnen  safe  and  slo 
The  Orsis  cum  in  Them  days  to  the  Bilen 
But  Now  by  means  of  Powers  of  Steam  forces 
A-tnming  Coches  into  Smoakey  Kettels 
The  Bilers  seam  a  Gumming  to  the  Orscs 
And  Helps  and  naggs  Will  sune  be  out  of  Vittels 
Poor  Bruits  1  wunder  How  we  htt  to  Liv 
When  sutch  a  change  of  Orses  is  our  Faits 
No  nothink  need  Be  sificd  in  a  Siv 
May  them  Blowd  ingins  all  Blow  up  their  Grates 
And  Thcavcs  of  Osiers  crib  the  Coles  and  Giv 
Their  bltckgard  Haiinimuls  a  Feed  of  Slaits  ! 


ia&  A  SOMNAMBULIST, 


ALLEGORY. 
A  MORAL  VEHICLK. 

HAD  a  Gig-Horse,  and  I  called  htm  P 
Because  on  8imda3rs,  for  a  little  jam 
He  was  so  fast  and  showy,  quite  a  \xtx 
Although  he  sometimes  kicked,  aa 
aslant 
I  had  a  Chaise,  and  christened  it  Cnjoymenty 
With  yellow  body,  and  the  wheels  of  red, 
Decause  'twas  only  used  for  one  employment^ 

Namely,  to  go  wherever  Pleasure  led. 
I  had  a  wife,  her  nickname  was  Delight; 

A  son  called  Frolic,  who  was  never  still  t 
Alas  !  how  often  dark  succeeds  to  bright ! 

Delight  was  thrown,  and  Frolic  had  a  spill, 
Enjoyment  was  upset  and  shattered  quite, 
And  Pleasure  fell  a  splitter  on  Paints  Ililll 


'  A  SOMNAMBULIST. 
"A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream." — CvKolT. 

[ETHOUGHT— for  Fanqy  is  the  strangest 
When  sleep  all  homely  MwidMc*  tic 
riven^ 
Methought  that  I  ascended  Jacob's  laddc 
With  heartfelt  hope  of  getting  up  to  Heaven  s 
Some  bell,  I  knew  not  whence,  was  sounding  sen 
W^hen  I  set  foot  upon  that  long  oncpair ; 

And  still  I  climbed  when  it  had  chimed  elcvciif 
Nor  yet  of  landing-place  became  aware  ; 
Step  after  step  in  endless  flight  seem'd  there  ; 

But  on,  with  steadfast  hope,  I  straggled  still« 
To  gain  that  blessed  haven  from  all  care^ 

Where  tears  are  wiped,  and  hearts  forget  their  ill, 
When,  lo  I  I  wakened  on  a  sadder  stair — 

Tran»p— tramp — tramp — tramp— upon  ihc  Ciixton 


TO  A  SCOTCH  GIRL.  239 

TO  VAUXHALL. 
"The  Engluh  Garden."— Masok. 

|H£  cold  transparent  ham  is  on  xaj  fork-— 

It  hardly  rains— and  hark  the  bell ! — ding- 
dingle — 
Away  I    Three  thousand  feet  at  gravel  work. 
Mocking  a  Vauxhall  shower  ! — Married  and  Single 
Cmsh — rush; — SoakM  Silks  with  wet  white  Satin  mingle. 
Henglcr!  Madame!  round  whom  all  bright  sparks  lurk. 
Calls  audibly  on  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pringle 

To  study  the  Sublime,  &c. — (vide  Burke) 
All  Noses  are  uptum'd  ! — Whish — ish —  !    On  high 

The  rocket  rushes — trails — just  steals  in  sight — 
Then  droops  and  melts  in  bubbles  of  blue  light — 

And  Darkness  reigns— Then  balls  flare  up  and  die — 
Wheels  whiz — smack  crackers — serpents  twist — and  then 
Back  to  the  cold  transparent  ham  again  1 


TO  A  SCOTCH  GIRL, 
WASHING  LINEN  AFTER  HER  COUNTRY  fAlRIOIf. 

|ELL  done  and  wetly,  thou  Fair  Maid  of  Perth,   . 
Thou  mak^st  a  washing  picture  well  deserving 
The  pen  and  pencilling  of  Washington  Irving : 
Like  dripping  Naiad,  pearly  from  her  birth. 
Dashing  about  the  water  of  the  Firth, 
To  cleanse  the  calico  of  Mrs.  Skirving, 
And  never  from  thy  dance  of  duty  swerving 
As  there  were  nothing  else  than  dirt  on  earth  I 
Yet  what  b  thy  reward  ?    Nay,  do  not  start ! 
I  do  not  mean  to  give  thee  a  new  damper. 
But  while  thou  fillest  this  industrious  part 

Of  washer,  wearer,  mangier,  presser,  stamper, 
Deserving  better  character — thou  art 
What  Bodkin  would  but  call — ''  a  common  tramper.' 


>• 


ay)  TO  LORD   WHARNCUFFE. 


TO  A  DECAYED  SEAMAK. 

t 

lAIL!   seventy-four  cut  down  I    Hail,  Top  an 
Lop! 
Unless  I'm  much  mistaken  in  my  notion. 
Thou  wast  a  stirring  Tar,  before  that  hop 
Became  so  fatal  to  thy  locomotion ; — 
Now,  thrown  on  shore,  like  a  mere  weed  of  ocean. 

Thou  readcst  still  to  men  a  lesson  good. 
To  King  and  Country  showing  thy  devotion. 

By  kneeling  thus  upon  a  stump  of  wood  ! 
Still  is  thy  spirit  strong  as  alcohol ; 

Spite  of  that  limb,  begot  of  acom-^;g,-^ 
Methinks, — thou  Naval  History  in  one  VoL^ 

A  virtue  shines,  e'en  in  that  timber  leg^ 
For  unlike  others  that  desert  their  Poll, 
Thou  walkest  ever  with  thy  "  Constant  Peg  V* 


TO  LORD  WHARNCLIFFE,  ON  HIS  GAME-BILL. 

I'M  fond  of  partridges,  I'm  fond  of  snipes, 

I'm  fond  of  black  cocks,  for  they're  very  goc 

cocks — 
I*m  fond  of  wild  ducks,  and  I*m  fond  of  woo* 
cocks — 
And  grouse  that  set  up  such  strange  moorish  pipes; 
I*m  fond  of  pheasants  with  their  splendid  stripe»«> 
I*m  fond  of  hares,  whether  from  Whig  or  Toiy^ 
I*m  fond  of  capercailzies  in  their  glory, — 
Teal,  widgeons,  plovers,  birds  in  all  their  t3rpes : 
All  these  are  in  your  care.  Law-giving  Peer, 
And  when  you  next  address  your  Lordly  Babel, 
Some  clause  put  in  your  Bill,  precise  and  dear. 
With  due  and  fit  provision  to  enable 
A  man  that  holds  all  kinds  of  game  so  dear 
To  keep,  like  Crockford,  a  good  Gaming  Table. 
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LIEUTENANT  LUFF. 
A  COMIC  BALLAD. 

|LL  yoa  that  are  too  fond  of  wine. 
Or  any  other  stuff. 
Take  warning  by  the  dismal  fate 
Of  one  Lieutenant  LiifH 
A  sober  man  he  might  have  been. 

Except  in  one  regard, 
He  did  not  like  soft  water, 
So  he  took  to  dritiking  hardf 

Said  he,  "  Let  others  (ancy  slops. 

And  talk  in  praise  of  Tea, 
But  I  am  no  Z^^^^mian, 

So  do  not  like  Bohea, 
If  whie's  a  poison,  so  is  Tea, 

Though  in  another  shape; 
What  matter  whether  one  is  kill'd 

By  canister  or  grape  I 


r«J 


According  to  this  kind  of  taste 

Did  he  indulge  his  drouth, 
And  being  fond  of  Portf  he  made 

A  /wr/-holc  of  his  mouth ! 
A  single  pint  he  might  have  sipp'd 

And  not  been  oat  of  sorts. 
In  geologic  phrase — the  rock 

He  split  upon  was  quarts  ! 

To  ''hold  the  mirror  up  to  vice" 

With  him  was  hard,  alas! 
The  worse  for  wine  he  often  was, 

But  not  "  before  a  glass." 
No  kind  and  prudent  friend  had  he 

To  bid  him  drink  no  more, — 
The  only  chequers  in  his  course 

Were  at  a  tavern  door! 

Full  soon  the  sad  effects  of  this 
Hb  frame  began  to  show, 

For  that  old  enemy  the  gout 
Had  taken  him  mtoel 


LOVE  HAS  NOT  EYES. 


And  jom'd  wtlh  ihls  an  evil  came 

Of  quite  another  sort, — 
For  wliile  he  drank,  himself,  his  puias 

WiB  getting  "  somdhng  iktrt," 

Tor  woDt  or  cash  be  soon  had  pwva'd 
One  half  that  he  po&wss'd. 

And  drinking  ihuw'd  him  duflkata 
Defoceh^nd  of  the  rut) 

So  now  his  crcditois  resolved 


For  why, — they  found  that  his 
Did  not  half-fay  his  debts. 


',«l/.f^ 


Put  into  liis  own  house! 
A  pistol  to  tlie  muzzle  cliorged 

lie  took  devoid  of  fear; 
Said  he,  "i'liis  tarrd  is  my  lasl^ 

So  now  for  my  last  iitrl " 

Against  his  lungs  he  aimed  the  slugs. 
And  not  against  his  brain. 

So  he  blew  out  his  lights— tJiA  nono 
Could  blow  them  in  againl 

A  Juiy  for  a  Verdict  met 

And  gave  it  in  these  terms; — 

"  We  fmJ  as  how  as  certain  flugt 


IIass< 


otheu 


LOVE  HAS  NOT  EYES. 

F  all  the  poor  old  Tobits  a-groping  in  the  ! 

A  Lover  is  the  blindest  that  ever  I  did  n 

Fur  he's  blind,  he's  blind,  he's  very 

He's  OS  blind  as  any  molel 


He  thinks  his  love  the  fairest  that  ev. 
Though  her  clay  is  overbated,  and  it 
For  he's  blind,  &.<. 


■yetl 


A  HAPPY  NEW  YEAR.  23^ 

l>iaks  her  £ioe  an  angers^  althoagh  it's  quite  a  frump's, 
a  tottd  a-taking  phjrsic,  or  a  monkey  in  the  mumps. 
P'or  he's  blind,  &c 

lier  graceful  figure  then  how  he  will  inf  ist, 
^  she's  all  so  much  awry,  she  can  only  eat  a  twist! 
^or  he*s  blind,  &c. 

swear  that  in  her  dancing  she  cuts  all  others  out, 
gfa  like  a  Gal  that's  galvanised,  she  tlirows  her  legs  about. 
""or  he*s  blind,  &c 

shonid  have  a  letter  in  answer  to  his  sighs, 
put  it  to  his  lips  up,  instead  of  to  his  eyes. 
For  he's  blind,  &c 

I  if  he  has  a  meeting  the  question  for  to  put, 
ing  for  her  hand  he'll  be  kneeling  at  her  foot. 
For  he's  blind,  &c. 

jom  is  like  a  furnace  wherein  a  Lover  lies 

like  a  pig  before  the  fire,  he  scorches  out  his  eyes. 

TUl  he's  blind,  &c. 


A  HAPPY  NEW  YEAR  I 

"  If  the  affairs  of  this  world  did  not  make  ns  so  faA, 
Tvottld  be  easy  enough  to  be  merry.  — Old  Song. 

[HERE  is  nothing  but  plague  in  this  house  ! 
There's  the  turbot  is  stole  by  the  cat, 
The  Newfoundland  has  eat  up  the  grouse. 
And  the  haunch  has  been  gnawed  by  a  rat! 
It's  the  day  of  all  days  when  I  wish 

That  our  friends  should  enjoy  our  good  cheer ; 
Mr.  Wiggins— our  dinner  is  dished— 
But  I  wish  you  p.  happy  New  Year ! 

Mr.  Rudge  has  not  called,  but  he  will, 
For  his  Rates,  Church,  and  Highway,  and  Poor ; 

And  the  butcher  has  brought  in  his  bill — 
Twice  as  much  as  the  quarter  before. 


-*  BAPPY  NEW  YEAR. 


Little  Charles  is  come  boitie  vilh  the  mumpi. 
And  Matilda  ivilh  measles,  I  fear ; 

And  I've  taken  two  soy'reigns  like  docnpi— 
Dul  1  vt'Wct  you  a  hajipy  New  Year! 

Your  poor  brotliei  i&  la  tlie  Gazette, 

And  your  banker  is  tS  to  New  Vork  ; 
Mr.  Bigsby  bm  died  in  your  debt. 

And  the  "Wif^gins"  has  foundered  ncu  Carl: 
Mr.  Merringlon's  bill  is  come  bacl: ; 

Vou  arc  clioscn  to  serve  ovcn<cr  ; 
The  new  wall  ii  beginninj;  tn  crack — 

But  I  wish  yo'i  a  happy  New  Year  I 


The  best  dinner-set's  rallen  to  the  ciound  ; 
''^n  militia's  cal]«l  oul,  anil  you're  drawn  ; 

Nut  a  piece  of  our  plate  can  be  found. 
And  there's  marks  of  men's  feet  on  the  lawni 

Two  anonymous  letters  have  come. 
That  declare  you  shall  die  like  a  Weare  ; 

And  it  may— or  may  iiol — be  s  hum- 
But  I  wiJi  you  a  happy  New  Year  ! 

The  old  kw-suit  u-jth  Levy  a  lost ; 

You  are  fiucd  for  not  cleansing  (he  street  ■ 
And  the  water-pipe's  burst  with  the  frost. 

And  (he  roof  lets  the  rain  in  and  sleet. 
Your  old  tenan(  at  seventy-four 

Has  gone  ofT  tn  the  nigiit  with  his  gear. 
And  has  taken  (he  key  of  (he  door — 


It  I» 


lappy  ^ 


IV  Year! 


) 


There's  the  "  Sun  "  and  the  "  Pliieniit "  to  pay, 

For  the  chimney  has  blazed  like  Old  Nick  ; 
The  new  gig  has  been  jammed  by  a  dray, 

And  the  old  horse  has  taken  to  kick. 
We  have  hardly  a  bushel  of  small. 

And  now  coal  is  eilravagant  dear  ; 
Your  great  coat  is  slule  out  of  the  hall — 

But  I  wish  you  a  happy  New  Year  1 
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The  whole  greenhouse  is  sma^ed  by  the  hail. 

And  the  plants  have  all  died  in  the  night ; 
The  magnolia's  blown  down  by  the  gale, 

And  the  chimney  looks  far  from  upright ; 
And— the  deuce  take  the  man  from  the  shop, 

That  hung  up  the  new  glass  chandelier !' — 
It  has  come,  in  the  end,  to  one  drop — 

But  I  wi:»h  you  a  happy  New  Year  ! 

There's  misfortune  wherever  we  dodge- 
It's  the  same  in  the  country  and  t  )wn  ; 

There's  the  porter  has  burned  down  his  lodge. 
While  he  went  off  to  smoke  at  the  Crown. 

The  fat  butler  makes  free  with  your  wine, 
And  the  footman  has  drunk  the  strong  beer, 

And  the  coachman  can't  walk  in  a  line — 
But  I  wish  you  a  happy  New  Year  1 

I  have  doubts  if  your  clerk  is  correct — 

There  are  hints  of  a  mistress  at  Kew, 
And  some  day  heUl  abscond,  I  expect ; 

Mr.  Brown  has  built  out  your  back  view  ; 
The  new  housemaid's  the  greatest  of  flirts^ 

She  has  men  in  the  house,  that  is  clear ; 
And  the  laundress  has  pawned  all  your  shirts— 

But  I  wish  you  a  happy  New  Year  1 

Your  **  Account  of  a  Visit  to  Rome  " 

Not  a  critic  on  earth  seems  to  laud  ; 
And  old  Huggins  has  lately  come  home. 

And  will  swear  that  your  Claude  isn't  Claude  f 
Your  election  is  far  from  secure. 

Though  it's  likely  to  cost  very  dear ; 
You're  come  out  in  a  caricature  — 

But  I  wish  you  a  happy  New  Year ! 

You've  been  christened  an  ass  in  the  Times, 

And  the  Chronicle  calls  you  a  fool ; 
And  that  dealer  in  boys,  Dr.  Ghrimes, 

Has  engaged  the  next  house  for  a  school ; 
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And  the  playground  will  run  by  the  bower 
Which  you  took  so  much  trouble  to  tear  ; 

We  shall  never  have  one  quiet  hooT'^ 
But  I  wish  you  a  happy  New  Year ! 

Little  John  will  not  take  to  his  book. 

He's  come  home  black  and  blue  from  tbe  caa 
There's  your  uncle  is  courting  his  cook« 

And  your  mother  has  married  again ! 
Jacob  Jones  will  be  tried  with  his  wife^ 

And  against  them  you'll  have  to  appear ; 
If  they're  hung  you'll  be  wretched  for 

iiut  I  wish  you  a  happy  New  Year  I 


SEA-SONG. 
AFTER  DIBDIN. 

JURE  water  it  plays  a  good  part  in 
The  swabbing  the  decks  and  all  thai 
And  it  finds  its  own  level  for  sartin- 
For  it  sartinly  drinks  very  fljit : — 
For  my  part  a  drop  of  the  creatur 
I  never  could  tliink  was  a  fault. 
For  if  Tars  should  swig  water  by  nature 
The  sea  would  have  never  been  salt! — 
Then  off  with  it  into  a  jorum, 
And  make  it  strong,  sharpish,  or  sweet, 
For  if  I've  siny  sense  of  decorum 
It  never  was  meant  to  be  neat  !~- 

One  day  when  I  was  but  half  sober,— 
Half  measures  I  always  disdain — 
I  walk'd  into  a  shop  that  sold  Soda, 
And  ax'd  for  some  Water  Champagne; — 
Well,  the  lubber  he  drew  and  he  drew,  boya^ 
Till  I'd  shipped  my  six  bottles  or  more, 
And  blow  off  my  last  limb  but  it's  true,  boys^ 
Why,  I  warn't  half  so  drunk  as  afore! — 
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Then  off  with  it  into  a  jorum, 

And  moke  it  strong,  sharpish,  or  sweet, 

For  if  I've  any  sense  of  decorum 

It  never  was  meant  to  be  neat. 


kEFLECnONS  ON  A  NEW  YEAR'S  DAY. 


ES,  yea.  It's  very  true,  and  very  clear ! 
By  way  of  compliment  and  common  chat, 
It's  very  well  to  wish  me  a  New  Year ; 
But  wish  me  a  new  hat ! 


Although  not  spent  In  luxury  and  ease, 

In  course  a  longer  life  I  won't  refuse ; 

But  while  you're  wishing,  wish  m«,  if  you  please, 

A  newer  pair  of  shoes  ! 

Nay,  while  new  things  and  wishes  are  afloat^ 
I  own  to  one  that  I  should  not  rebut — 
Instead  of  this  old  rent,  to  have  a  coat 
With  more  of  the  New  Cut  I 

O  yes,  'tis  very  pleasant,  though  I'm  poor, 
To  hear  the  steeple  make  that  merry  din  ; 
Except  I  wish  one  bell  was  at  the  door, 
To  ring  new  trousers  in. 

To  be  alive  is  very  nice  indeed, 
Although  anotlier  year  at  last  departs  ; 
Only  with  twelve  new  months  I  rather  need 
A  dozen  of  new  shirts* 

Yes,  yes,  it's  very  true,  and  very  clear, 
By  way  of  compliment  and  common  chat, 
It's  very  well  to  wish  me  a  New  Year, 
But  wish  me  a  new  hat  I 
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WRITTEN  UNDER  THE  FEAR  OF  BAILIFFS. 


LAS  !  of  all  the  noxious  thingi 
That  wait  upon  the  poor, 
Most  cruel  is  that  Felon*Fear 
That  haunts  the  "Debtor's  £ 


Saint  Sepulchre's  begins  to  toll. 

The  SheriiTs  seek  the  cell- 
So  I  expect  their  officers, 
And  tremble  at  the  bell  1 

I  look  for  beer^  and  yet  I  quake 
With  friglit  at  every  tap; 

And  dread  a  double-knock^  for  oh  1 
I've  not  a  sin^  rap! 


A  FEW  LINES  ON  COMPLETING  FORTY-SEVEN. 

IjHEN  1  reflect  with  serious  sense, 
While  years  and  years  run  on, 
IIow  soon  I  may  be  summon'd  h< 
There's  cook  a-calling  Johnt 

Our  lives  are  built  so  frail  and  poor, 

On  sand  and  not  on  rocks, 
W^c're  hourly  standing  at  Death's  door— 

There's  some  one  double-knocks. 


All  human  days  have  settled  term?, 

Our  fates  we  cannot  force  ; 
This  flesh  of  mine  will  feed  the  worms— 

They're  come  to  lunch  of  course. 

And  when  my  body's  tum*d  to  clay 
And  dear  friends  hear  my^knell, 

O  let  them  give  a  sigh  and  say— 
I  hear  the  up-stairs  belL 
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A  BULL. 

|NE  day,  no  matter  where  or  when, 

Except  'twas  after  some  Hibernian  revel. 
For  why  ?  an  Irishman  is  ready  then 
"  To  play  the  Devil  "— 
A  Pat,  whose  surname  has  escaped  the  Bards, 
Agreed  to  play  with  Nick  a  game  at  cards. 
The  stake,  the  same  that  the  old  Source  of  Siii 
From  German  Fausttis  and  his  German  Cousins 

Had  won  by  dozens  ; 
The  only  one  in  fact  he  cares  a  pin 
To  win. 


By  luck  or  roguery  of  course  Old  Nick 

Won  ev'ry  trick : 
The  score  was  full,  the  last  turn-up  had  done  it- 

*«  Your  soul— I've  won  it  I" 


»f 


"It's  true  for  you  Tve  lost  that  same,' 

Said  Pat  a  little  hazy  in  his  wits — 

•*  My  soul  is  yours — but  come,  another  game— 


Double^  or  quits !" 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  GIRAFFE, 

They  say,  God  wot ! 

She  died  upon  the  spot : 

But  then  in  fpots  she  was  so  rich,' 

I  wonder  which  ? 


ON  THE  REMOVAL  OF  A  MENAGERIE. 


Let  Exeter  Change  lament  its  change, 
Its  beasts  and  other  losses — 
Another  place  thrives  by  its  cnse, 
Now  Charing  has  two  Crosses. 


ox  TSC  CTXGf's  TISJT  TO  TBE  CITY, 
VT   A  COIXHtU.  TXUMSMJUC 

Si  cc  tin  wa!^e  b  ttme^ 
Make  at  itaa  ail  osrifaopb 

OS  THE  STATLES  IX  TKAFALGAB  SQUARE. 

If  Xelfon  kwVs  anvn  on  >  coople of  Kii^^ 
lloKTra  ii  plea.-es  itie  LonU; 

To.  ihei  ihc  [uKion  oTiUDtici]  thii^^ 
A  >i:T-.fnpci  o\a  tbe  Royals 

OS  A  PICTtRE(t?:   IN  THE  BRITISH  INSTITUTIO: 

SlK,  let  me  jnrt  vour  taMefol  eve  ennigle 
To  fiHider  rainlin^.  of  tbe  Madmaa  Eagle.' 

Which,  f;,!.'  by  I'oole  ?    Excuse  in^  sir,  I  be 
1  rcolJy  hai-e  do  nub  to  CaUch  '  Tbc  Plafua' 


MUKT- SPRINGS. 

JIy  heart's  woand  up  jast  like  a  waldi, 

A^  fat  as  ^pnns^  nil!  take- 
It  wacu  but  one  more  eiil  tmn. 
And  ihtn  the  cords  vill  break  . 
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CHANGE  OF  MINISTRY. 

As  hnman  fashions  change  about. 
The  reign  of  Fools  should  now  begin. 

For  when  the  Wi^s  are  going  out 
The  Naturals  are  coming  in« 


A  PIG  IN  A  POKE. 

A  Lord  bought  of  late  an  outlandish  estate. 
At  its  Wild  Boars  to  Chevy  and  dig ; 

So  some  people  purchase  a  pig  in  a  poke. 
And  others,  a  poke  in  a  pig. 


COMPOSED  ON  READING  A  DIARY. 

That  flesh  is  grass  is  now  as  clear  as  day, 
To  any  but  the  ^lerest  purblind  pup  ; 
Death  cuts  it  down,  and  then,  to  make  her  hay, 
My  Lady  B comes  and  rakes  it  up. 


THE  PURSUIT  OF  LETTERS. 

The  Germans  for  Learning  enjoy  great  repute ; 
Bnt  the  English  make  iMters  still  more  a  pursuit ; 
For  a  Cockney  will  go  from  the  banks  of  the  Thames 
To  Cologne  for  an  O,  and  to  Nassau  for  M*s, 


A  REFLECTION. 

When  Eve  upon  the  first  of  Men 
The  apple  pressed  with  specious  cant, 

Oh  I  what  a  thousand  pities  then 
That  Adam  was  not  Adamant  I 


ox  LIEUTEXAXT  EVRE's  XA 

AT  CI 

A  SORRY  tale,  < 
Which  this  con 
'Hiat  A%hab  c 
And  we  had  all 


THE  SUPERIORITY 

A  Mechanic  his  laboi 
If  the  rate  of  his  pay 

But  a  clock—and  its  ca 
Will  continue  to  wor 


PARTY  SI 

••Why  did  you  not  din^" 
"  With  the  Whfes,  yott 
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traitors'  aims. 


Three  traitors,  Oxford — Francis — Bean, 

Have  missed  their  wicked  aim ; 
And  may  all  shots  against  the  Queen, 

In  future  do  the  same : 
For  why,  I  mean  no  turn  of  wit, 

But  seriously  insist, 
That  if  Her  Majesty  were  hit^ 

Ko  one  would  be  so  miss*d. 


G^  A  CERTAIN  LOCALITY. 

Op  public  changes,  good  or  ill, 

I  seldom  lead  the  mooters, 
But  really  Constitution  Hill 

Should  change  its  name  with  Shooter's ! 


ON  THE  ART-UNIONS. 

That  Picture-Raffles  will  conduce  to  nourish 
Design,  or  cause  good  colouring  to  flourish. 
Admits  of  logic-chopping  and  wise  sawing. 
But  surely  Lotteries  encourage  Drawing ! 


A  Morning  thought. 

No  tiloi^  no  more  will  I  resign 
My  couch  so  warm  and  soft, 

To  trouble  trout  with  hook  and  line, 
That  will  not  spring  aloft. 

With  larks  appointments  one  may  fix 
To  greet  the  dawning  skies, 

But  hang  the  getting  up  at  six. 
For  fish  that  will  not  rise! 


944  SUGGESTIONS  BY 


ON  A  CERTAIN  EQUESTRIAN  STATUE  AT  THE  ROTAU 

EXCHANGE. 

Whoever  has  looked  upon  Wellingtoa't  bresst. 
Knows  well  that  he*s  not  so  full  in  the  diest ; 
But  the  sculptor,  to  humour  the  Londoners  partiily 
Has  tum'd  the  lean  Duke  to  a  plump  Citj  Marshal. 


ON  A  DAGUERREOTYPE  PORTRAIT  OF  A  LADY. 

Yes,  there  are  her  features !  her  brow,  and  her  hair. 
And  her  eyes,  with  a  look  so  seraphic. 

Her  nose,  and  her  mouth,  with  the  smile  that  is  theK^ 
Truly  caught  by  the  Art  Photograpluc  I 

Yet  why  should  she  borrow  such  aid  of  the  skies. 

When  by  many  a  bosom's  confession. 
Her  own  lovely  face,  and  the  light  of  her  eyes^ 

Are  sufficient  to  make  an  imprasion  t 


SUGGESTIONS  BY  STEAM. 

When  Woman  is  in  tags  and  poor. 
And  sorrow,  cold,  and  hunger  tease  her. 

If  man  would  only  listen  more 
To  that  small  voice  that  crieth— "  Ease  her  l" 

Without  the  guidance  of  a  friend. 

Though  legal  sharks  and  screwy  attack  her, 
If  man  would  only  more  attend 

To  that  small  voice  that  cricth— "  Bade  her!" 

So  oft  it  would  not  be  his  fate 
To  witness  some  despairing  dropper 

In  Thames's  tide,  and  run  too  late 
To  that  small  voice  that  crieth— <*  Stop  herl " . 
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PUNISHMENT  OF  SUICIDES. 

When  would-be  Suicides  in  purpose  fail, 

Who  could  not  find  a  morsel  though  they  needed^* 

If  Peter  sends  them  for  attempts  to  jail, 

What  would  he  do  to  them  if  they  succeeded  ? 


ATHOL  BROSE. 

Charm'd  with  a  drink  which  Highlanders  compose, 
A  German  traveller  exclaimed  with  glee, — 

**  Potztansend  !  sare,  if  dis  is  Athol  Brose, 
How  goot  dere  Athol  Boetry  must  be  ! " 


ON  THE  DEPRECIATED  MONEY. 

They  may  talk  of  the  plugging  and  sweating. 
Of  our  coinage  that's  minted  of  gold. 

But  to  me  it  produces  no  fretting 
Of  its  shortness  of  weight  to  be  told  : 

All  the  sov'reigns  I*m  able  to  levy 
As  to  lightness  can  never  be  wrong, 

But  must  surely  be  some  of  the  heavy, 
/«r  /  netftr  can  carry  tkim  long. 


ON  MRS.  PARKES'S  PAMPHLET. 

Such  strictures  as  these 

Could  a  learned  Chinese 
Only  read  on  some  fine  afternoon, 

He  would  cry  with  pale  lips, 

'*  We  shall  have  an  Eclipse, 
For  a  Dragon  has  seized  on  the  Moon !  ** 


m-f 


m. 


r»|Ti; 


1     ' 


!■  * 


±  wuuuer  woac  AS-ue 

Says  Drab-and-Pink, 
*'  The  word  is  clear,  i 
It  means  a  Nag  wot  j 
And  so  flx  fi^s/  OS  wim 


ON  THE  NEW  HAL 

**  Too  small  for  any  mai 
What  purpose  can  there 
Hush,  hush,  good  Sir  !- 
May  give  a  Afiie  to  him 


THE  SURPLICE 


BY  A  BENE 

A  VERY  pretty  pi 
Is  making,  down 
About  the  surplic 
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THE  EPPING  HUNT. 
"  hunt's  roasted ^ 


"Oa  Monday  they  began  to  hunL**— CA/t^  Chau» 


DHN  HUGGINS  was  as  bold  a  man 
As  trade  did  ever  know, 
A  warehouse  good  he  had,  that  stood 
Hard  by  the  church  of  Bow. 


There  people  bought  Dutch  cheeses  round 

And  single  Glos'ter  flat ; 
And  English  butter  in  a  lump, 

And  Irish — in  a /a/. 

Six  days  a  week  beheUl  him  stand. 

His  business  next  his  heart. 
At  counter^  with  his  apron  tied 

About  his  counUr-part, 

The  seventh,  in  a  Sluice-house  box 

He  took  his  pipe  and  pot ; 
On  Sundays,  for  a/-/i<ty, 

A  very  noted  spot. 

Ah,  blest  if  he  had  never  gone 

Beyond  its  rural  shed  ! 
One  Easter-tide,  some  evil  guide 

Put  Epping  in  his  head  1 

Epping,  for  butter  justly  famed. 
And  pork  in  sausage  poppM  ; 

Where,  winter  time  or  summer  time, 
Fig*s  flesh  is  always  chopfd. 

But  famous  more  as  annals  tell. 

Because  of  Easter  chase ; 
There  every  year,  'twixt  dog  and  deer. 

There  is  a  gallant  race. 
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With  Monday's  son  John  Hnggins  rose^ 
And  slapped  his  leather  thigh. 

And  sang  the  burden  of  the  song^ 
"This  day  a  stag  most  die." 

For  all  the  live-long  day  before^ 

And  all  the  night  in  bed. 
Like  Beckford,  he  had  nourished  '^Thoiij 

On  Hunting  "  in  his  head. 

or  horn  and  mom,  and  hark  and  bad^. 
And  echo's  answering  sounds^ 

All  poets*  wit  h^ith  ever  writ 
In  dog'\€i  verse  of  hounds^ 

Alas  !  there  was  no  warning  voice 

To  whisper  in  his  ear. 
Thou  art  a  fool  in  leaving  Cheap 

To  go  and  hunt  the  dear. 

No  thought  he  had  of  twisted  spine^ 

Or  broken  arms  or  legs ; 
Not  chicken-hearted  he,  although 

'Twas  whispered  of  his  ^gsl 

Ride  out  he  would,  and  hunt  he  would. 
Nor  dreamt  of  ending  ill ; 

Mayhap  with  Dr.  Ridout's  fee. 
And  Surgeon  Huntet^s  bill. 

So  he  drew  on  his  Sunday  boots. 

Of  lustre  superfine ; 
The  liquid  black  they  wore  that  day 

Was  Warrm-Ktii.  to  shine. 

His  yellow  buckskins  fitted  dose, 

As  erst  upon  a  stag ; 
Thus  well  equipped  he  gayly  skipped. 

At  once  upon  his  nag. 

But  first  to  him  that  held  the  rein 
A  crown  he  nimbly  flung ; 
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For  holding  of  the  horse  ! — why,  no, 
For  holding  of  his  tongue. 

To  say  the  horse  was  Huggins'  own 

Would  only  be  a  brag ; 
His  neighbour  Fig  and  he  went  halvesy 

Like  Centaurs,  in  a  nag. 

And  he  that  day  had  got  the  gray, 
"  Unknown  to  brother  cil ; 
The  horse  he  knew  would  never  tell. 
Although  it  was  a  tit, 

A  well-bred  horse  he  was,  I  wis. 

As  he  began  to  show, 
By  quickly  **  rearing  up  within 

The  way  he  ought  to  go." 


But  Huggins,  like  a  wary  man. 

Was  ne'er  from  saddle  cast ; 
Resolved,  by  going  very  slow. 

On  sitting  very  fast 

And  80  he  jogged  to  Tot'n'am  Cross, 
An  ancient  town  well  known, 

Where  Edward  wept  for  Eleanor 
In  mortar  and  in  stone. 

A  royal  game  of  fox  and  goose, 

To  play  on  such  a  loss ; 
Wherever  she  set  down  her  oris 

Thereby  he  put  a  cross. 

Now  Huggins  had  a  crony  here. 

That  lived  beside  the  way ; 
One  that  had  promised  sure  to  be 

His  comrade  for  the  day. 

Whereas  the  man  had  changed  his  mind 

Meanwhile  upon  the  case  t 
And  meaning  not  to  hunt  at  all. 

Had  gone  to  Enfield  Chase  I 
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For  why,  his  spouse  had  made  him  TOir 

To  let  a  game  alone, 
Where  folks  that  ride  a  bit  of  bloody 

May  break  a  bit  of  bone. 

*'  Now,  be  his  wife  a  plague  for  life  I 

A  coward  sare  is  he  !** 
Then  Huggins  turned  his  horse's  head. 

And  crossed  the  bridge  of  Lea. 

Thence  slowly  on  through  Laytonstoiie^ 
Past  many  a  Quaker's  box — 

No  Friends  to  hunters  after  deer. 
Though  followers  of  a  Fox, 

And  many  a  score  behind — ^before-* 
The  self-same  rout  inclined  ; 

And,  minded  all  to  march  one  way, 
Made  one  great  march  of  mind. 

Gentle  and  simple,  he  and  she, 
And  swell,  and  blood,  and  prig  ; 

And  some  had  carts,  and  some  a  chaise. 
According  to  their  gig. 

Some  long-eared  jacks,  some  knacker's  hac 

(However  odd  it  sounds), 
Let  out  that  day  to  hunt^  instead 

Of  going  to  the  hounds  I 

And  some  had  horses  of  their  own. 
And  some  were  forced  to  job  it ; 

And  some,  while  they  inclined  to  Hunt, 
Betook  themselves  to  Cob'it, 

All  sorts  of  vehicles  and  vans, 
Bad,  middling,  and  the  smart ; 

Here  rolled  along  the  gay  barouche^ 
And  there  a  dirty  cart  I 

And  lo  1  a  cart  that  held  a  squad 
Of  costermonger  line ; 
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With  one  poor  hack,  like  Pegasus, 
That  slaved  for  all  the  Nine  ! 

Yet  marvel  not  at  any  load 

That  any  horse  might  drag ; 
When  all,  that  mom,  at  once  were  drawn 

Together  by  a  stag. 

Now  when  they  saw  John  Huggins  go 

At  snch  a  sober  pace ; ' 
"Hallo  !"  cried  they;  **come  trot  away, 

You'll  never  see  the  chase  ! " 

But  John,  as  grave  as  any  judge, 

Made  answer  quite  as  blunt ; 
'*  It  will  be  time  enough  ^to  trot, 

When  I  begin  to  hunt!" 

And  so  he  paced  to  Woodford  Wells, 

Where  many  a  horseman  met, 
And  letting  go  the  reins  of  course. 

Prepared  for  heavy  wet,  . 

And  lo  !  within  the  crowded  door, 

Stood  Rounding,  jovial  elf; 
Here  shall  the  Muse  frame  no  excusC) 

But  frame  the  man  himself. 

A  snow-white  head,  a  merry  eye, 

A  cheek  of  jolly  blush  ; 
A  claret  tint  laid  on  by  health, 

With  master  Reynard's  brush ; 

A  hearty  frame,  a  courteous  bow. 

The  prince  he  learned  it  from  ; 
His  age  about  threescore  and  ten. 

And  there  you  have  Old  Tv.  .u 

In  merriest  key  I  trow  was  he. 

So  many  guests  to  boast ; 
So  certain  congregations  meet. 

And  elevate  the  host 
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"  Now  welcome  lads,**  qaoth  hc^  "and  pn 
YouVe  all  in  glorious  luck : 

Old  Robin  has  a  run  to-day, 
A  noted  forest  buck. 

^Fair  Mead's  the  place^  wfaeie  Bob  and  1 

In  red  already  ride ; 
'Tis  but  a  step,  and  on  a  horsey 

You  soon  may  go  a-Jtrufe^ 

So  off  they  scampered,  man  and  hone^ 
As  time  and  temper  pressed— 

But  Huggins,  hitching  on  a  tree, 
Branched  off  from  all  the  rest. 

Howbeit  he  tumbled  down  in  time 
To  join  with  Tom  and  Bob, 

All  in  Fair  Mead,  which  held  that  day 
Its  own  fair  meed  of  mob. 

Idlers  to  wit — ^no  Guardians  some. 

Of  Tattlers  in  a  squeeze ; 
Ramblers  in  heavy  carts  and  vans. 

Spectators  up  in  trees. 

Butchers  on  backs  of  butchers'  hacks^ 
That  shanibUd  to  and  fro ! 

Bakers  intent  upon  a  buck. 
Neglectful  of  the  dough  I 

Change  Alley  Bears  to  speculate^ 

As  usual  for  a  fall ; 
And  green  and  scarlet  runners,  such 

As  never  climbed  a  wall  I 

*Twas  strange  to  think  what  difference 

A  single  creature  made ; 
A  single  stag  had  caiised  a  whole 

.S/^^nation  in  their  trade. 

Now  Huggins  from  his  saddle  rose. 
And  in  the  stirrups  stood ; 
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And  lo  I  a  little  cart  that  came 
Hard  by  a  little  wood. 

In  shape  like  half  a  hearse — though  not 

For  corpses  in  the  least ; 
For  this  contained  the  deer  aUve^ 

And  not  the  dear  deceased  I 

And  now  began  a  sadden  stir, 

And  then  a  sudden  shout, 
The  prison  doors  were  opened  wide. 

And  Robin  bounded  out ! 

Hb  antlered  head  shone  blue  and  red. 

Bedecked  with  ribbons  fine ; 
like  other  bucks  that  come  to  'list 

The  hawbucks  in  the  line. 

One  curious  gaze  of  wild  amaze, 

He  turned  and  shortly  took : 
Then  gently  ran  adown  the  mead, 

And  bounded  o'er  the  brook. 

Kow  Huggins,  standing  far  aloof. 

Had  never  seen  the  deer, 
Till  idl  at  once  he  saw  the  beast 

Come  charging  in  his  rear. 

Away  he  went,  and  many  a  score 

Of  riders  did  the  same, 
On  horse  and  ass — like  High  and  Low 

And  Jack  pursuing  game  I 

Good  Lord  !  to  see  the  riders  now. 

Thrown  off  with  sudden  whirl, 
A  score  within  the  purling  brook, 

Enjoyed  their  "early  purl." 

A  score  were  sprawling  on  the  grass, 

And  beavers  fell  in  showers  ; 
There  was  another  Floorer  tKere, 

Beside  the  Queen  of  Flowers  1 
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Some  lost  their  stirrupi^  some  their  wlups 
Some  had  no  caps  to  show : 

But  few,  like  Charles  at  Chaxing  Cross 
Rode  on  in  Statue  qua 


^  O  dear !  O  dear  !**  now  might  yoo  hear, 

"  I've  surely  broke  a  bone ;" 
**^  My  head  is  sore  *" — ^with  many  more 

Such  Speeches  from  the  Tkromm. 

Howbeit  their  waiUngs  never  moved 

The  wide  Satanic  dan, 
"Who  grinned,  as  once  the  DevU  grinnedy 

To  see  the  fall  of  Man. 

And  hunters  good  that  understood. 
Their  laughter  knew  no  bounds. 

To  sec  the  horses  "  throwing  off" 
So  long  before  the  hounds. 

For  deer  niust  have  due  course  of  law. 

Like  men  the  Courts  amOtlg ; 
Before  those  Barristers  the  dogs 

Proceed  to  "giving  tongue." 

But  now  Old  Robin's  foes  Were  set 

That  fatal  taillt  to  find. 
That  always  is  scent  afler  him, 

Yet  always  left  behind^ 

And  here  observe  how  dog  add  man 

A  different  temper  shows : 
What  hound  resents  that  he  is  sent 

To  follow  his  own  nose  ? 

Towler  and  Jowler — howlers  all, 

No  single  tongue  was  mute ; 
The  stag  had  led  a  hart,  and  lo  I 

The  whole  pack  followed  suit* 

No  spur  he  lacked  ;  fear  stuck  a  knife 
And  fork  in  either  haunch ; 
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And  every  dog  he  knew  had  got 
An  eye-tooth  to  his  paunch  I 

Away,  away  I  he  scudded  like 

A  ship  before  the  gale ; 
Kow  flew  to  iills  we  know  not  o( 

Now,  nun-like,  took  the  vale. 

Another  iqaadron  eharging  now, 
Went  off  at  furious  pitch  ; — 

A  perfect  Tarn  0*Shanter  mob^ 
Without  a  single  witch. 

Bat  who  was  he  with  flying  skirts, 

A  hnnter  did  endorse. 
And,  like  a  poet,  seemed  to  ride 

Upon  a  wingM  horse  ? 

A  whipper-in  ?  no  whipper-in : 
A  huntsman  ?  no  such  soul : 

A  connoisseur,  or  amateur  ? 
Why,  yes — a  horse  patroL 

A  member  of  police,  for  whom 

The  county  found  a  nag, 
And,  like  Actseon  in  the  tale. 

He  found  himself  in  stag  ! 

Away  they  went,  then,  dog  and  deer, 

And  hunters  all  away ; 
The  nuddest  horses  never  knew 

Mad  staggers  such  as  they  ! 

Some  gave  a  shout,  some  rolled  about. 
And  anticked  as  they  rode  ; 

And  batchers  whistled  on  their  curs, 
And  milkmen  Tally^ho^dl 

About  two  score  there  were,  or  more, 
That  galloped  in  the  race ; 

The  rest,  alas  I  lay  on  the  grass, 
As  once  in  Chevy  Chase  I 
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But  even  those  that  galloped  on 
Were  fewer  every  miimte ; 

The  field  kept  getting  more  select. 
Each  thicket  served  to  thin  iL 

For  some  pulled  up,  and  left  the  hoiit» 

Some  fell  in  miiy  bogs, 
And  vainly  rose  and  "  ran  a  muck,** 

To  overtake  the  dogs. 

And  some,  in  dwiging  hurdle  stakes^ 

Were  left  bereft  of  sense ; 
What  else  could  be  premised  of  blades 

That  never  learned  to  fence? 

But  Roundings,  Tom  and  Bob^  no  gate^ 
Nor  hedge,  nor  ditch  could  stay ; 

0*er  all  they  went,  and  did  the  work 
Of  leap-years  in  a  day  t 

And  by  their  side  see  Hnggins  ride^ 
As  fast  as  he  could  speed  ; 

For,  like  Mazeppa,  he  was  quite 
At  mercy  of  his  steed. 

No  means  he  had,  by  timely  check. 

The  gallop  to  re&it. 
For  firm  and  fast,  between  his  teeth, 

The  biter  held  the  bit. 

Trees  raced  along,  all  Essex  fled 

Beneath  him  as  he  sate ; 
lie  never  saw  a  county  go 

At  such  a  county  rate  I 

'<  Hold  hard  !  hold  hard  !  you'U  lame  the 
Quoth  Huggins,  '*  so  I  do ; 

Tve  got  the  saddle  well  in  hand, 
And  hold  as  hard  as  you  !** 

Good  Lord  !  to  see  him  ride  along^ 
And  throw  his  arms  about, 
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As  if  with  stitches  in  the  side 
That  he  was  drawing  out ! 

And  now  he  bounded  np  and  down. 

Now  like  a  jelly  shook ; 
Till  bumped  and  galled — yet  not  where  Gall 

For  bumps  did  ever  look  ! 

And  rowing  with  his  legs  the  whiles 

As  tars  are  apt  to  ride  ; 
With  every  kick  he  gave  a  prick 

Deep  in  the  horse*s  side  ! 

But  soon  the  horse  was  well  avenged 

For  cruel  smart  of  spurs, 
For,  riding  through  a  moor,  he  pitched 

His  master  in  a  furze  ! 

Where,  sharper  set  than  hunger  Is, 

He  squatted  all  forlorn  ; 
And,  like  a  bird,  was  singing  out 

While  sitting  on  a  thorn  ! 

Right  glad  was  he,  as  well  might  be,' 

Such  cushion  to  resign  ; 
"Possession  is  nine  points,**  but  his 

Seems  more  tlian  ninety>nine. 

Yet  worse  than  all  the  prickly  points 

That  entered  in  his  skin, 
His  nag  was  running  off  the  while 

The  thorns  were  running  in  ! 

Now  had  a  Papist  seen  his  sport. 

Thus  laid  upon  the  shelf. 
Although  no  horse  he  had  to  cros% 

He  might  have  crossed  himselL 

Yet  surely  still  the  wind  is  ill 

That  none  can  say  is  lair ; 
A  jolly  wight  there  was,  that  rode 

Upon  a  sorry  mare ! 
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A  sorry  mare,  that  surely  came 
or  pagan  blood  and  bcme ; 

For  down  upon  her  knees  ihe  went 
To  many  a  stock  and  stone  ! 

Now  seeing  Huggins'  nag  adrift. 
This  farmer,  shrewd  and  sage. 

Resolved,  by  changing  horses  her^ 
To  hunt  another  stage  I 

Though  felony,  yet  who  would  let 

Another's  horse  alone, 
Whose  neck  is  placed  in  jeopardy 

By  riding  on  his  own  ? 

And  yet  the  conduct  of  the  maii 
Seemed  honest>like  and  fair ; 

For  he  seemed  willing,  horse  and  all; 
To  go  before  the  ma¥ct 

So  up  on  Huggins*  horse  he  got; 

And  swiftly  rode  away, 
While  Huggins  mounted  on  the  nuire 

Done  brown  upon  a  bay  ! 

And  off  they  set  in  double  chase, 
For  such  was  fortune's  whim. 

The  farmer  rode  to  hunt  the  slag. 
And  Huggins  hunted  him  I 

Alas  !  with  one  tliat  rode  so  well 
In  vain  it  was  to  strive  ; 

A  (lab  was  he,  as  dabs  should  be — 
All  leaping  and  alive. 

And  here  of  Nature's  kindly  care 
Behold  a  curious  proof, 

As  nags  are  meant  to  leap,  she  puts 
A  frog  in  every  hoof ! 

Whereas  the  mare,  although  her  share 
She  had  of  hoof  and  frog. 
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On  coming  to  a  gate  stopped  short 
As  stiff  as  any  log ; 

While  Huggins  in  the  stirrup  stood 

With  neck  like  neck  of  crane, 
As  sings  the  Scottish  song — "  to  see 

The  ^te  his  hart  had  gane." 

And,  lo  !  the  dim  and  distant  huilt 

Diminished  in  a  trice  : 
The  steeds,  like  Cinderella's  team; 

Seemed  dwindling  into  mice  ; 

And,  far  remote,  each  scarlet  coat 

Soon  flitted  like  a  spark — 
Though  still  the  forest  murmured  back 

An  echo  of  the  bark  I 

But  sad  at  soul  John  Huggins  turned : 

No  comfort  could  he  find  ; 
While  thus  the  "Hunting  Chorus"  sped, 

To  stay  five  bars  behind. 

For  though  by  dint  of  spur  he  got 

A  leap  in  spite  of  fate — 
Howbeit  there  was  no  toll  at  all — 

They  could  not  clear  the  gate. 

And,  like  Fitzjames,  he  cursed  the  hunt. 

And  sorely  cursed  the  day, 
And  museil  a  New  Gray*s  elegy 

On  his  departed  gray. 

Now  many  a  sign  at  Woodford  town 

Its  Inn-vitation  tells : 
But  Huggins,  full  of  ills,  of  course 

Betook  him  to  the  Wells, 

Where  Rounding  tried  to  cheer  him  up 

With  many  a  merry  laugh  : 
But  Huggins  thought  of  neighbour  Fig, 

And  called  for  half-and-hall 
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Yet,  spite  of  drink,  he  oonld  not  bUnk 

Remembrance  of  his  loss ; 
To  drovm  a  care  like  his,  required 

Enough  to  drown  a  horse. 

When  thus  forlorn,  a  merry  horn 
Struck  up  without  the  door — 

The  mounted  mob  were  all  returned  ; 
The  Epping  Hunt  was  o'er ! 

And  many  a  horse  was  taken  out 

Of  saddle,  and  of  shaft ; 
And  men,  by  dint  of  drink,  became 

The  only  ^^  beasts  of  draught." 


For  now  begun  a  harder  run 

On  wine,  and  gin,  and  beer ; 
And  overtaken  men  discussed 

The  overtaken  deer. 

How  far  he  ran,  and  eke  how  fast, 

And  how  at  bay  hfe  stood, 
Dcerlike,  resolved  to  sell  his  life 

As  dearly  as  he  could  : — 

And  how  the  hunters  stood  aloof. 

Regardful  of  their  lives. 
And  shunned  a  beast,  whose  very  horns 

They  knew  could  handle  knives  ! 

How  Huggins  stood  when  he  was  rubbed 

By  help  and  ostler  kind, 
And  when  they  cleaned  the  clay  before, 

How  worse  "remained  behind.** 

And  one,  how  he  had  found  a  horse 

Adrift — a  goodly  gray  ! 
And  kindly  rode  the  nag,  for  fear 

The  nag  should  go  astray  ; 

Now  Huggins,  when  he  heard  the  tale^ 
Jumped  up  with  sudden  glee ; 
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•*  A  goodly  gray  !  why,  then,  I  say, 
That  gray  belongs  to  me  ! 

*^  Let  me  endorse  again  my  horse, 

Delivered  safe  and  sound  ; 
And  gladly  I  will  give  the  man 

A  bottle  and  a  pound  V* 

The  wine  was  drunk — the  money  paid. 

Though  not  without  remorse, 
To  pay  another  man  so  much 

For  riding  on  his  horse ; — 

And  let  the  chase  again  take  place 

For  many  a  long,  long  year — 
John  Huggins  will  not  nde  again 

To  hunt  the  Epping  Deer ! 

Moral. 

Thus  pleasure  oft  eludes  our  gra^^p 

Just  when  we  tliink  to  grip  her  : 
And  hunting  after  Happiness, 

Wc  only  hunt  the  slipper. 
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|1S  very  hard  when  men  forsake 
This  melancholy  world,  and  make 
A  bed  of  turf,  they  cannot  take 
A  quiet  doze. 
But  certiun  rogues  will  come  and  break 
Their  "bone"  repose. 

Tls  hard  we  can't  give  up  our  breath, 
And  to  the  earth  our  earth  l)equeath. 
Without  Death-Feiches  after  death. 

Who  thus  exhume  us  ; 
And  snatch  us  from  our  homes  beneath. 

And  hearths  posthumous. 
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The  tender  lover  comes  to  rear 
The  mournful  urn,  and  shed  his 
Her  glorious  dust,  he  cries,  is  here ! 

Alack  I  alack! 
The  while  his  Sacharissa  dear 

Is  in  a  sack  ! 

'Tis  hard  one  cannot  lie  amid 
The  mould,  beneath  a  coffin-lid. 
But  thus  the  Faculty  will  bid 

Their  rogues  break  through  it, 
If  they  don't  want  us  there,  why  di4 

They  send  us  to  it  ? 

One  of  these  sacrilegious  knaves, 
Who  crave  as  hungry  vulture  craves^ 
Behaving  as  the  ghoul  behaves, 

*Neath  church-yard  wall — 
Mayhap  because  he  fed  on  graves, 

Was  named  Jack  IlalL 

By  day  it  was  his  trade  to  go 
Tending  the  blaek  coach  to  and  fro ; 
And  sometimes  at  the  door  of  woe. 

With  emblems  suitable, 
He  stood  with  brother  Mute,  to  show 

That  life  is  mutable. 

But  long  before  they  pass'd  the  ferry, 
The  deud  that  he  had  help'd  to  bury. 
He  8ack*d — (he  had  a  sack  to  carry 

The  bodies  off  in) 
In  fact,  he  let  them  have  a  very 

Short  fit  of  coffin. 

Night  after  night,  with  crow  and  spade, 
He  drove  this  dead  but  thriving  trade. 
Meanwhile  his  conscience  never  weigh'd 

A  single  horsehair ; 
On  corses  of  all  kinds  he  prey'd, 

A  perfect  corsair ! 
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At  last — it  may  be,  Peath  took  spite. 
Or,  jesting  only,  meant  to  fright — 
He  sought  for  Jack  night  after  night 

The  churchyards  round ; 
And  soon  they  met,  the  man  and  sprite, 

In  Pancras'  ground. 

Jack,  by  the  glimpses  of  the  moon, 
I'eroeiv'd  the  bony  knacker  soon. 
An  awful  shape  to  meet  at  noon 

Of  night  and  lonely ; 
But  Jack's  tough  courage  did  but  swo  /\ 

A  minute  only. 

Anon  he  gave  his  spade  a  swing 
Aloft,  and  kept  it  brandishing. 
Ready  for  what  mishaps  might  spring 

From  this  conjunction ; 
Funking  indeed  was  quite  a  thing 

Beside  his  function. 

**  iJollo  !"  cried  Death,  *'d'ye  wish  your  sands 
Run  out  ?  the  stoutest  never  stands 
A  chance  with  me, — to  my  commands 

The  strongest  truckles ; 
But  I*m  your  friend — so  let's  shake  hands, 

I  should  say — knuckles." 

Jack,  glad  to  see  th*  old  sprite  so  sprightly 
And  meaning  nothing  but  uprightly, 
Shook  hands  at  once,  and,  bowing  slightly. 

His  mull  did  proffer: 
Bat  Death,  who  had  no  nose,  politely 

Declin'd  the  offer. 

Then  sitting  down  upon  a  bank, 
L^  over  leg,  shank  over  shank. 
Like  friends  for  conversation  frank. 

That  had  no  check  on : 
Quoth  Jack  unto  the  Lean  and  Lank, 

"  YouVc  Death,  I  reckon.'* 
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The  Jaw-bone  grinn'il : — "  1  am  thai 
You've  bit  eiactly  on  my  oame ; 
In  truth  it  tiu  some  lit  He  fame 

Vr'liere  burial  sod  is." 
Quoth  Jnek  (wid  wink'd),  "of  course  ye  o 

Here  ailer  bodies." 

Death  grian'd  igaln  and  ^ook  his  hexd:— 
"I've  little  business  with  the  dead; 
When  they  are  fairly  sent  to  bed 

I've  done  my  (utH: 
Wlielhei  or  not  the  worms  are  fed 

Xi  your  concern. 

"  My  cmmd  here,  in  meeting  you. 
Is  nothing  but  a  'how-d'ye-do  ;' 
I've  done  what  jobs  I  had — a  few 

Along  this  way; 
If  I  can  serve  a  crony  too, 

I  beg  you'll  say." 

QuQlli  Jack,  "  Your  Honour's  very  kind : 
And  now  I  call  the  thing  to  mind, 
This  parish  very  Fitrict  I  find  ; 


Death  l:K>k  the  hint,  and  gave  a  wink 
As  well  as  eyekt  halo  can  blink; 
Then  vtrckhing  out  his  arm  to  link 

The  other's  arm,— 
"  Suppose,"  says  he,  "  we  have  a  drink 

Of  something  warm." 

Jack  nothing  loth,  with  friendly  ease 
Spoke  up  at  once  :—  "  Why,  what  ye  pleai 
Hani  by  there  is  the  Cheshire  Cheese, 

A  famous  tap." 
Hut  thii  suggestion  seem'd  to  tease 

Tlie  bony  chap. 
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"  No,  no — ^yotir  mortal  drinks  are  heauly, 
And  only  make  my  hand  unsteady ; 
I  do  not  even  care  for  Deady, 

And  loathe  your  rum  ; 
But  I've  some  glorious  brewage  ready. 

My  drink  is — Mum  I" 

And  off  they  set,  each  right  content — 
Who  knows  the  dreary  way  they  went  ? 
But  Jack  felt  rather  faint  and  spent. 

And  out  of  breath  ; 
At  last  he  saw,  quite  evident, 

The  Door  of  Death. 

All  other  men  had  been  unmanned 
To  see  a  coffin  on  each  hand, 
That  served  a  skeleton  to  stand 

By  way  of  sentry ; 
In  fact.  Death  has  a  very  gi^nd 

And  awful  entry. 

Throughout  his  dismal  sign  prevails. 
His  name  is  writ  in  coffin  nails  ; 
The  mortal  darts  make  area  rails  ; 

A  skull  tliat  mocketii, 
Grins  on  the  gloomy  gate,  and  quails 

Whoever  knocketh. 

And  lo !  on  either  side,  arise 

Two  monstrous  pillars — bones  of  thighs  ; 

A  monumental  slab  supplies 

The  step  of  stone, 
Where  waiting  for  his  master  lies 

A  dog  of  bone. 

The  dog  leapt  up,  but  gave  no  yell, 
The  wire  was  pull'd,  but  woke  no  bell. 
The  ghastly  knocker  rose  and  fell. 

But  caused  no  riot ; 
The  ways  of  Death,  we  all  know  well. 

Are  very  quiet. 


JACK  HALL. 


Old  Banes  stept  in ;  Jack  stepp'd  behind  ; 
Quoth  Death,  1  really  hope  you'll  find 
The  entcrlaininent  lo  yout  mind. 
As  I  shall  (real  jfe — 
A  friend  or  Iwo  of  goblin  kind. 


And  lo  !  ■  crowd  of  spectres  tall. 
Like  jack-a-lantcini  on  a  wall, 
Were  standing — every  ghaiily  ball- 

An  eagei  watcher. 
" My  friend, ■■  says  Death — "friends,  Mr.  Hi 

The  body-SDnlcher/' 


I 


rwL 


Lord,  what  a  tnmult  it  prodnccd. 
When  Mr.  Hall  was  introduced  ! 
Jack  even,  who  had  lotig  been  used 

To  frightful  things, 
Felt  just  as  if  his  b.ick  was  sluic'd 

With  freeiing  springs ! 

Each  goblin  face  began  to  make 

Some  horrid  mouth— ape— go rgon — snake; 

And  then  a  spectre-hag  would  shake 

An  airy  ihigh-bone  ; 
And  cricil,  (or  seenrd  lo  cry.}  Til  break 

Vour  bone,  with  my  bone  I 


Some  Eiound  their  teeth— ^some  seem'd  to  spit— 
(Nothing,  but  nothing  came  of  it,) 
A  hundred  auTul  brows  were  knit 

In  dreadful  spile. 
Thought  Jack—"  I'm  sure  I'd  better  quit 

Without  good-nigh L" 

One  skip  and  hop  and  he  was  clear. 
And  running  like  a  hunted  deer. 
As  t]eet  as  people  run  by  fear 

Well  spurr'd  and  whipp'd. 
Death,  ghosts,  and  all  in  that  career 

Were  quite  outstripp'd. 
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Bot  those  who  live  by  death  must  die ; 
Jack's  soul  at  last  prepared  to  fly ; 
And  when  hb  latter  end  drew  nigh, 

Ob  !  what  a  swarm 
Of  doctors  came, — but  not  to  try 

To  keep  him  warm. 


No  ravens  ever  scented  prey 
80  early  where  a  dead  horse  lay, 
Kor  vulture  sniffed  so  far  away 

A  last  convulse : 
A  dozen  V guests**  day  after  day 

Were  "  at  his  pulse. 


i» 


Twas  strange,  altho*  they  got  no  fees, 
How  still  they  watch*d  by  twos  and  threes, 
But  Jack  1^  very  little  ease 

Obtain'd  from  them  ; 
In  fact  he  did  not  find  M.  D.  *s 

Worth  one  D— M.  V 

The  passing  bell  with  hollow  toll 
Was  in  his  thought — the  dreary  hole  ! 
Jack  gave  his  eyes  a  honid  rol), 

And  then  a  cough  : — 
**  There's  something  weighing  on  my  soul 

I  wish  was  off ; 

"  All  night  it  roves  about  my  brains. 
All  day  it  adds  to  all  my  pains, 
It  is  concerning  my  remains 

When  I  am  dead  :** 
Twelve  wigs  and  twelve  gold-headed  canes 

Drew  near  his  bed. 

"Alas  !"  he  sigh'd,  "  I'm  sore  afraid 
A  dozen  pangs  my  heart  invade ; 
But  when  I  drove  a  certain  trade 

In  flesh  and  bone, 
There  was  a  little  bargain  made 

About  my  own." 


Twelve  browi  | 
Twelve  wishes  : 

Twelve  pair  of 

T 

Ready  w  share 


Twelre  angrj  d> 
ThK  twelve  hid 
Before  tlie}'  bad 


^Vhetber  some  co 
Or  SaUn  took  it 
To  iteal  the  cofp- 
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MISS  KILMANSEGG  AKD  HER  PRECIOUS  LEG. 
A  GOLDEN  LEGEND. 


Her  Pedigree. 

trace  the  Kilmansegg  pedigree 
To  the  very  root  of  the  fitmily  tree 

Were  a  task  as  rash  as  ridiculous : 
Through  antedilvian  mists  as  thick 
As  London  fog  such  a  line  to  pick 
Were  enough,  in  truth,  to  puzzle  old  Nick, — 
Not  to  name  Sir  Harris  Nicolas. 

It  wouldn't  require  much  verbal  strain 
To  trace  the  Kil-man,  perchance,  to  Cain, 

But,  waiving  all  such  digressions. 
Suffice  it,  according  to  family  lore, 
A  Patriarch  Kilmansegg  lived  of  yore. 

Who  was  famed  for  his  great  possessions. 

Tradition  said  he  feather'd  his  nest 
Through  an  Agricultural  Interest 

In  the  Golden  Age  of  farming ;' 
When  golden  eggs  were  laid  by  the  geese, 
And  Colchian  sheep  wore  a  golden  fleece, 
And  golden  pippins — the  sterlih'g  kind 
Of  Hesperus — now  so  hard  to  find — 

Made  Horticulture  quite  charming  f 

A  Lord  of  Land,  on  his  own  estate. 
He  lived  at  a  very  lively  rate, 

But  his  income  would  bear  carousing  ; 
Such  acres  he  had  of  pasture  and  heath, 
With  herbage  so  rich  from  the  ore  beneath. 
The  very  ewe's  and  lambkin's  teeth 

Were  tum'd  into  gold  by  browsing. 

He  gave,  without  any  extra  thrift, 
A  flock  of  sheep  for  a  birthday  gift 
To  each  son  of  his  loms,  or  daughter  t 


ol  lilt  (.iililiii  luii;^  111  1  o|>e  (jFi.';^  ■ly. 

The  h'lEh-bred  hones  within  hU  stud. 
Like  humiui  creatures  of  biitb  and  blood. 

Had  their  Golden  Cups  and  flagons : 
And  as  for  the  commoa  husbandry  nagi, 
l~heir  nosei  were  tied  in  moncjr-bags. 

When  they  stopp'd  with  the  caits  and  wb| 

Moreover,  he  had  a  Golden  Ass, 
Sometimes  at  stall,  and  sometimei  at  pas. 

That  was  worth  his  own  weight  in  moDCf' 
And  a  golden  hive,  on  a  Goldeo  Bank, 
Where  golden  bees,  bj  ■Ichemical  fnak, 

Gather'd  gold  instead  of  honey. 

Gold  I  and  gold  I  and  gold  withoot  cod  ! 
He  had  gold  to  imj  \>y,  and  gold  to  tpeui. 
Gold  (o  give,  and  gold  to  lead. 

And  reversiont  of  gold  mfiittuv. 
In  wealth  the  ramily  revell'd  and  mird, 
Him^Ifand  wife  and  son*  to  bold  ; — 
And  his  daughters  sang  to  th^  harp*  oTgol 

"Obellaetaderorol" 
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That  as  money  makes  money,  bis  golden  bees 
Were  the  Five  per  Cents,  or  which  you  please 

When  his  cash  was  more  than  plenty — 
That  the  golden  cups  were  racing  affairs ; 
And  his  daughters,  who  sang  Italian  airs, 

llad  their  golden  harps  of  ClementL 

That  the  Golden  Ass,  or  Golden  Bull, 
Was  English  John,  with  his  pockets  full. 

Then  at  war  by  land  and  water : 
While  beef,  and  mutton,  and  other  meat. 
Were  almost  as  dear  as  money  to  eat. 
And  Farmers  reaped  Golden  Harvests  of  wheat 

At  the  Lord  knows  what  per  quarter ! 


Her  BiRTiT. 

WHAt  different  doom*  otir  birthdays  bring 
For  instance,  one  little  manikin  thing 

Survives  to  wear  many  a  wrinkle  ; 
While  Death  forbids  another  to  wake. 
And  a  son  that  it  took  nine  moons  tu  make 

Expires  without  eveh  a  twinkle  ! 

Into  this  world  we  come  like  ships. 

Launched  from  the  docks,  and  stocks,  and  slips, 

For  fortune  fair  or  fatal ; 
And  one  little  craft  is  cast  away 
In  its  very  first  trip  in  Babbicome  Bay, 

While  another  rides  safe  at  Port  Natal. 

What  different  lots  our  stars  accord  ! 

This  babe  to  be  hail'd  and  woo'd  as  a  Lord  ! 

And  that  to  be  shunn'd  like  a  leper  ! 
One,  to  the  world's  wine,  honey,  and  com, 
Another,  like  Colchester  native,  born 

To  its  vinegar,  only,  and  pepper. 

One  is  litter'd  under  a  roof 
Neither  wind  nor  waterproof— 


To.to,,ji„j, 

And  (tie  other  se 
What  wide  rever 
Whilst  Margiret, 

In'  *  garden  of 
Poor  Peggy  b,wl 
TiU— tliinkofihi 

She  halea  the  u 

Not  so  with  the  it 
She  Wu  not  bora 
Or  father  crcMc 
To  phut  the  stnw. 
Or  sit  aU  day  to  h( 
As  females  miM— ^ 
Tb'fiJI  their  iuic 

Kbe  was  not  doatn'< 

To  be  put  to  heji  b 

T6  ony  homa  li: 
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At  her  first  debui  she  found  her  head 
On  A  pillow  of  down,  in  a  downy  bed. 

With  a  damask  canopy  over. 
For  although,  by  the  vulgar  popular  saw. 
All  mothers  are  said  to  be  "in  the  siraw,** 

Some  children  are  bom  ia  clover. 


Her  very  firsft  draught  of  vital  air. 
It  was  not  the  common  chameleon  fare 
Of  plebeian  lungs  and  noses, — 
No — her  earliest  snilT 
Of  this  world  was  a  whiff 
Of  the  genuine  Otto  of  Rosies  I 

When  she  saw  the  light,  it  was  no  mere  ray 
Of  that  light  so  common — so  everyday — 

That  the  sun  each  morning  launches — 
But  six  wax  tapers  dazzled  her  eyes. 
From  a  thing — a  gooseberry  bush  for  swc — 

With  a  golden  stem  and  branches. 

She  was  bom  exactly  at  half-past  two^ 
As  witnessed  a  timerpiece  in  or-molu 

That  stood  011  ;a  marble  table — 
Showing  at  once  the  time  of  day, 
And  a  team  of  GUdini^s  running  away 

As  fast  as  they  were  able. 
With  a  golden  God,  with  a  golden  Star, 
And  a  golden  Spear,  in  a  golden  Car« 

According  to  Grecian  fable. 

Like  other  babes,  at  her  birth  she  cried  ; 
Which  made  a  sensation  far  and  wide — 

Ay,  for  twenty  miles  around  her : 
For  though  to  the  ear  'twas  nothing  more 
Than  an  infant's  squall,  it  was  really  Jthe  roar 
Of  a  Fifty-thousand  Pounder  ! 
It  shook  the  next  heir 
In  his  library  chair, 
And  made  him  cry,  **  Confound  her  '." 


MISS  A'lLMA.VSECG 


or  signs  uiil  omen!:  there  wu  no  dearth, 
Any  more  lluiti  at  Owen  Gleodoner's  birth. 
Or  the  advent  oT  oiher  great  people  : 
Two  bullocks  diopp'd  dead. 
As  if  ktiock'd  on  tlic  head. 
And  bane1i>  of  stoot 
And  tie  Tin  about, 
And  the  village-bells  such  a  peal  mng  out. 
That  Ihcy  crack'd  the  lillage-ileeplc. 

In  no  lime  nt  all.  like  ninshioom  ipaifl^ 
Tables  sprang  up  all  over  tbe  lawn  ; 
Not  nimitih'd  scinllr  or  shabbilf, 
But  on  scale  as  vast 
As  that  huge  repast, 
Wilh  ils  loads  and  Kifgoes 
Of  .Irink  and  botai^ocs, 
At  the  blnh  of  the  Babe  in  RaMais. 

Hundreds  of  men  were  lum'd  into  beasts. 
Like  the  guests  at  Circe's  hotriUe  feasts, 

By  the  magic  of  ale  and  ciiicr  : 
And  *«ch  country  lass,  and  each  tounlry  Iiif, 


Aode' 


o  capei 


A  bite  fn 


inJ  dance  like  m 
lid  ones  appear'd  (o  have  had 
n  tbe  Naples  Spider. 


Then  as  night  came  on, 

It  had  scared  King  John 
Who  con.-iiiereil  such  signs  not  risible 

To  have  seen  llic  maroons. 

And  the  whirling  moons. 

And  the  serpents  of  flame. 

And  wheels  of  the  >nmc. 
That  acconling  to  some  were  "  wliiiiablc" 

Oh,  happy  Hope  of  the  Kilmansi^gs  ! 
Thrice  happy  in  head,  and  body,  and  leg% 
That  her  pateiUs  had  -..icli  full  pockets  1 
For  had  she  been  bom  of  Waul  and  Thrift, 
For  care  and  nursing  atl  adrill, 
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It's  ten  to  one  she  had  had  to  make  shift 
With  rickets  instead  of  rockets  ! 

And  how  was  the  precious  baby  drest  ? 
In  a  robe  of  the  East,  with  lace  of  the  West, 
Like  one  of  Croesus*  issue — 
Her  best  bibs  were  made 
Of  rich  goki  brocade, 
And  the  others  of  silver  tissue. 

And  when  the  "^aby  inclined  to  nap 
She  was  luU'd  on  a  Gros  de  Naples  lap, 
By  a  nurse  in  a  modish  Paris  cap, 

Of  notions  so  exalted. 
She  drank  nothing  lower  than  Curagoa, 
Maraschinp,  or  pink  Noyau, 

And  on  principle  never  malted. 

From  a  golden  boat,  with  a  golden  spoon, 
The  babe  was  fed  night,  morning,  and  noon; 

And  although  the  tale  seems  fabulous, 
*Tis  said  her  tops  and  bottoms  were  gilt, 
Like  the  oats  in  that  Stable-yard  Palace  built 

For  the  Horse  of  Heliogabalus. 

And  when  she  took  to  squall  and  kick— > 
For  pain  will  ring,  and  pins  will  prick, 

£*en  the  wealthiest  nabob's  daughter-^ 
They  gave  her  no  vulgar  Dal  by  or  gin. 
But  a  liquor  with  leaf  of  gold  therein. 

Videlicet, — Dantzic  Water. 

In  short,  she  was  bom,  and  bred,  and  nurst. 
And  drest  in  the  best  from  the  very  first, 

To  please  the  genteelest  censor — 
And  then,  as  soon  as  strength  would  allow 
Was  vaccinated,  as  babes  are  now, 
With  virus  ta'en  from  the  best-bred  cow 

Of  Lord  Althorpe's — now  Earl  Spencer. 


l^*'      -sW*^^*         cn-t*«*  afld*!^' 

r«T'«^^-  ■" « ot  v^-"""""  .^4  odd. 

'^      M>  •*  *?,  i  *=  ^'Z  W  '«  *■' 
""  TO-"""" 
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Nieces,  whose  doweries  knew  no  hitch^ 
Aunts,  as  certain  of  dying  rich 

As  candles  in  golden  sockets — 
Cousins  German  and  Cousins*  sons, 
All  thriving  and  opulent — some  had  tons 

Of  Kentish  hops  in  their  pockets  ! 

For  money  had  stuck  to  the  race  through  life 
(As  it  did  to  the  bushel  when  cash  so  rife 
Posed  AH  Baba*s  brother's  wife) — 

And  dow^n  to  the  Cousins  and  Coz-lings, 
The  fortunate  brood  of  the  Kllmans^gs, 
As  if  they  had  come  out  of  golden  eggs, 

Were  all  as  wealthy  as  **  Goslings/* 

It  would  611  a  Court  Gazette  to  name 
What  East  and  West  End  people  came 

To  the  rite  of  Christianity : 
The  lofty  Lord,  and  the  titled  Dame, 

All  diamonds,  plumes,  and  urbanity : 
His  Lordship  the  MayV  with  his  golden  chain. 
And  two  Gold  Sticks,  and  the  Sheriffs  twain. 
Nine  foreign  Counts,  and  other  great  men 
With  their  orders  and  stars,  to  help  "  M.  or  N." 

To  renounce  all  pomp  and  vanity. 

To  paint  the  maternal  Kilmansegg 
The  pen  of  an  Eastern  Poet  would  b^ 

And  need  an  elaborate  sonnet ; 
How  she  sparkled  with  gems  whenever  she  stirr'd^ 
And  her  head  niddle-noddled  at  every  word, 
And  seem'd  so  happy,  a  Paradise  Bird 

Had  nidificated  upon  it 

And  Sir  Jacob  the  Father  strutted  and  bow'd. 
And  smiled  to  himself,  and  laugh'd  aloud. 

To  think  of  his  heiress  and  daughter — 
And  then  in  his  pockets  he  made  a  grope. 
And  then,  in  the  fulness  of  joy  and  hope, 
Seem'd  washing  his  hands  with  invisible  soap 

In  imperceptible  water. 


About  a  rich  complexir 

And  noiv  came  Ihe  nurss, 
licr  dead-leaf  satin  woiik 

A  very  autumnal  rustle 
So  full  of  figure,  so  full  oi 
As  she  carried  aboot  the  I 

She  seem'd  to  be  nothii 

A  wealdiy  Nabob  vai  Go 
And  sn  Indian  Bt^m  m 

Whose  jewels  a  Queen : 
And  the  Pries(  traa  a  Viea 
Of  that  Temple  ve  ice  wii 

And  a  Goldeii  Cnm  abi 

The  Font  was  a  bowl  of  A 
Won  by  Raleigh  in  dayi  oi 

In  spile  of  Spanish  bnvi 
And  the  Book  of  Piay'r  m 
With  gilt  deviceis  it  shone 
Like  a  copj^-a  presentatio 

OfHuitiboUi's"EIDoi 
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So  fine !  so  thin  !  the  mind  at  a  loss 
G>uld  compare  it  to  nothing  except  a  cross 
Of  cobweb  with  bank-note  paper. 

Then  her  pearls — 'twas  a  perfect  sight,  forsooth. 
To  see  them,  like  '*the  dew  of  her  youth,'* 

In  such  a  plentiful  sprinkle. 
Meanwhile,  the  Vicar  read  through  the  form. 
And  gave  her  another,  not  overwarm. 

That  made  her  little  eyes  twinkle. 

Then  the  babe  was  cross'd  and  bless'd  amain ! 
But  instead  of  the  Kate,  or  Ann,  or  Jane, 

Which  the  humbler  female  endorses — 
Instead  of  one  name,  as  some  people  prefix, 
Kihsansegg  went  at  the  tails  of  six. 

Like  a  carriage  of  state  with  its  horses. 

•  *  ■  • 

Oh,  then  the  kisses  she  got  and  hugs! 
The  golden  mugs  and  the  golden  jugs 

That  lent  fresh  rays  to  the  midges ! 
The  golden  knives,  and  the  golden  spoons. 
The  gems  that  sparkled  like  fairy  boons. 
It  was  one  of  the  Kilmansegg's  own  saloons. 

But  look'd  like  Rundell  and  Bridge's  1 

Gold  !  and  gold  !  the  new  and  the  old, 
The  company  ate  and  drank  from  gold, 

They  revell'd,  they  sang,  and  were  merry ; 
And  one  of  the  Gold  Sticks  rose  from  his  chair. 
And  toasted  "the  Lass  with  the  golden  hair" 

In  a  bumper  of  Golden  Sherry. 

Gold  !  still  gold  !  it  rain'd  on  the  nurse, 
Who— un-like  Danac — was  none  the  worse ! 

There  was  nothing  but  guineas  glistening  I 

Fifty  were  given  to  Doctor  James, 

For  calling  the  little  Baby  names, 

And  for  saying,  Amen  ! 

The  Clerk  had  ten, 

And  that  was  the  end  of  the  Christening. 


There's  little  Plielim,  he  =iin(! 
Ill  l)ie  sctr^nie  pair  o(  paUli 

Willi  the  selfsame  empty  ] 
That  tempted  his  daddy  so  o 
His  throat,  or  jump  in  tbe  w 
Itnt  what  ores  Fbellm?  an  ■ 

Would  tooDCT  bring  team 

Cive  htm  a  rollar  witbont  a 
(That's  tbe  Irish  linen  for  ib 
AtkI  a  slice  of  bread  with  a 

(Tliai^  Poverty's  Imb  bo 
And  what  duel  lie  lack  to  m 
Some  oyster-shells  or  a  ipai 

A  candlc-enit,  and  a  gntlt 

But  to  leave  the  happy  Fhel 
Gnawing,  perchance,  a  man 

Foe  whicli  no  dog  would 
Turn  we  to  little  Misi  Kilm 
Cutting  ber  first  little  lootb; 

With  a  (ifly^inea  coial- 
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With  extempore  cartes  she  never  play'd, 
Or  the  odds  and  ends  of  a  Tinker's  trader 
Or  little  dirt  pies  and  puddings  made. 

Like  children  happy  and  squalid  ; 
The  very  puppet  she  had  to  pet. 
Like  a  bait  for  the  '<  Nix  my  Dolly  "  set. 

Was  a  Dolly  of  gold— and  solid  ! 

Gold !  and  gold  !  'twas  the  burden  still  I 
To  gain  the  Heiress's  early  goodwill 

There  was  much  corruption  and  bribery— 
The  yearly  cost  of  her  golden  toys 
Would  have  given  half  London's  Charity  Boys 
And  Giarity  Girls  the  annual  joys 

Of  a  holiday  dinner  at  Highbury* 

3on-bons  she  ate  from  the  gilt  cornet; 
And  gilded  queens  on  St.  Bartlemy's  day ; 

Till  her  fancy  was  tinged  by  her  presents—-' 
And  first  a  Goldfinch  excited  her  wish. 
Then  a  spherical  l)owl  with  its  Gold«i  fish, 

And  then  two  Golden  Pheasants. 

^ay,  once  she  squalled  and  scream'd  like  wild— - 
And  it  shows  how  the  bias  we  give  to  a  child 

Is  a  thing  most  weighty  and  solemn  : — 
But  whence  was  wonder  or  blame  to  spring 
If  little  Miss  K. — after  such  a  swing — 
Made  a  dust  for  the  flaming  gilded  thing 

On  the  top  of  the  Fish  Street  column  ? 

Her  Education. 

According  to  metaphysical  creed, 
To  the  earliest  books  that  children  read 

For  much  good  or  much  bad  they  are  debtors— 
But  before  with  their  ABC  they  start, 
There  are  things  in  morals,  as  well  as  art. 
That  play  a  very  important  part — 

"  Impressions  before  the  letters." 

Dame  Education  begins  the  pile, 
Mayhap  in  the  graceful  Corinthian  style. 
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But  alas  for  the  elevation  ! 
If  the  Lady's  maid  or  Gossip  the  Nurse 
With  a  load  of  rubbish,  or  something  worsen 

Have  made  a  rotten  foundation. 

Even  thus  with  little  Miss  Kilroansegg, 
Before  she  learned  her  E  for  egg, 

Ere  her  Governess  came,  or  her  masters- 
Teachers  of  quite  a  different  kind 
Had  **  crammed'*  her  beforehand,  and  put  her  min 

In  a  go-cart  on  golden  castors. 

I^ng  before  her  A  B  and  C, 

They  had  taught  her  by  heart  her  L.  S.  D. 

And  as  how  she  was  bom  a  great  Heiress ; 
And  as  sure  as  London  is  built  of  bricks. 
My  Lord  would  irsk  her  the  day  to  fix, 
1^0  ride  in  a  6ne  gilt  coach  and  six. 

Like  Her  Worship  the  Lady  May^resSi 

Instead  of  stories  from  Edgeworth*s  page. 
The  true  golden  lore  for  our  golden  age. 

Or  lessons  from  Barbauld  and  Trimmer, 
Teaching  the  worth  of  Virtue  and  Health, 
All  that  she  knew  was  the  Virtue  of  Wealth, 
Providetl  l)y  vulgar  nursery  stealth 

With  a  IJook  of  Leaf  Gold  for  a  Primer. 

The  very  metal  of  merit  they  told, 

And  praised  her  for  being  as  "good  as  gold!" 

Till  she  grew  as  a  peacock  haughty ; 
Of  money  they  talk'd  the  whole  day  round. 
And  weighM  desert,  like  grapes  by  the  pound, 
fill  she  had  an  idea  from  the  very  sound 

That  people  with  nought  were  naughty. 

They  praised — poor  children  with  nothing  at  all ! 
Lord !  how  you  twaddle  and  waddle  and  squall 

Like  common-bred  geese  and  ganders! 
What  sad  little  bad  little  figures  you  make 
To  the  rich  Miss  K.,  whose  plainest  seed-cake 

Was  stufTd  with  corianders  ! 
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'lliey  praised  her  falls,  as  well  as  her  walk, 

Flatterers  made  cream  cheese  of  chalk, 

They  praised— how  they  praised — her  very  small  talk. 

As  if  it  fell  from  a  Solon ; 
Or  the  girl  who  at  each  pretty  phrase  let  drop 
A  mby  comma,  or  pearl  fnll-stop, 

Or  an  emerald  semi-colon. 

They  praised  her  spirit,  and  now  and  then 
The  Nurse  brought  her  o\ra  little  "  nevy  "  Ben, 

To  play  with  the  future  May'ress, 
And  when  he  got  raps,  and  taps,  and  slaps, 
Scratches,  and  pinches,  snips,  and  snaps. 

As  if  from  a  Tigress,  or  Bearess, 
They  told  him  how  Lords  would  court  that  hand, 
And  always  gave  hini  to  understand 
"While  he  rubb'd,  J>oor  soul. 
His  carroty  poll, 

That  his  hair  had  been  pull'd  by  "a  Ilatress/* 

Such  were  the  lessons  from  maid  and  nurse^ 
A  Governess  help'd  to  make  still  worse. 
Giving  an  appetite  so  perverse 

Fresh  diet  wliereort  to  batten — 
Beginning  with  A  B  C  to  hold 
Like  a  royal  playbill  printed  in  gold 

Oii  a  square  of  pearl-white  satin. 

The  books  to  teach  the  verbs  and  nouns; 
And  those  about  countries,  cities,  and  to<vns, 
Instead  of  their  sober  drabs  and  browns, 

Wefe  in  crimson  silk,  with  gilt  edges  ;— 
Her  Butler,  and  Enfield,  and  Kntick — in  Short 
Her  **  Early  Lessons  "  bf  every  sort, 

Look'd  like  Souvenirs;  Keepsakes,  and  Pledges. 

Old  Johnson  shone  out  in  as  fine  array 

As  he  did  one  night  when  he  went  to  the  play ; 

Chambaud  like  a  beau  of  King  Charles's  day — 

Lindley  Murray  in  like  conditions — 
Each  weary,  unwelcome,  irksome  task, 
Appeared  in  a  fancy  dress  and  a  mask  ; — 
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IS  you  viiih  tor  similar  copies,  aslc 
Fur  lIowcU  wiii  James's  Editions. 

Novel*  she  read  to  ninuie  het  mind, 

But  always  llie  afllucnt  mslch-making  kind 

Tbat  ends  with  Promessi  Spot^i, 
And  B  raIh«r-iD-law  so  tve&lthy  and  c^nd. 
He  could  give  chetinc-male  to  Coiitia  In  the  Sw 

Hn,  along  trith  a  ring  attd  posy, 
lie  endows  the  Britie  with  Goleonda  olT-hand, 

And  gives  the  Groom  Polosi, 

Plays  she  pcriued— bnl  she  liked  the  bcM 
Those  comedy  gEntlefolks  always  posMis'd 

Of  fortunes  so  truly  rohianlic — 
Of  money  so  retiiiy  that  right  oi  wrong 
It  always  is  ready  to  go  for  a  song, 

Throwing  it,  going  it,  pitching  it  Strong — 
They  ought  to  have  purses  as  green  and  long 

As  the  cucumber  call'd  the  Gigantic 

Tlicn  Eastern  Tales  she  loved  for  the  sake 
Of  the  Purse  of  Oriental  make. 

And  the  thousand  pieces  they  put  in  ii — 
I'ut  I'astotal  scenes  on  her  heart  fell  cold, 
I'^or  Nature  with  lier  lia<l  lust  Its  hold. 
No  field  but  the  Field  of  the  Cloth  of  Gold 

Would  ever  have  caught  her  foot  in  it. 

Wliat  more?  She  iearnl  to  sing,  and  dance, 
To  sit  on  a  horse,  although  he  should  prance. 
And  to  speak  a  French  nut  spoken  in  Ftmice 

Any  more  than  at  Uabci's  huilding — 
And  slie  painted  slii-lls,  and  flowers,  and  Tnrk^ 
Bui  her  great  delight  was  in  Fancy  Works 

That  nrc  done  with  gohl  or  gilding. 

Gold  !  still  gold  1— the  bright  and  the  dead. 

With  goMen  bead'i,  and  gold  tace,  and  gold  thread 

She  woik'd  in  gold,  as  if  for  her  bread  ; 

The  metal  bad  so  iindcrminetl  her. 
Gold  Tan  iiv  her  thoughts  and  fiU'd  har  brain, 
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She  was  golden-headed  as  Peter's  cane 
With  which  he  walk'd  behind  her. 


Her  Accident. 

The  horse  that  carried  Miss  Kilmansegg, 
And  a  better  nevtr  lifted  leg. 

Was  a  very  rich  bay,  call'd  Banker — 
A  horse  of  a  breed  and  a  mettle  so  rare, — • 
By  Bullion  out  of  an  Ingot  mare, — 
That  for  action,  the  best  of  figures,  and  air, 

It  made  many  good  judges  hanker. 

And  when  she  took  a  ride  in  the  Park, 
Equestrian  Lord,  or  pedestrian  Clerk, 

Was  thrown  in  an  amorous  fever, 
To  see  th^  Heiress  how  well  she  sat. 
With  her  groom  behind  her,  Bob  or  Nat, 
In  green,  half  smother'd  with  gold,  and  a  hat 

With  more  gold  lace  than  beaver. 

And  then  when  Banker  obtain'd  a  pat, 
To  see  how  he  arch'd  his  neck  at  that ! 

He  snorted  with  pride  and  pleasure  I 
Like  the  Steed  in  the  fable  so  lofty  and  grand. 
Who  gave  the  poor  Ass  to  understand. 
That  he  didn't  carry  a  bag  of  sand. 

But  a  burden  of  golden  treasure. 

A  load  of  treasure  ? — alas !  alas ! 

Had  her  horse  but  been  fed  upon  English  grass. 

And  shelter'd  in  Yorkshire  spinneys. 
Had  he  scour'd  the  sand  with  the  Desert  Ass, 

Or  where  the  American  whinnies — 
But  a  hunter  from  Erin's  turf  and  gorse, 
A  regular  thorough-bred  Irish  horse. 
Why,  he  ran  away,  as  a  matter  of  course, 

With  a  girl  worth  her  weight  in  guineas ! 

Mayhap  'tis  the  trick  of  such  pampered  nags,— 
To  fhy  at  the  bight  of  a  beggar  in  mgs. 
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But  away,  like  the  huli  of  a  rrJi'.-it, — 
Away  went  the  horse  in  the  madness  of  fiiglit. 
And  away  went  the  horsewoman  mocking  the  sight- 
Was  yonder  blue  flash  a  flash  of  blue  lights 

Or  only  the  skut  of  her  habit  ? 

Away  she  flies,  with  the  groom  behind,-^ 
It  looks  like  a  race  of  the  Calmuck  kind. 

When  Hymen  himself  is  the  starter. 
And  the  Maid  rides  6rst  in  the  four-footed  strife^ 
Riding,  striding,  as  if  for  her  life. 
While  the  Lover  rides  after  to  catch  him  a  wife^ 

Although  it*s  catching  a  Tartar. 

But  the  Groom  has  lost  his  glittering  hat ! 
Tliough  he  does  not  sigh  and  pull  up  for  thai-* 
Alas  (  his  horse  is  a  tit  for  Tat 

To  sell  to  a  very  low  bidder- 
1 1  is  wind  is  ruin*d,  his  shouldef  is  sprung. 
Things,  though  a  horse  be  handsome  and  yottOgi 

A  purchaser  will  consider* 

But  still  flies  the  Heiress  through  atones  and  dost, 
Oh,  for  a  fall,  if  fall  she  must. 

On  the  gentle  lap  of  Flora  ! 
But  still,  thank  Heaven  !  slie  clings  to  her  seat- 
Away  !  away !  she  could  ride  a  dead  heat 
With  tlie  Dead  who  ride  so  fast  and  fleets 

In  the  Ballad  of  Leonora !     ' 

Away  she  gallops, — it*s  awful  work  I 
It's  faster  than  Turpin*s  ride  to  York, 

■ 

On  Bess  that  notable  clipper  I 
She  has  circled  the  Ring  !— she  crosses  the  Park  t 
Mazeppa,  although  he  was  stripp'd  so  stark^ 

Mazeppa  couldn't  outstrip  her  I 

The  fields  seem  running  away  with  the  folks  I 
The  Elms  are  having  a  race  for  the  Oaks 
At  a  pacQ  that  all  Jockeys  disparages! 
All,  all  is  racing !  the  Serpentine 
Seems  rushing  past  like  the  '*  arrowy  Rhine,** 
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The  houses  have  got  on  a  railway  line, 
And  are  off  like  the  first-class  carriages ! 

She^ll  lose  her  life !  she  is  losing  her  breath  1 
A  cmel  chase,  she  is  chasing  Death, 

As  female  shriekings  forewarn  her : 
And  now — as  gratis  as  blood  of  Guelph — 
She  clears  that  gate,  which  has  clear'd  itself 

Since  then,  at  Hyde  Park  Comer  1 

Alas !  for  the  hope  of  the  Kilmans^[gs ! 
For  her  head,  her  brains,  her  body,  and  legs. 

Her  life's  not  worth  a  copper  I 
Willy-nilly, 
In  Piccadilly, 

A  hundred  hearts  turn  sick  and  chilly, 

A  hundred  voices  cry,  **  Stop  her  I " 
And  one  old  gentleman  stares  and  stands, 
Shakes  his  head  and  lifts  his  hands, 

And  says,  "How  very  improper!" 

On  and  on ! — what  a  perilous  run ! 
The  iron  rails  seem  all  mingling  in  one, 

To  shut  out  the  Green  Park  scenery ! 
And  now  the  Cellar  its  dangers  reveals. 
She  shudders — she  shrieks— she's  doom'd,  she  feels. 
To  be  torn  by  powers  of  horses  and  wheels, 

Like  a  spinner  by  steam  machinery ! 

Sick  with  horror  she  shuts  her  eyes, 
But  the  very  stones  seem  uttering  cries. 

As  they  did  to  that  Persian  daughter. 
When  she  climb'd  up  the  steep  vociferous  hill, 
Her  little  silver  flagon  to  fill 

With  the  magical  Golden  Water! 

**  Batter  her !  shatter  her ! 

Throw  and  scatter  her ! " 
Shouts  each  stony-hearted  chatterer  I 

**  Dash  at  the  heavy  Dover  ! 
Spill  her !  kill  her !  tear  and  tatter  her ! 
Smash  her !  crash  her ! ''  (the  stones  didn't  flatter  her!) 
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For  K>  she  p'tbet'd  the  atrful  5< 
Of  Ihe  street  in  its 

Ai  the  ?riM  hoise  overran  it, — 
Hi&  four  heels  miking  Ihe  claltet  of  tb^ 
Like  1  Devil's  tiRoo,  pUy'd  witb  irga  uidn 

On  >  keltJe-iIium  orgranilel 

On!  still  on!  slie's  daiiJeJ  with  hint* 
or  oranges,  riblmns,  inJ  oolotii'd  prinu, 
A  Kaleidoscope  jumlilc  iif  shnpes  and  iitax. 

And  human  faca  »ll  flashing. 
Bright  sod  brief  ai  the  tpirkt  from  the  flinls, 

Tlut  (he  desperate  huaf  keeps  dashiogl 

On  and  on  !  still  frighlfully  ra.sl ! 
Dover-slreel,  BuoJ-slrcet,  nil  are  past! 
But— ^ycs— ^no — yes  I — they're  down  at  last  I 
The  Furies  and  Fates  have  found  them ! 
Down  Ihey  go  with  spsikle  and  cruh, 
Lihe  a  Baik  tbal'i  struck  by  the  lightning  flash — 
There's  a  shriek — and  a  sob — 
And  the  dense  dark  moIi 
Like  a  billow  closes  around  Ihcra ! 


V 


"!jhebrcalli^.s!" 
"  She  don't  1 " 
"She'll  recover;" 
"Shcivon't!" 
"She's  stirring!  she's  living,  by  Kernel  1" 
Gold,  still  gold  I  on  connter  and  slielf  I 
Golden  dishes  as  plenty  a^  delf : 
Mi<s  Kilmanscgi;'s  coniin);  again  to  ho'self 
On  an  opulent  Goldsmith's  premises  1 

Gold  !  line  gold  t~lx>th  yellow  and  red. 
Beaten,  and  moUen— poli»h'd,  ind  dead — ■ 


AND  HER  PRECIOUS  LEG,  289 

■ — ■-■ 

To  sec  the  gold  with  profusion  spread 

In  all  forms  of  its  manafacture ! 
Bat  what  avails  gold  to  Miss  Kilmans^g, 
When  the  femoral  bone  of  her  dexter  1^ 

Has  met  with  a  compound  fracture? 

Gold  nay  soothe  Adversity's  smart ; 
Nay,  help  to  bind  up  a  broken  heart ; 
fiat  to  tiy  it  on  any  other  part 

Were  as  certain  a  disappointment, 
As  if  one  should  rub  the  dish  and  plate. 
Taken  out  of  a  Staffordshire  crate — 
In  the  hope  of  a  Golden  Service  of  State — 

With  Singleton's  "Golden  Ointment." 

Her  Precious  Leg. 

"As  the  twig  is  bent,  the  tree's  incline<l,'* 
Is  an  adage  often  recall'd  to  mind, 

Referring  to  juvenile  bias  : 
And  never  so  well  is  the  verity  seen, 
As  when  to  the  weak,  warp'd  side  we  lean, 

While  Life's  tempests  and  hurricanes  try  us. 

Even  thus  with  Miss  K.  and  her  broken  limb: 
By  a  very,  very  remarkable  whim. 

She  show'd  her  early  tuition : 
While  the  buds  of  character  came  into  blow 
With  a  certain  tinge  that  served  to  show 
The  nursery  culture  long  ago, 

As  the  graft  is  known  by  fruition! 

For  the  King's  Physician,  who  nursed  the  cose. 
His  verdict  gave  with  an  awful  face, 

And  three  others  concurr'd  to  egg  it ; 
That  the  Patient  to  give  old  Death  the  slip, 
Like  the  Pope,  instead  of  a  personal  trip, 

Must  send  her  Leg  as  a  Legate. 

The  limb  was  doom'd— it  couIdn*t  l)e  saved! 
And  like  other  people  the  patient  behaveil, 
Nay,  bravely  that  cruel  parting  braved, 
C  T 
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Which  makes  some  persons  so  Iklter, 
They  rather  would  part,  without  a  groaiit 
With  the  flesh  of  their  flesh,  and  bone  of  their  ba 

They  obtain'd  at  St  Geofge's  altar. 

But  when  it  came  to  fitting  the  stump 
With  a  proxy  limb — then  flatly  and  plump 

She  spolce,  in  the  spirit  olden ; 
She  couldn't— she  shouldn't — she  wouldn't  htfe  i 
Nor  a  1(^  of  eork,  if  she  nerer  stood. 
And  she  swore  an  oath,  or  something  as  good« 

The  proxy  limb  should  be  golden ! 

A  wooden  leg!  what,  a  sort  of  p^. 

For  your  common  Jockejrs  and  Jennies ! 
No,  no,  her  mother  might  worry  and  plague — 
Weep,  go  down  on  her  knees,  and  b^. 
But  nothing  would  move  Miss  Kilmansegg ! 
She  could — she  would  have  a  Golden  Leg, 
If  it  cost  ten  thousand  guineas  I 

Wood  indeed,  in  Forest  or  Park, 

With  its  sylvan  honours  and  feudal  bark. 

Is  an  aristocratic  article : 
But  split  and  sawn,  and  hack'd  about  town^ 
Serving  all  needs  of  pauper  or  clown, 
Trod  on  I  staggered  on  I    Wood  cut  dowB 

Is  vulgar — fibre  and  particle. 

And  Cork !— when  the  noble  Cork  Tree  shades 
A  lovely  group  of  Castilian  maids, 

'Tis  a  thing  for  a  song  or  sonnet !— > 
But  cork,  as  it  stops  the  bottle  of  gin, 
Or  bungs  the  beer— the  tmall  beer — in. 
It  pierced  her  heart  like  a  corking-pin. 

To  think  of  standing  upon  it! 

A  Leg  of  Gold — solid  gold  throughout. 
Nothing  else,  whether  slim  or  stout. 

Should  ever  support  her,  God  willing  t 
She  must — she  could — she  would  have  her  whim. 
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Her  father,  she  tum*d  a  deaf  ear  to  him — 
He  might  kill  her^she  didn't  mind  killing! 

He  was  welcome  to  cut  off  her  other  limb — 
He  might  cat  her  all  off  with  a  shilling ! 

All  other  promised  gifts  were  in  vain. 

Golden  Girdle,  or  Golden  Chain, 

She  writhed  with  impatience  more  than  pain. 

And  nttex^d  "  pshaws  1 "  and  "  pishes  I  *' 
But  a  Leg  of  Gold  as  she  lay  in  bed. 
It  danced  before  her — it  ran  in  her  head ! 

It  jomp'd  with  her  dearest  wishes ! 

«*  Gold-^ld-gold !    Oh,  let  it  be  gold  r 
Asleep  or  awake  that  tale  she  told. 

And  when  she  grew  delirious ; 
Till  her  parents  resolved  to  grant  her  wish. 
If  they  melted  down  plate,  and  goblet,  and  dish. 

The  case  was  getting  so  serious. 

So  a  Leg  was  made  in  a  comely  mould. 
Of  Gold,  fine  virgin  glittering  gold. 

As  solid  as  man  could  made  it — 
Solid  m  foot,  and  calf,  and  shank, 
A  prodigious  sum  of  money  it  sank  ; 
la  fiict  'twas  a  Branch  of  the  family  Bank« 

And  no  easy  matter  to  break  it. 

All  sterling  metal — not  half-and-half, 

The  Goldsmith's  mark  was  stamp'd  on  the  calf-* 

Twas  pure  as  from  Mexican  barter  I 
And  to  make  it  more  costly,  just  over  the  knee, 
Where  another  ligature  used  to  be, 
Was  a  circle  of  jewels,  worth  shillings  to  see^ 

A  new-fangled  Badge  of  the  Garter  t 

'Twas  a  splendid,  brilliant,  beautiful  Leg, 

Fit  for  the  Court  of  Scander-Beg, 

That  Precious. Leg  of  Miss  Kilmansegg! 

For,  thanks  to  parental  bounty, 
Secure  from  Mortification's  touch. 
She  stood  on  a  Member  that  cost  as  much 

As  a  Member  for  all  the  County! 


Her  Faui.  I 

To  gtslily  stem  ambiciou's  whims.  , 

What  hundreds  and  thoutands  of  precious  limtei 

On  3.  (ietd  or  battle  we  scatter  I 
SCYcr'd  by  sword,  or  bullet,  or  saw,  * 

Off  they  go,  all  bleeding  and  raw, — 
IJiit  the  public  seems  to  get  the  lock-jftw 

So  little  is  said  on  the  matter  1 

I-egs,  the  tightest  thai  ever  were  seen, 

'I'he  tiEhtesi,  the  liglilesl,  that  danced  on  the  gtc 

Cutting  copers  to  iwBct  Kitty  Clover ; 
Shuler'd,  scatlcT'd,  cut,  and  bowl'd  down, 
Off  they  go,  worse  off  for  renown, 
A  line  in  the  Tinus,  or  n  talk  about  town. 

Than  the  leg  that  a  fly  runs  over  I 

But  the  Precious  Leg  of  t,liss  Kilmansegs, 
Tliat  gowden,  goolden,  golden  Itg, 

Was  the  theme  of  all  conversation  ! 
Had  it  been  a  Pillar  of  Church  and  Slate, 
Or  a  prop  to  support  the  whole  Dead  Weight, 
It  could  not  have  fuinish'd  more  debate 

To  the  heads  and  uils  of  the  nation  I 

East  and  west,  and  north  and  south, 
Though  useless  for  either  hunger  or  drouth, — 
The  Leg  was  in  everybody's  month. 

To  use  a  poetical  figure. 
Rumour,  in  taking  her  ravenous  sirim, 
Saw,  and  seiied  on  the  tempting  limb. 

Like  a  shark  on  the  leg  of  a  nigger. 

Wilful  murder  fell  very  dead  ; 

Debates  in  the  House  were  hardly  read  ; 

In  vain  the  Police  Reports  were  fed 

With  Irish  riots  and  rvm/vjts — 
The  Leg  I  the  Leg  I  wai  the  great  event, 
Through  every  circle  in  life  it  went. 

Like  the  leg  of  a  pair  of  compajMi. 
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The  last  new  Novel  seem'd  tame  and  flat, 
The  Leg,  a  novelty  newer  than  that. 

Had  tripp'd  up  the  heels  of  Fiction  ! 
It  Burked  the  very  essays  of  Burke, 
And,  alas  I  how  Wealth  over  Wit  play's  the  Turk! 
As  a  regular  piece  of  goldsmith's  work. 

Got  the  better  of  Goldsmith's  diction. 

"  A  leg  of  gold  !  what  of  solid  gold ! " 
Cried  rich  and  poor,  and  young  and  old, — 

And  Master  and  Miss  and  Madam — 
•Twas  the  talk  of  'Change— the  Alley— the  Bank^ 
And  with  men  of  scientific  rank, 
It  made  as  much  stir  as  the  fossil  shank 

Of  a  Lizard  coeval  with  Adam  ! 

Of  course  with  Greenwich  and  Chelsea  elves, 
Men  who  had  lo<;t  a  limb  themselves, 

Its  interest  did  not  dwindle — 
But  Bill,  and  Ben,  and  Jack,  and  Tom 
Could  hardly  have  spun  more  yams  therefrom 

If  the  1^  had  been  a  spindle. 

Meanwhile  the  story  went  to  and  fro, 
Till,  gathering  like  the  ball  of  snow, 
By  the  time  it  got  to  Stratford-le-Bow, 

Through  Exaggeration's  touches. 
The  Heiress  and  Hope  of  the  Kilmanseggs 
Was  propp'd  on  two  fine  Golden  L^;s, 

And  a  pair  of  Golden  Crutches  1 

Never  had  a  Leg  so  great  a  run  ! 

Twas  the  "go"  and  the  "Kick"  thrown  into  one  ! 

The  mode — the  new  thing  under  the  sun. 

The  rage — the  fancy — the  passion  ! 
Bonnets  were  named,  and  hats  were  worn, 
A  la  Golden  Leg  instead  of  I^ghom, 
And  stockings  and  shoes. 
Of  golden  hues. 
Took  the  lead  in  the  walks  of  fashion  t 

The  Golden  Leg  had  a  vast  career. 

It  was  sung  and  danced — and  to  show  how  near 
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Low  folly  to  lofty  approaches, 
Y)own  to  society's  very  dregs, 
The  Belles  of  Wapping  wore  "  Kilnumseggi,' 
And  St  Giles's  Beaux  sported  Golden  Lqgft 

In  their  pinchbeck  pins  and  broodies  I 


Her  First  Step. 

Supposing  the  Trunk  and  Limbs  of  Man 
Shared,  on  the  allegorical  plan. 

By  the  Passions  that  mark  Humanity, 
Whichever  might  claim  the  head,  or  heart. 
The  stomach,  or  any  other  part, 

The  Legs  would  be  seized  by  Vanity. 

There*s  Bardus,  a  six-foot  column  of  fop, 
A  lighthouse  without  any  light  atop, 

Whose  height  would  attract  beholders 
If  he  had  not  lost  some  inches  clear 
By  looking  down  at  his  kerseymere. 
Ogling  the  limbs  he  holds  so  dear. 

Till  he  got  a  stoop  in  his  shoulders. 

Talk  of  Art,  of  Science,  or  Books, 
And  down  go  the  everlsisting  looks. 

To  his  crural  beauties  so  wedded  ! 
Try  him,  wherever  you  will,  you  find 
Hie  mind  in  his  legs,  and  his  legs  in  his  mind. 
All  prongs  and  folly — in  short  a  kind 

Of  fork — that  is  fiddle-headed. 

What  wonder,  then,  if  Miss  Kiknans^jg, 
With  a  splendid,  brilliant,  beautiful  \f^\ 
Fit  for  the  court  of  Scander-B^, 
Disdained  to  hide  it  like  Joan  or  Meg, 

In  petticoats  stuffed  or  quilted  ? 
Not  she  !  ^twas  her  convalescent  whim 
To  dazzle  the  world  with  her  precious  llmb^— • 

Nay,  to  go  a  little  high-kilted. 

So  cards  were  sent  for  that  sort  of  mob 
Where  Tartars  and  Africans  hob-and-nob^ 
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And  the  Cherokee  talks  of  his  cab  and  cob 

To  Polish  or  Lapland  lovers — 
Cards  like  that  hieroglyphical  call 
To  a  gec^raphical  Fancy  Ball 

On  the  recent  Post- Office  covers. 

For  if  Lion-hunters — and  great  ones  too^ 

Would  mob  a  savage  from  Latakoo, 

Or  squeeze  for  a  glimpse  of  Prince  Lee  Boo^ 

That  unfortunate  Sandwich  scion — 
Hundreds  of  first-rate  people,  no  doubt^ 
Would  gladly,  madly,  rush  to  a  rout, 

That  promised  a  Golden  Lion  \ 


Her  Fahcy  Ball. 

Op  all  the  spirits  of  evil  fame, 

That  hurt  the  soul  or  injure  the  frame. 

And  poison  what's  honest  and  hearty, 
There^s  none  more  needs  a  Matthew  to  preach 
A  cooling  antiphlogistic  speech, 
To  praise  and  enforce 
A  temperate  course. 
Than  the  Evil  Spirit  of  Party. 

Go  to  the  House  of  Commons,  or  Lords, 
And  they  seem  to  be  busy  with  simple  words 

In  their  popular  sense  or  pedantic — 
But,  alas  !  with  their  cheers,  and  sneers,  and  jeers, 
They're  really  busy,  whatever  appears, 
Putting  peas  in  each  other's  ears. 

To  drive  their  enemies  frantic  I 

Thus  Tories  like  to  worry  the  Whigs, 

Who  treat  them  in  turn  like  Schwalbach  pigs, 

Giving  them  lashes,  thrashes,  and  digs. 

With  their  writhing  and  pain  delighted— 
But  after  all  that's  said,  and  more. 
The  malice  and  spite  of  Party  are  poor 
To  the  malice  and  spite  of  a  party  next  door^ 

To  a  party  not  invited. 
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On  with  the  cap  and  out  with  the  lights 
Weariness  bids  the  world  good  night. 

At  least  for  the  usual  season ; 
But  hark  I  a  clatter  of  horses'  heels  I 
And  Sleep  and  Silence  are  broken  on  whechv 

Like  Wilful  Murder  and  Treason  ! 


Another  crash — and  the  carriage 
Again  poor  W^eariness  seeks  the  repose 

That  Nature  demands,  imperious ; 
But  Echo  takes  up  the  burden  now. 
With  a  rattling  chorus  of  row-de-dow-dow. 
Till  Silence  herself  seems  making  a  row» 

Like  a  Quaker  gone  delirious  I 

Tis  night — a  winter  night — and  the  stars 
Are  shining  like  winkin*— Venus  and  Mars 
Are  rolling  along  in  their  golden  cars 

Through  the  sky's  serene  expansion— 
But  vainly  the  stars  dispense  their  rays, 
Venus  and  Mars  are  lost  in  the  blaze 

Of  the  Kilmanseggs*  luminous  mansion  ! 

Up  jumpjs  Fear  in  a  terrible  fright ! 

His  bedchamber  windows  look  so  bright,— 

With  light  all  the  Square  is  glutted  I 
Up  he  jumps,  like  a  sole  from  the  pan^ 
And  a  tremor  sickens  his  inward  man. 
For  he  feels  as  only  a  gentleman  can, ; 

Who  thinks  he's  being  ** gutted." 

Again  Fear  settles,  all  snug  and  wam^ 
But  only  to  dream  of  a  dreadful  storm 

From  Autumn's  sulphurous  locker  ; 
But  the  only  electrical  body  that  falls. 
Wears  a  negative  coat,  and  positive  smalls^ 
And  draws  the  peal  that  so  appah 

From  the  Kilmanseggs'  brazen  knocker  ! 

*Tis  Curiosity's  Benefit  night — 
And  perchance  'tis  the  English-Second-Sight^ 
But  whatever  it  be,  so  be  it — 
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As  the  friends  and  guests  of  Miss  Kilmansegg 
Crowd  in  to  look  at  her  Golden  Leg, 

As  many  more 

Mob  round  the  door, 
To  see  them  going  to  see  it ! 

In  they  go — in  jackets,  and  cloaks, 
Plumes,  and  bonnets,  turbans,  and  toques, 

As  if  to  a  Congress  of  Nations  : 
Greeks  and  Malays,  with  daggers  and  dirks^ 
Spaniards,  Jews,  Chinese,  and  Turks — 
Some  like  original  foreign  works, 

But  mostly  like  bad  translations. 

In  they  go,  and  to  work  like  a  pack, 

Juan,  Moses,  and  Shacabac — 

Tom,  and  Jerry,  and  SpringheeVd  Tack, — 

For  some  of  low  Fancy 'are  lovers — 
Skirting,  zigzagging,  casting  about, 
Here  and  there,  and  in  and  out, 
With  a  crush,  and  a  rush,  for  a  full-bodied  rout 

In  one  of  the  stiffest  of  covers. 

In  they  went,  and  hunted  about, 
Open-mouth*d  like  chub  and  trout. 
And  some  with  the  upper  lip  thrust  out, 

Like  that  fish  for  routing,  a  barliel — 
While  Sir  Jacob  stood  to  welcome  the  crowd. 
And  rabb*d  his  hands,  and  smiled  aloud. 
And  bow'd,  and  bow*d,  and  bow'd,  and  bow'd. 

Like  a  man  who  is  sawing  marble. 

For  Princes  were  there,  and  Noble  Peers  ; 
Dukes  descended  from  Norman  spears ; 
Earls  that  dated  from  early  years  ; 

And  Lords  in  vast  variety — 
Besides  the  Gentry  both  new  and  old — 
For  people  who  stand  on  legs  of  gold, 

Are  sure  to  stand  well  with  society. 

**  But  where — where — where  ?  *'  with  one  accord 
Cried  Moses  smd  Mufti,  Jack  and  my  Lord, 
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Waog-Fong  and  II  Bondocani — 
"When  slow,  and  heavy,  and  dead  as  a  dump^ 
They  heard  a  foot  begin  to  stamps 
Thump!  lamp! 
Lump!  thump! 
Like  the  Spectre  in  "Don  Giovanni!** 

And  1o!  the  Heiress,  Miss  Kilroans^g, 
With  her  splendid,  brilliant,  beantiliil  Icg^ 

In  the  garb  of  a  Goddess  olden — 
Like  chaste  Diana  going  to  hunt. 
With  a  golden  spear — which  of  course  was  blunt. 
And  a  tunic  loop'd  up  to  a  gem  in  fronts 

To  show  the  Leg  that  was  Golden! 

Gold!  still  gold;  her  Crescent  behold. 
That  should  be  silver,  but  vrould  be  gold; 

And  her  robe's  auriferous  spangles! 
Her  golden  stomacher — ^how  she  would  melt!^ 
Her  golden  quiver,  and  golden  belt. 

Where  a  golden  bugle  dangles! 

And  her  jewcll'd  Garter!    Oh,  Sin,  oh.  Shame! 
Let  Pride  and  Vanity  bear  the  blame. 
That  bring  such  blots  on  female  fame  I 

But  to  be  a  true  recorder. 
Besides  its  thin  transparent  stufT, 
The  tunic  was  loop'd  quite  high  enough 

To  give  a  glimpse  of  the  Order ! 

But  what  have  sin  or  shame  to  do 

With  a  Golden  Leg — and  a  stout  one  too  ? 

Away  with  all  Prudery's  panics ! 
That  the  precious  metal,  by  thick  and  thin. 
Will  cover  square  acres  of  land  or  sin. 
Is  a  fact  made  plain 
Again  and  again. 
In  Morals  as  well  as  Mechanics. 

A  few,  indeed,  of  her  prqper  sex. 

Who  seem'd  to  feel  her  foot  on  their  neck.% 

And  fear'd  their  charms  would  meet  with  checks 
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From  so  nu«  and  splendid  a  blazon — 
A  few  cried  **  fie  !-«id  "  forward  "—and  "  bold ! " 
And  said  of  the  \jcg  it  mig^t  be  gold. 

But  to  them  it  look*d  like  brazen ! 

Twas  hard  they  hinted  for  flesh  and  blood,. 
Virtne  and  Beauty,  and  all  that's  good, 

To  strike  to  mere  dross  their  topgallants — 
But  what  were  Beanty,  or  Virtue,  or  Worth, 
Gentle  manners,  or  gentle  birth, 
Kay,  what  the  noost  talented  head  on  earth 

To  a  Leg  worth  fifty  Tsdents  ! 

Bat  the  men  sang  quite  another  h3rmn 

Of  glory  and  praise  to  the  precious  Limb — 

Age,  sordid  Age,  admired  the  whim, 

And  its  indecorum  pardoned — 
While  half  of  the  young — ay,  more  than  half — 
Bow'd  down  and  worshipp'd  the  Golden  Calf, 

Like  the  Jews  when  their  hearts  were  harden*d. 

A  Golden  Leg ! — what  fancies  it  fired ! 
What  golden  wishes  and  hopes  inspired ! 

To  give  but  a  mere  abridgment — 
What  a  leg  to  leg-bail  Embarrassment's  serf 
What  a  leg  for  a  Leg  to  take  on  the  turf! 

What  a  leg  for  a  marching  regiment ! 

A  golden  L^ ! — whatever  Love  sings, 
'Twas  worth  a  bushel  of  **  Plain  Gold  Rings'" 

With  which  the  Romantic  wheedles. 
'Twas  worth  all  the  legs  in  stockings  and  socks— > 
'Twas  a  leg  that  might  be  put  in  the  Stocks, 

N.B. — Not  the  parish  beadle's! 

And  Lady  K.  nid-nodded  her  head, 
Lapp'd  in  a  turban  fancy-bred. 
Just  like  a  love-apple,  huge  and  red. 
Some  Mussul-womanish  mystery ; 
But  whatever  she  meant 
To  represent. 
She  talk'd  like  the  Muse  of  History^ 
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She  told  how  the  filial  leg  was  lost ; 
And  then  how  much  the  gold  one  oost» 

With  its  weight  to  a  Trojan  fraction : 
And  how  it  took  off,  and  how  it  pat  on ; 
And  call'd  on  Devil,  Duke,  and  Don, 
Mahomet,  Moses,  and  Prester  John, 

To  notice  its  beautiful  action. 

And  then  of  the  Leg  she  went  in  quest ; 
And  led  it  where  the  light  was  best; 
And  made  it  lay  itself  up  to  rest 

In  postures  for  painter's  studies. 
It  cost  more  tricks  and  trouble  by  half, 
Than  it  takes  to  exhibit  a  six-legg'd  Calf 

To  a  boothful  of  country  Cuddies. 

Nor  yet  did  the  Heiress  herself  omit 
The  arts  that  help  to  make  a  hit. 

And  preserve  a  prominent  station. 
She  talk'd  and  laugh*d  far  more  than  her  share; 
And  took  a  part  in  *'  Rich  and  Rare 
Were  the  gems  she  wore  '* — and  the  gems  were  the 

Like  a  Song  with  an  Illustration. 

She  even  stood  up  with  a  Count  of  France 
To  dance — alas ! — the  measures  we  dance 

When  Vanity  plays  the  Piper ! 
Vanity,  Vanity,  apt  to  betray, 
And  lead  all  sorts  of  legs  astray, 
Wood,  or  metal,  or  human  clay, — 

Since  Satan  first  play'd  the  Viper!  * 

But  first  she  doffd  her  hunting  gear, 

And  favour'd  Tom  Tug  with  her  golden  spear 

To  row  with  down  the  river — 
A  Bonze  had  her  golden  bow  to  hold ; 
A  Hermit  her  belt  and  bugle  of  gold ; 

And  an  Abbot  her  golden  quiver. 

And  then  a  space  was  clear*d  on  the  fioory 
And  she  walk'd  the  Minuet  d^la  Coor, 
With  all  the  pomp  of  a  Pompadour, 
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Bnt  although  she  began  andante^ 
ConceiYt  the  laces  of  al!  the  Rout, 
When  she  6nished  off  with  a  whirligig  bout, 
And  the  Precious  L^  stuck  stiffly  out 

Like  the  leg  of  a  Fi^rantL 

So  the  courtly  dance  was  goldenly  done. 
And  golden  opinions,  of  course,  it  won 

From  all  different  sorts  of  people — 
Qiiming^  ding-dong,  with  flattering  phrase^ 
In  one  vociferous  peal  of  praise,  . 
Like  the  peal  that  rings  on  Royal  days 

From  Loyalty's  parish-steeple. 

And  yet,  had  the  1^  been  one  of  those 
That  danced  for  bread  in  flesh-colour'd  hose, 

With  Rosina's  pastoral  bevy, 
The  jeers  it  had  met, — the  shouts !  the  scoff! 
The  cutting  advice  to  '*  take  itself  off,'' 

For  sounding  but  half  so  heavy. 

Had  it  been  a  leg  like  those,  perchance, 
That  teach  little  girls  and  boys  to  dance. 
To  set,  poussette,  recede,  and  advance, 

With  the  steps  and  figures  most  proper, — 
Had  it  hopp'd  for  a  weekly  or  quarterly  sum. 
How  little  of  praise  or  grist  would  have  come 

To  a  mill  with  such  a  hopper  ! 

But  the  Leg  was  none  of  those  limbs  forlorn — 
Bartering  capers  and  hops  for  com — 
That  meet  with  public  hisses  and  scorn, 

Or  the  morning  journal  denounces — 
Had  it  pleased  to  caper  from  mom  till  dusk. 
There  was  all  the  music  of  **  Money  Musk  " 

In  its  ponderous  bangs  and  bounces. 

But  hark ; — as  slow  as  the  strokes  of  a  pump, 

Lump,  thump ! 

Thump,  lump! 
As  the  Giant  of  Castle  Otranto  might  stump. 
To  a  lower  room  from  an  upper — 
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Down  she  goes  with  a  noisy  dint. 
For  taking  the  crimson  turban's  hint, 
A  noble  Lord  at  the  Head  of  the  Mint 
Is  leading  the  Leg  to  supper  I 

But  the  supper,  alas !  must  rest  untold. 
With  its  blaze  of  light  and  its  glitter  of  gold. 

For  to  paint  that  scene  of  glamour, 
It  would  need  the  Great  Enchanter's  charm 
Who  waves  over  Palace,  and  Cot,  and  Farm, 
An  arm  like  the  Goldbeater's  Golden  Arm 
That  wields  a  Golden  Hammer. 

He— only  He— could  fitly  state 
ITie  Massive  Service  of  Golden  Plate, 
With  the  proper  phrase  and  expansion— 
The  Rare  Selection  of  Foreign  Wines — 
The  Alps  of  Ice  and  Mountains  of  Pines, 
The  punch  in  Oceans  and  sugary  shrines. 
The  Temple  of  Taste  from  Gunter's  Designs^ 
In  short,  all  that  Wealth  with  A  Feast  combines^ 
In  a  Splendid  Family  Mansion. 

Suffice  if  each  mask'd  outlandish  guest 
Ate  and  drank  of  the  very  best, 

According  to  critical  conners — 
And  then  they  pledged  the  Hostess  and  Host, 
But  the  Golden  Leg  was  the  standing  toast. 

And  as  somebody  swore, 

Walk'd  off  with  mote 
Than  its  share  of  the  *'  Hips  1**  and  honours  I 

"  Miss  Kilmansegg ! — 
Full  glasses  I  beg ! — 
Miss  Kilmansegg  and  her  Precious  Leg!*' 

And  away  went  the  bottle  careering  I 
Wine  in  bumpers !  and  shouts  in  peals ! 
Till  the  clown  didn't  know  his  head  frbm  his  heds; 
The  Mussulman's  eyes  danced  two«some  reels^ 
And  the  Quaker  was  hoarse  with  cheering! 
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Her  Dream. 

Miss  Kilmansegg  took  off  her  leg. 
And  laid  it  down  like  a  cribbage-peg. 

For  the  Rout  was  done  and  the  riot : 
The  Square  was  hush'd ;  not  a  sound  was  heard ; 
The  sky  was  gray,  and  no  creature  stirred, 
Except  one  little  precocious  bird, 

That  chirp'd — and  then  was  quiet 


So  still  without, — so  still  within; — 

It  had  been  a  sin 

To  drop  a  pin — 
So  intense  is  silence  after  a  din. 
It  seem'd  like  Death's  rehearsal  I 
To  stir  the  air  no  eddy  came ; 
And  the  taper  burnt  with  as  still  a  flame^ 
As  to  flicker  had  been  a  burning  shame. 
In  a  calm  so  universal. 

The  time  for  sleep  had  come  at  last ; 
And  there  was  the  bed,  so  soft,  so  vast, 

Quite  a  field  of  Bedfordshire  clover ; 
Softer,  cooler,  and  calmer,  no  doubt. 
From  the  piece  of  work  just  raveird  out, 
For  one  of  the  pleasures  of  having  a  rout 

Is  the  pleasure  of  having  it  over. 

No  sordid  pallet,  or  truckle  mean. 
Of  straw,  and  rug,  and  tatters  unclean ; 
But  a  splendid,  gilded,  carved  machine, 

That  was  fit  for  a  Royal  Chamber. 
On  the  top  was  a  gorgeous  golden  wreath; 
And  the  damask  curtains  hung  beneath, 

Like  clouds  of  crimson  and  amber; 

Curtains,  held  up  by  two  little  plump  things. 
With  golden  bodies  and  golden  wings, — 
Mere  fins  for  such  solidities- 
Two  Cupids,  in  short, 
Of  the  regular  sort. 
Bat  the  housemaid  call'd  them  "  Cupidities.'* 
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No  patchwork  quilt,  all  seams  and  scan. 
But  velvet,  powder*d  with  goldtn  stan^ 

A  fit  mantle  for  Aiif A/-G>mmanders ! 
And  the  pillow,  as  white  as  snow  undimm*d 
And  as  cool  as  the  pool  that  the  breeze  has  skimm*d 
Was  cased  in  the  finest  cambric,  and  trimm'd 

With  the  costliest  lace  of  Flanders. 

And  the  bed — of  the  Eider's  softest  down, 
'Twas  a  place  to  revel,  to  smother,  to  drown 

In  a  bliss  inferr*d  by  the  Poet ; 
For  if  Ignorance  be  indeed  a  bliss, 
What  blessed  ignorance  equals  this^ 

To  sleep— and  not  to  know  it  ?^ 

Oh,  bed!  oh,  bed!  delicious  bed! 

That  heaven  upon  earth  to  the  weary  head; 

But  a  place  that  to  name  would  be  ill-bred. 

To  the  head  with  a  wakeful  trouble— 
'Tis  held  by  such  a  different  lease ! 
To  one,  a  place  of  comfort  and  peace. 
All  stuffM  with  the  do>yn  of  stubble  geese. 

To  another  with  only  the  stubble  I 

To  one,  a  perfect  Halcyon  nest, 

All  calm,  and  bahn  and  quiet,  and  rest. 

And  soft  as  the  fur  of  the  cony — 
To  another,  so  restless  for  body  and  head. 
That  the  bed  seems  borrow'd  from  Nettlebed, 

And  the  pillow  from  Stratford  the  Stony  I 


To  the  happy,  a  first-class  carriage  of  ^ 
To  the  I^nd  of  Nod,  or  where  you  please; 
But  alas !  for  the  watchers  and  weepers, 
Who  turn,  and  turn,  and  turn  again, 
But  turn,  and  turn,  and  turn  in  vain^ 
With  an  anxious  brain, 
And  thoughts  in  a  train. 
That  does  not  run  upon  sleepers! 

Wide  awake  as  the  mousing  owl, 
Night-hawk,  or  other  nocturnal  fowl,— 
But  more  profitless  vigils  keeping,— > 
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Wide  awake  in  the  dark  they  stare, 
FilUng  with  phantoms  the  vacant  air. 
As  if  that  Crook-back'd  Tyrant  Care 
Had  plotted  to  kill  them  sleeping. 

And  oh !  when  the  blessed  diamal  light 
Is  qnench'd  by  the  providential  night. 

To  render  our  slumber  more  certain ! 
Pity,  pity  the  wretches  that  weep, 
For  they  must  be  wretched,  who  cannot  sleep 

When  God  himself  draws  the  curtain ! 

The  careful  Betty  the  pillow  beats,  j 

And  airs  the  blankets,  and  smooths  the  sheets, 

And  gives  the  mattress  a  shaking — 
But  vainly  Betty  performs  her  part. 
If  a  ruffled  head  and  a  rumpled  heart, 

As  well  as  the  couch,  want  making. 

There's  Morbid,  all  bile,  and  verjuice,  and  nerves, 
Where  other  people  would  make  preserves^ 

He  turns  his  fruits  into  pickles : 
Jealous,  envious,  and  fretful  by  day, 
At  night,  to  his  own  sharp  fancies  a  prey, 
He  lies  like  a  hedgehog  roU'd  up  the  wrong  way, 

Tormenting  himself  with  his  prickles. 

But  a  child — that  bids  the  world  good  night, 
In  downright  earnest  and  cuts  it  quite— 

A  Cherub  no  Art  can  copy, — 
'Tis  a  perfect  picture  to  see  him  lie 
As  if  he  had  supp*d  on  a  dormouse  pie, 
(An  ancient  classical  dish,  by  the  by) 

With  a  sauce  of  syrup  of  poppy. 

Oh,  bed!  bed!  bed!  delicious  bed! 

That  heaven  upon  earth  to  the  weary  head, 

Whether  lofty  or  low  its  condition! 
But  instead  of  putting  our  plagues  on  shelves, 
In  our  blankets  how  often  we  toss  ourselves, 
Or  are  toss*d  by  such  allegorical  civcs 

As  Pride,  Hate,  Greed,  and  Ambition! 
C  \1 
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The  independent  Miss  Kilmansegg 
Took  off  her  independent  Leg 

And  laid  it  beneath  her  pillow. 
And  then  on  the  bed  her  frame  she  casC^ 
The  time  for  repose  had  come  at  last. 
But  long,  long,  after  the  storm  is  past 

Rolls  the  turbid,  turbulent  biUow. 

No  part  she  had  in  Tulgar  cares 
That  belong  to  common  household 
Nocturnal  annoyances  such  as  theiis. 

Who  lie  with  a  shrewd  surmising. 
That  while  they  are  couchant  (a  bitter  cap!) 
Their  bread  and  butter  are  getting  up^ 

And  the  coals,  confound  them,  are  rising. 

No  fear  she  had  her  sleep  to  postponev 
Like  the  crippled  Widow  who  weeps  alono 
And  cannot  make  a  doze  her  own. 

For  the  dread  tliat  mayhap  on  the  morrow. 
The  true  and  Christian  reading  to  baulk, 
A  broker  will  take  up  her  bed  and  walk 

Dy  way  of  curing  her  sorrow. 

No  cause  like  these  she  had  to  bewail. 

But  the  breath  of  applause  had  blown  a  gale^ 

And  winds  from  that  quarter  seldom  fail 

To  cause  some  human  commotion ; 
Lut  whene^'er  such  breezes  coincide 
With  the  very  spring-tide 
Of  human  pride, 
There's  no  such  swell  on  the  ocean! 

Peace,  and  ease,  and  slumber  lost. 

She  tum'd,  and  roU'd,  and  tumbled  and  toss'cl 

With  a  tumult  that  would  not  settle : 
A  common  case,  indeed,  with  snch 
As  have  too  little,  or  think  too  much, 

Of  the  precious  and  glittering  metal. 

Gold  ! — she  saw  at  her  golden  foot 
The  Peer  whose  tree  had  an  olden  roota 


.tr^'Jt* 


AND  HER  PRECIOUS  LEG,  joy 

Tlie  Proud,  the  Great,  the  Leaned  to  boot. 

The  hazidsome,  the  gay,  and  the  witty— 
The  Man  of  Science — of  Anns — of  Ait, 
The  man  who  deals  hot  at  Pleasure's  mait^ 

And  the  man  who  deals  in  the  City. 

Gold,  still  gold — and  true  to  the  mould!    . 
In  the  very  scheme  of  her  dream  it  told ; 

For,  by  magical  transmutation, 
From  her  Leg  through  her  body  it  seem*d  to  go^  • 
Till,  gold  above,  and  gold  below. 
She  was  gold,  all  gold,  from  her  little  gold  toe 

To  her  organ  of  Veneration ! 

And  still  she  retain'd  throngh  Fancy's  art, 

The  Golden  Bow  and  Golden  Dart, 

"With  which  she  had  playM  a  Goddess's  part. 

In  her  recent  glorification : 
And  still,  like  one  of  the  self-same  brood. 
On  a  Plinth  of  the  self-same  metal  she  stood 

For  the  whole  world's  adoration. 

And  hjrmns  and  incense  around  her  roll'd, 
From  Golden  Harps  and  Censers  of  Gold,— 
For  Fancy  in  dreams  is  as  uncontroll'd 

As  a  horse  without  a  bridle : 
What  wonder,  then,  from  all  checks  exempt, 
If^  inspired  by  the  Golden  Leg,  she  dreamt 

She  was  turo'd  to  a  Golden  Idol  ? 

Her  Courtship. 

When  leaving  Eden's  happy  land 
The  grieving  Angel  led  by  the  hand 

Our  banish'd  Father  and  Mother, 
Forgotten  amid  their  awful  doom. 
The  tears,  the  fears,  and  the  future's  gloom. 
On  each  brow  was  a  wreath  of  Paradise  bloom, 

That  our  Parents  had  twined  for  each  other. 

It  was  only  while  sitting  like  figures  of  stonci 
For  the  grieving  angel  had  skyward  flown, 
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As  they  sat,  those  Two  m  the  world  alone. 

With  disconsolate  hearts  nigh  doTen, 
Tliat  scenting  the  gust  of  hapfxier  boan, 
They  look*d  around  for  the  predoos  flow*n^ 
And  lo ! — a  last  relic  of  Eden's  dear  bow^r^* 
The  chaplet  that  Love  had  woven ! 

And  still,  when  a  pair  of  Lovers  meet. 
There's  a  sweetness  in  air,  unearthly  sweety 
That  savours  still  of  that  happy  retreat 

Where  Eve  by  Adam  was  courted : 
Whilst  the  jo3rons  Thrush,  and  the  gentle  Dore^ 
Woo'd  their  mates  in  the  boughs  above, 

And  the  Serpent,  as  yet,  only  sported. 

Who  hath  not  felt  that  breath  in  the  air, 
A  perfume  and  freshness  strange  and  rare, 
A  warmth  in  the  light,  and  a  bliss  everywhere^ 

When  jroung  hearts  yearn  together? 
All  sweets  below,  and  all  sunny  above, 
Oh!  there's  nothing  in  life  like  making  lovc^ 

Save  making  hay  in  fine  weather! 

Who  hath  not  found  amongst  his  flowers 
A  blossom  too  bright  for  this  world  of  ours^ 

Like  a  rose  among  snows  of  Sweden  ? 
But  to  turn  again  to  Miss  Kilmans^^ 
Where  must  Love  have  gone  to  beg. 
If  such  a  thing  as  a  Golden  Leg 

Had  put  its  foot  in  Eden ! 

And  yet — to  tell  the  rigid  truth— 

Her  favour  was  sought  by  Age  and  Youth— 

For  the  prey  will  find  a  prowler ! 
She  was  follow'd,  flatter'd,  courted,  addressed, 
WooM,  and  coo*d,  and  wheedled,  and  press'd, 
By  suitors  from  North,  South,  East,  and  West, 

Like  that  Heiress,  in  song,  Tibbie  Fowler  I 

But,  alas !  alas  !  for  the  Woman's  late. 
Who  has  from  a  mob  to  choose  a  mate  I 
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*Tis  a  stnmgc  and  painful  mystery! 
But  the  more  the  eggs,  the  worse  the  hatch ; 
The  more  the  fish,  the  worse  the  catch  ; 
The  more  the  sparks,  the  worse  the  match  ; 

Is  a  iact  in  Woman's  history. 

(!ive  her  between  a  brace  to  pick. 
And  mayhap,  with  luck  to  help  the  trick. 
She  will  take  the  Faustus,  and  leave  the  Old  Nick- 
But  her  future  bliss  to  baffle. 
Amongst  a  score  let  her  have  a  voice, 
And  she'll  have  as  little  cause  to  rejoice. 
As  if  she  had  won  the  "  Man  of  her  choice** 
In  a  matrimonial  raffle  1 

•Thus,  even  thus,  with  the  Heiress  and  Hope, 
Fulfilling  the  adage  of  too  much  rop^ 

MTith  so  ample  a  competition. 
She  chose  the  least  wortliy  of  all  the  group, 
Just  as  the  vulture  makes  a  stoop, 
And  singles  out  from  the  herd  or  troop 

The  beast  of  the  worst  condition. 

A  Foreign  Count — who  came  incog., 
Not  under  a  cloud,  but  under  a  fog. 

In  a  Calais  packet's  fore-cabin. 
To  charm  some  lady  British-bom, 
With  his  eyes  as  black  as  the  fruit  of  the  thorn, 
And  his  hooky  nose,  and  his  beard  half-shorn^ 

Like  a  half-converted  Rabbin. 

And  because  the  Sex  confess  a  charm 

In  the  man  who  has  slashed  a  head  or  arm, 

Or  has  been  a  throat's  undoing, 
H3  was  dress'd  like  one  of  the  glorious  trade. 
At  least  when  Glory  is  off  parade, 
With  a  stock,  and  a  frock,  well  trimm'd  with  braid. 

And  frogs — that  went  a-wooing. 

Moreover,  as  Counts  are  apt  to  do. 

On  the  left-hand  side  of  his  dark  surtout, 
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At  one  of  those  holes  that  buttons  go  througfat 

(To  be  a  precise  recorder,) 
A  ribbon  he  wore,  or  rather  a  scrap. 
About  an  inch  of  ribbon  mayhap. 
That  one  of  his  rivals,  whimsical  chap. 

Described  as  his  <*  RetaU  Order." 

And  then— and  much  it  help'd  his  chances- 
He  could  sing,  and  play  first  fiddle,  and  dance^   ' 
Perform  charades,  and  Proverbs  of  France— 

Act  the  tender,  and  do  the  cruel ; 
For  amongst  his  other  killing  parts. 
He  had  broken  a  brace  of  female  hearts. 

And  murder'd  three  men  in  duel ! 

Savage  at  heart,  and  false  of  tongue, 
Subtle  with  age,  and  smooth  to  the  young. 

Like  a  snake  in  his  coiling  and  curling — 
Such  was  the  Count — to  give  him  a  niche — 
Who  came  to  court  that  Heiress  rich. 
And  knelt  at  her  foot — one  needn't  say  which-^ 

Besieging  her  castle  of  Sterling, 

With  pray'rs  and  vows  he  open'd  his  trench. 
And  plied  her  with  English,  Spanish,  and  French, 

In  phrases  the  most  sentimental : 
And  quoted  poems  in  High  and  Low  Dutch, 
With  now  and  then  an  Italian  touch. 
Till  she  yielded,  without  resisting  much. 

To  homage  so  continental. 

And  then — the  sordid  bargain  to  close — 
With  a  miniature  sketch  of  his  hooky  nose^ 
And  his  dear  dark  eyes,  as  black  as  sloes. 
And  his  beard  and  whiskers  as  black  as  those^ 

The  lady's  consent  he  requited — 
And  instead  of  the  lock  that  lovers  beg. 
The  count  received  from  Miss  Kilmansegg 
A  model,  in  small,  of  her  Precious  leg— 

And  so  the  couple  were  plighted  I 
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But,  oh  !  the  love  that  gold  must  crown  I 
Better — better,  the  love  of  the  clown, 
Who  admires  his  lass  in  her  Sunday  gown. 

As  if  all  the  fairies  had  dress'd  her  ! 
Whose  brain  to  no  crooked  thought  gives  birth. 
Except  that  he  never  will  part  on  earth 

With  his  true  love's  crooked  tester ! 

Alas  1  for  the  love  that*s  linked  with  gold ! 
Better — ^better  a  thousand  times  told — 

More  honest,  happy,  and  laudable^ 
The  downright  loving  of  pretty  Cis, 
Who  wipes  her  lips,  though  there's  nothing  amlss^ 
And  takes  a  kiss,  and  gives  a  kiss^ 

Id  which  her  heart  i&  audible  I 

Pretty  Cis,  so  smiling  and  bright, 

Who  loves — as  she  labours — with  all  her  mighty 

And  without  any  sordid  leaven  i 
Who  blushes  as  red  as  haws  and  hips, 
Down  to  her  very  finger-tips, 
For  Roger's  blue  ribbons — to  her,  like  strips 

Cut  out  of  the  azure  of  Heaven ! 

Her  Marriage. 

*TwAS  mom — a  most  auspicious  one  1 
From  the  Golden  East,  the  Golden  Sun 
Came  forth  his  glorious  race  to  run, 

Through  clouds  of  most  splendid  tinges  ; 
Clouds  that  lately  slept  in  shade, 
But  now  seemM  made 
Of  gold  brocade. 
With  magnificent  golden  fringes* 

Gold  -above,  and  gold  below, 

The  earth  reflected  the  golden  glow. 

From  river,  and  hill,  and  valley 
Gilt  by  the  golden  light  of  mom. 
The  Thames— it  look'd  like  the  Golden  Horn, 
And  the  Barge,  that  carried  coal  or  com. 

Like  Clcopatra*s  Galley ! 
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Bright  as  clusters  of  Golden-tody 
Suburban  poplars  b^an  to  nod, 

With  extempore  splendour  fumish'd ; 
While  London  was  bright  with  glitteni^  doclc^ 
GoldcA  dragons,  and  Golden  oocks^ 
And  above  them  all, 
The  dome  of  St.  Paul, 
With  its  Golden  Cross  and  its  Golden  Ball, 
Shone  out  as  if  newly  bumish'd  1 

And  lo  !  for  Golden  Hours  and  Joys, 
Troops  of  glittering  Golden  Boys 
Danced  along  with  a  jocund  noise, 

And  their  gilded  emblems  carried  ! 
In  short,  'twas  the  year's  most  Golden  Day, 
By  mortals  call'd  the  First  of  May, 
When  Miss  Kilmansegg, 
Of  the  Golden  Leg, 
With  a  Golden  Ring  was  married  ! 

And  thousands  of  children,  women,  and  men. 
Counted  the  clock  from  eight  till  ten. 

From  St.  James's  sonorous  steeple  ; 
For  next  to  that  interesting  job, 
The  hanging  of  Jack,  or  Bill,  or  Bob, 
There's  nothing  so  draws  a  London  mob 

As  the  noosing  of  very  rich  people. 

And  a  treat  it  was  for  the  mob  to  behold 
The  Bridal  Carriage  that  blazed  with  gold  ! 
And  X\t  Footman  tall  and  the  Coachman  bold. 

In  liveries  so  resplendent — 
Coats  you  wonder*d  to  see  in  place. 
They  seem'd  so  rich  with  golden  lace^ 

That  they  might  have  been  independent 

Coats,  that  made  those  menials  proud 
Gaze  with  scorn  on  the  dingy  crowd. 

From  their  gilded  elevations : 
Not  to  forget  that  saucy  lad 
(Ostentation's  favourite  cad). 


AND  HER  PRECIOUS  LEG,  3»3 

The  Pttge,  who  looked  so  splendidly  clad, 
Like  a  Page  of  the  '*  Wealth  of  NaUons.'* 

But  the  Coachman  carried  off  the  state, 
With  what  was  a  Lancashire  body  of  late 

Tum'd  into  a  Dresden  Figure ; 
With  a  bridal  Nosegay  of  early  bloom. 
About  the  size  of  a  birchen  broom. 
And  so  huge  a  White  Favour,  had  Gog  been  Groom, 

He  need  not  have  worn  a  bigger. 

And  then  to  see  the  Groom  I  the  Count ! 
With  Foreign  Orders  to  such  an  amount. 

And  whiskers  so  wild — nay,  bestial ; 
He  seemed  to  have  borrowed  the  shaggy  hair 
As  well  as  the  Stars  of  the  Polar  Bear, 

To  make  him  look  celestial ! 

And  then — Great  Jove  ! — the  struggle,  the  crush, 
The  screams,  the  heaving,  the  awful  rush, 

The  swearing,  the  tearing,  the  fighting, — 
The  hats  and  bonnets  smash'd  like  an  egg — 
To  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  Golden  Leg, 
Which  between  the  steps  and  Miss  Kilmansegg 

Was  fully  displayed  in  alighting  ! 

From  the  Golden  Ankle  up  to  the  Knee 
There  it  was  for  the  mob  to  see  ! 
A  shocking  act  had  it  chanced  to  be 

A  crooked  leg  or  a  skinny : 
But  although  a  magnificent  veil  she  wore, 
Such  as  never  was  seen  before, 
In  case  of  blushes,  she  blushM  no  more 

Than  George  the  First  on  a  guinea  ! 

Another  step,  and  lo  !  she  was  launched  ! 
All  in  white,  as  Brides  are  blanched 

With  a  wreath  of  most  wonderful  splendour — 
jbiamonds,  and  pearls,  so  rich  in  device. 
That,  according  to  calculation  nice. 
Her  head  was  worth  as  royal  a  price. 

As  the  head  of  the  Young  Pretender. 
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Bravely  she  shone — and  shone  the  more 

As  she  sail*d  through  the  crowd  of  squalid  and  poor 

Thief,  beggar,  and  tatterdemalion — 
Led  by  the  Count,  with  his  sloe-black  eyes 
Blight  with  triumph,  and  some  surprise, 
Like  Anson  on  making  sure  of  his  prize 

The  famous  Mexican  Galleon  ! 

Anon  came  Lady  K.,  with  her  face 
Quite  made  up  to  act  with  grace, 

But  she  cut  the  performance  shorter ; 
For  instead  of  pacing  stately  and  stiff, 
At  the  stare  of  the  vulgar  she  took  a  miff, 
And  ran,  full  speed,  into  Church,  as  if 

To  get  married  before  her  daughter. 

But  Sir  Jacob  walk*d  more  slowly,  and  bow'd 
Right  and  left  to  the  gaping  crowd. 

Wherever  a  glance  was  seizable : 
For  Sir  Jacob  thought  he  bow*d  like  a  Guelph, 
And  therefore  bow*d  to  imp  and  elf. 
And  would  gladly  have  made  a  bow  to  himself, 

Ifad  such  a  bow  been  feasible. 

And  last — and  not  the  least  of  the  sight. 
Six  **  Handsome  Fortunes,"  all  in  white. 
Came  to  help  in  the  marriage  rite, — 

And  rehearse  their  own  hymneals ; 
And  then  the  bright  procession  to  dose. 
They  were  followed  by  just  as  many  Beaux 

Quite  fine  enough  for  Ideals. 

Glittering  men,  and  splendid  dames. 
Thus  thty  enter'd  the  porch  of  St.  James\ 

Pursued  by  a  thunder  of  laughter; 
For  the  Beadle  was  forced  to  intervene. 
For  Jim  the  Crow,  and  his  Mayday  Queen, 
With  her  gilded  ladle,  and  Jack  i'  the  Green, 

Would  fain  have  follow'd  after ! 

Beadle-like  he  hush'd  the  shout; 

But  the  temple  was  full  "inside  and  out,** 
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And  a  buzz  kept  buzzing  all  round  about 

Like  bees  when  the  day  is  sunny — 
A  buzz  universal,  that  interfered 
With  the  right  that  ought  to  have  been  revered, 
As  if  the  couple  already  were  smear*d 

With  Wedlock's  treacle  and  honey  ! 

Yet  Wedlock's  a  very  awful  thing ! 
'Tis  something  like  that  feat  in  the  ring, 
Which  requires  good  nerve  to  do  it — 
When  one  of  a  "  Grand  Equestrian  Troop  *• 
Makes  a  jump  at  a  gilded  hoop. 
Not  certain  at  all 
Of  what  may  befall 
Alter  hb  getting  through  it  I 

But  the  count  he  felt  the  nervous  work 
No  more  than  any  polygamous  Turk, 

Or  bold  piratical  skipper, 
Who,  during  his  buccaneering  search, 
Would  as  soon  engage  a  hand  in  church 

As  a  hand  on  board  his  clipper  ! 

And  how  did  the  Bride  perform  her  part  i 
Like  any  bride  who  is  cold  at  heart, 

Mere  snow  with  the  ice's  glitter  ; 
What  but  a  life  of  winter  for  her  ! 
Bright  but  chilly,  alive  without  stir, 
So  splendidly  comfortless, — just  like  a  Fir 

When  the  frost  is  severe  and  bitter. 

Such  were  the  future  man  and  wife  ! 
Whose  bale  or  bliss  to  the  end  of  life 
A  few  short  words  were  to  settle — 
"  Wilt  thou  have  this  woman  ?" 

••I  will  "-and  then, 
•*  Wilt  thou  have  this  man  ?* 
"I  will,"  and  "Amen"— 
And  those  Two  were  one  Flesh,  in  the  Angels*  ken. 
Except  one  Leg — that  was  metal. 
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Wr.o  luruii  lo  gaic  at  the  toe-and-hcel 
Of  the  GoMen  Boys  bcgiiming  a  reel« 
To  the  meny  sound  of  a  veddiog-pead 
From  Sl  James's  musical  steeple. 

Those  vedding-bells !  those  wedding-bells ! 
How  sweetly  they  sound  in  pastoral  ddls 

From  a  tow*r  in  an  ivy-green  jicket  I 
But  town-made  joys  how  dearly  they  cost ; 
And  after  all  are  tumbled  and  tost. 
Like  a  peal  from  a  London  stee|>le,  and  lort 

In  town-made  riot  and  racket. 

The  wedding-peal,  how  sweetly  it  peals 
With  grass  or  heather  beneath  our  heeli^— 

For  bells  are  Music's  laughter  I — 
But  a  London  peal,  well  mingled,  be  snn^ 
AVith  vulgar  noises  and  voices  impure^ — 
What  a  harsh  and  dUcordant  overture 

To  the  Harmony  meant  to  oome  after  1 

But  hence  with  Discoid — perchance^  too  toon 
To  doud  the  £ice  of  the  honeymoon 
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Who^ — hearty  as  hippocampus^ — 
Broke  her  fittt  with  ale  and  beef, 
Instead  of  toast  and  the  Chinese  leaf, 

And — in  lieu  of  anchoTj — grampus. 

A  breakiast  of  fowl,  and  fish,  and  flesh, 
WhateTer  was  sweet,  or  salt,  or  fresh ; 

With  wines  the  most  rare  and  curious — 
Wines,  of  the  richest  flavour  and  hue ; 
Witt  fruits  kom  the  workls  both  Old  and  New; 
And  fruits  obtain'd  before  they  were  due 

At  a  discount  most  usurious. 

For  wealthy  palates  there  be,  that  scout 
What  is  in  season,  for  what  is  out, 

Aad  prefer  all  precocious  savour : 
For  instance,  early  green  peas,  of  the  sort 
That  costs  some  four  or  five  guineas  a  quart ; 

Where  the  Ahiit  is  the  principal  flavour. 

And  many  a  wealthy  man  was  there, 
Such  as  the  wealthy  City  could  spare. 

To  pot  in  a  portly  appearance — 
Men,  whom  their  fathers  had  helpM  to  gild : 
And  men,  who  had  had  their  fortunes  to  build. 
And — ^much  to  their  credit — had  richly  flll'd 

Their  purses  hy  pursy^uerance. 

Men,  by  popular  rumour  at  least, 
Not  the  last  to  enjoy  a  feast ! 

And  truly  they  were  not  idle  ! 
Luckier  far  than  the  chestnut  tits, 
Which,  down  at  the  door,  stood  champing  their  bits, 

At  a  different  sort  of  bridle. 

For  the  time  was  come — and  the  whisker'd  Count 
Help'd  his  Bride  in  the  carriage  to  mount. 

And  fain  would  the  Muse  deny  it. 
But  the  crowd,  including  two  butchers  in  blue, 
(The  r^ular  killing  Whitechapel  hue,) 
Of  her  Precious  Calf  had  as  ample  a  view 

As  if  they  had  come  to  buy  it  I 


Away,  through  old  Urentfo 

Of  wheels  and  heels,  on  th 

Thai  hiti,  named  aAer  one 

The  Hi]|oftheG(4den 

Gold,  Blill  cold— it  flew  lik 
It  tipp'd  the  post-boy,  and 
In  each  open  palm  it  wu  f 

There  wu  nolbiDg  but  g 

And  if  gold  could  cRfara  ll 

What  hopei  attcDded  that : 

.   But  alai  I  eren  heacti  with 

Of  opulence  end  in  breal 

Hbk  HoMn 

The  moon — the  moon,  m  : 
Her  fickle  temper  hu  oft  t 

Now  shady — now  br^t 
But  of  all  the  lunar  thinfr*  I 
The  one  lh»t  showi  mo«  6 
And  takes  (he  noit  eecenti 

Is  the  mooD— to  caU'd-~ 
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Tu  the  loving,  a  bright  and  constant  sphere, 
That  makes  earth's  commonest  things  appear 

All  poetic,  romantic,  and  tenders 
Hanging  with  jewels  a  cabbage-stump. 
And  investing  a  common  post,  or  a  pump, 
A  currant-bush  or  a  gooseberry-dump. 

With  a  halo  of  dreamlike  splendour; 

A  q>here  such  as  shone  from  Italian  skies, 
In  Jnliet*s  dear,  dark  liquid  eyes. 

Tipping  trees,  with  its  argent  braveries — 
And  to  couples  not  favoured  with  Fortune's  boons 
One  of  the  most  delightful  of  moons, 
For  it  brightens  their  pewter  platters  and  spoons 

Like  a  silver  service  of  Savory's  I 

For  all  is  bright,  and  beauteous,  and  clear, 
And  the  meanest  thing  most  precious  and  dear 

When  the  magic  of  love  is  present : 
Love,  that  lends  a  sweetness  and  grace. 
To  the  humblest  spot  and  the  plainest  face — 
That  turns  Wilderness  Row  into  Paradise  Place, 

And  Garlic  Hill  to  Mount  Pleasant  1 

Love  that  sweetens  sugarless  tea, 
And  makes  contentment  and  joy  agree 

With  the  coarsest  boarding  and  bedding  : 
Love,  that  no  golden  ties  can  attach. 
But  nestles  under  the  humblest  thatch. 
And  will  fly  away  from  an  Emperor's  match 

To  dance  at  a  Penny  Wedding  ! 

Oh,  happy,  happy,  thrice  happy  state. 
When  such  a  bright  Planet  governs  the  fate 

Of  a  pair  of  united  lovers  ! 
'TIS  theirs,  in  spite  of  the  Serpent's  hiss. 
To  enjoy  the  pure  primeval  kiss. 
With  as  much  of  the  old  original  bliss 
As  mortality  ever  recovers  ! 

There's  strength  in  double  joints,  no  doubt, 
In  double  X  Ale,  and  Dublin  Stout, 
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5  koia^  BoC^n^  tboM — 


And  uk  the  Bftitwa,  Lake  or  Jofa^ 
Of  [he  beaatf  of  doahle~bIa*iae — 

A  ilouble  daUia  deligiiti  tbc  e]W  ; 

Aod  it'i  fiir  Ifce  hwrlitst  <i^t  in  Ibe  dtf 
Whtn  a  dod>le  rainbow  h  gta»ing  I 

There']  warmlh  in  >  pair  of  donble  ailei; 

In  a  coat  that  is  doable-breaMed — 
In  <loubte  windows  and  doable  doon  ; 
And  a  double  U  wind  is  blest  bj  scorts 

For  iti  warmth  to  the  lender-chesled. 

There's  a  tworold  sweetness  in  double  pipes ; 
And  a  double  barrel  and  double  sniper 

GiTe  the  iportsman  a  duplicate  pleasnre : 
There's  double  safety  in  double  locks  ; 
And  double  letters  bring  cash  for  the  boi  ; 
And  all  the  world  knows  that  double  knocks 

Are  genlility'i  double  measure. 

There's  double  sweetness  in  double  rhjmies. 
And  a  double  at  Whist  and  a  double  Times 

In  profil  aie  certainly  double — 
llj  doubling,  (he  Hale  contrives  to  escape  ; 
And  all  seamen  delight  in  a  doubled  Cape, 

And  a  double-rcefd  top^I  in  trouble. 

There's  a  double  chuck  at  a  double  chin. 

And  of  course  llitrc's  a  double  pleasure  therein. 

If  llie  parlies  were  brought  lo  telling  ; 
And  Iioivevcr  our  Dennises  take  offence, 
A  double  meaning  shows  double  sense  ; 
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And  if  proverbs  teU  truth, 
A  double  tooth 
Is  Wisdom's  adopted  dwelling  ! 

But  double  wisdom,  and  pleasure,  and  sense, 
Beauty,  respect,  strength,  comfort  and  thence 

Through  whatever  the  list  discovers, 
They  are  all  in  the  double  blessedness  summ'd. 
Of  what  was  formerly  double^irumm'd. 

The  Marriage  of  two  true  Lovers  I 

Now  the  Kilmansegg  Moon,  it  must  be  told— 
Though  instead  of  silver  it  tipp'd  with  gold^ 
Shone  rather  wan,  and  distant,  and  cold, 

And  before  its  d^s  were  at  thirty. 
Such  gloomy  clouds  began  to  collect, 
With  an  ominous  ring  of  ill  effect. 
As  gafve  but  too  much  cause  to  expect 

Such  weather  as  seamen  call  dirty  ! 

And  yet  the  moon  was  the  "  Young  May  Moon,'* 
And  the  scented  hawthorn  had  blossom'd  soon, 

And  the  thrush  and  the  blackbird  were  singing-* 
The  snow-wlute  lambs  were  skipping  in  play. 
And  the  bee  was  humming  ^  tune  all  day 
To  flowers,  as  welcome  as  flowers  in  May, 

And  the  trout  in  the  stream  was  springing  !' 

But  what  were  the  hues  of  the  blooming  earth, 
Its  scents — its  sounds — or  the  music  and  miitji 

Of  its  furr'd  or  its  feather'd  creatures, 
To  a  Pair  in  the  world's  last  sordid  stage, 
Who  had  never  look'd  into  Nature's  page. 
And  had  strange  ideas  of  a  Golden  Age; 

Without  any  Arcadian  features? 

And  what  were  joys  of  the  pastoral  kind 

To  a  Bride — town-made — with  a  heart  and  a  mind 

With  simplicity  ever  at  battle  ? 
A  bride  of  an  ostentatious  race, 
Who,  thrown  in  the  Golden  Farmer's  place. 
Would  have  trimm'd  her  shepherds  with  golden  laccy 

And  gilt  the  horns  of  her  cattle. 
C  ^ 
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She  could  not  please  the  pigs  with  her  whim. 
And  the  sheep  wouldn't  cast  their  eyes  at  a  limb 

For  which  she  had  been  such  a  martyr : 
The  deer  in  the  park,  and  the  colts  at  grass. 
And  the  cows  unheeded  let  it  pass ; 
And  the  ass  on  the  common  was  such  an  asa^ 
That  he  wouldn*t  have  swapp*d 
The  thistle  he  cropp'd 
For  her  Lc^,  including  the  Garter  I 

She  hated  lanes  and  ^e  hated  fields — 
She  hated  all  that  the  country  yields — 

And  barely  knew  turnips  fix>m  clover ; 
She  hated  walking  in  any  shape, 
And  a  coimtry  stile  was  an  awkward  scrape. 
Without  the  bribe  of  a  mob  to  gape 

At  the  Leg  in  clambering  over  1 

O  blessed  nature,  **  O  rus  !  O  rus  !" 
Who  cannot  sigh  for  the  country  thus^ 

Absorb'd  in  a  worldly  torpor — 
Who  does  not  yearn  for  its  meadow-sweet  breaih* 
Untainted  by  care,  and  crime,  and  death. 
And  to  stand  sometimes  upon  grass  or  heath — 

That  soul,  spite  of  gold,  is  a  pauper  ! 

But  to  hail  the  pearly  advent  of  mom. 
And  relish  the  odour  fresh  from  the  thorn. 

She  was  far  too  pamper'd  a  madam. 
Or  to  joy  in  the  daylight  ^'axing  strong. 
While,  after  ages  of  sorrow  and  wrong. 
The  scorn  of  the  proud,  the  misrule  of  the  strong, 
And  all  the  woes  that  to  man  belong. 
The  Lark  still  carols  the  self-same  song 

That  he  did  to  the  un curst  Adam  ! 

The  Lark  !  she  had  given  all  Leipsic's  flocks 
For  a  Vauxhall  tune  in  a  musical  box ; 

And  as  for  the  birds  in  the  thicket, 
Thrush  or  ousel  in  leafy  niche. 
The  linnet  or  finch,  she  was  far  too  rich 
To  care  for  a  Morning  Concert,  to  which 

She  was  welcome  without  any  tickeL 
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Gold,  still  gold,  her  standard  of  old, 
All  pastoval  jojrs  were  tried  by  gold. 

Or  by  fancies  golden  and  crural — 
Till  ere  she  had  passed  one  week  unblest, 
As  her  agricultural  Uncle's  guest. 
Her  mind  was  made  up,  and  fully  imprest. 

That  felicity  could  not  be  rural  I 

And  the  Count  ? — ^to  the  snow-white  lambs  at  play 
And  all  the  scents  and  the  sights  of  May, 

And  the  birds  that  warbled  their  passion. 
His  ears  and  dark  eyes,  and  decided  nose. 
Were  as  deaf  and  as  blind  and  as  dull  as  those 
That  overlooked  the  Bouquet  de  Rose, 
The  Huille  Antique, 
And  Parfum  Unique, 
In  a  Barber's  Temple  of  Fashion. 

To  tell,  indeed,  the  true  extent 
Of  his  rural  bias  so  far  it  went 

As  to  covet  estates  in  ring  fences — 
And  for  rural  lore  he  had  leam'd  in  town 
That  the  country  was  green,  tnm'd  up  with  brown, 
And  gamish'd  with  trees  that  a  man  might  cut  down 

Instead  of  his  own  expenses. 

And  yet  had  that  fault  been  his  only  one, 
The  Pair  might  have  had  few  quarrels  or  none» 

For  their  tastes  thus  far  were  in  common ; 
But  faults  he  had  that  a  haughty  bride 
With  a  Golden  Leg  could  hardly  abide — 
Faults  that  would  even  have  roused  the  prido 

Of  a  far  less  metalsome  woman  I 

It  was  early  days  indeed  for  a  wife, 
In  the  very  spring  of  her  married  life. 

To  be  chiird  by  its  wintry  weather- 
But  instead  of  sitting  as  Love- Birds  do. 
On  Hjrmen's  turtles  that  bill  and  coo- 
Enjoying  their  "moon  and  honey  for  two" 

They  were  scarcely  seen  together  I 


Moreover  he  loved  the  deepej 

And  the  heaviest  bets  Ihe  pU) 

And  he  drank-lhe  teveRe 

And  he  used  strange  corses  tii 

And  when  he  pl«yed  vriA  ^ 

She fwurf.  to hercort, 

roTiheilw»T«lo*» 

XhBt  the  Count  M  not «" 

And  then  cmw  d«k  »«"■ 
Gfttho'd  by  wom^  U"  •* 

And  ilip»  i«  hU  con««^ 
r««*.  whidi  iU  herptM"  d 
Th«t  hii  tide  wM  nnU-to ' 
And  Ui  Fitneb  ChlMM  *• 

The  most  u(7  <rf  "iwrntk* 

But  ftm  Wi  heMt-4f  he  ta. 
She— onlr  she— might  po« 
And  hold  his  ifctiiwh 
aim!  th«thope,Uke»<« 
Was  forced  to  ■nehor  ud 
■When.  ledoeed  by  her  few 
In  hU  private  paper*  "w 

t  >.ttpri  that  told  of  dangei 
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Her  Misery. 

Who  hath  not  met  with  home-made  bread, 
A  heavy  compound  of  putty  and  lead — 
And  home-made  wines  that  rack  the  head. 

And  home-made  liqueurs  and  Waters  ? 
Home-made  pop  that  will  not  foam, 
And  home-made  dishes  that  drive  one  from  home^ 
Not  to  name  each  mess, 
For  the  face  or  dress. 
Home-made  by  the  homely  daughters  ? 

Home-made  phjrsic  that  sickens  the  sick ; 
Thick  for  thin  and  thin  for  thick  ; 
In  short  each  homogeneous  trick 

For  poisoning  domesticity  ? 
And  since  our  Parents,  calPd  the  First, 
A  little  family  squabble  nurst. 
Of  all  our  evils  the  worst  of  the  worst 

Is  home-made  infelicity. 

There's  a  Golden  Bird  that  claps  its  wings. 
And  dances  for  joy  on  its  perch,  and  sings 

With  a  Persian  exultation  : 
For  the  Sun  is  shining  into  the  room, 
And  brightens  up  the  carpet-bloom, 
As  if  it  were  new,  bran  new,  from  the  loom, 

Or  the  lone  Nun's  fabrication. 

And  thence  the  glorious  radiance  flames 
On  pictures  in  massy  gilded  frames — 
Enshrining,  however,  no  painted  Dames, 

But  portraits  of  colts  and  fillies — 
Pictures  hanging  on  walls,  which  shine, 
In  spite  of  the  bard's  familiar  line. 

With  clusters  of  "  Gilded  lUies." 

And  still  the  flooding  sunlight  shares 
Its  lustre  with  gilded  sofas  and  chairs, 
That  shine  as  if  freshly  bumish'd — 
And  gilded  tables,  with  glittering  stocks 
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Of  gilded  china,  and  golden  clocks. 
Toy,  and  trinket,  and  musical  box. 
That  Peace  and  Paris  have  fumish'd. 

And  lo  !  with  the  brightest  gleam  of  all 
The  glowing  sunbeam  is  seen  to  fall 

On  an  object  as  rare  as  splendid — 
The  golden  foot  of  the  Golden  Leg 
Of  the  Countess— once  Miss  Kilmansegg— 

But  there  all  sunshine  is  ended. 

Her  check  is  pale,  and  her  eye  is  dim. 
And  downward  cast,  yet  not  at  the  limb^ 

Once  the  centre  of  all  speculation  ; 
But  downward  drooping  in  comfort^s  dearth^ 
As  gloomy  thoughts  are  drawn  to  the  eaith— 
Whence  human  sorrows  derive  their  birth — 

By  a  moral  gravitation. 

Her  golden  hair  is  out  of  its  braids. 
And  her  sighs  betray  the  gloomy  shades 

That  her  evil  planet  revolves  in — 
And  tears  are  falling  that  catch  a  gleam 
So  bright  as  they  drop  in  the  sunny  beam. 
That  tears  of  aqua  rc^ia  they  seem. 

The  water  that  gold  dissolves  in ; 

Yet,  not  filial  grief  were  shed 

Those  tears  for  a  mother's  insanity; 
Nor  yet  because  her  father  ^"as  dead. 
For  the  bowing  Sir  Jacob  had  bow*d  his  head 

To  Death — with  his  usual  urbanity ; 
The  waters  that  down  her  visage  rilPd 
Were  drops  of  unrectified  spirit  distill'd 
From  the  limbeck  of  Pride  and  Vanity. 

Tears  that  fell  alone  and  uncheckt. 

Without  relief,  and  without  respect, 

Like  the  fabled  pearls  that  the  pigs  neglect. 

When  pigs  have  that  opportunity — 
And  of  all  the  griefs  that  mortals  share, 
The  one  that  seems  the  hardest  to  bear 

Is  the  grief  without  community. 
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How  bless'd  the  heart  that  has  a  friend 
A  sympathising  ear  to  lend 

To  troubles  too  great  to  smother  t 
For  as  ale  and  porter,  wheii  flat,  arc  restored 
Till  a  sparkling  babbling  head  they  afford. 
So  sorrow  is  cheered  by  being  pour'd 

From  one  vessel  into  another. 

But  friend  or  gossip  she  had  not  one 

To  hear  the  vile  deeds  that  the  Count  had  done^ 

How  night  after  night  he  rambled ; 
And  how  she  had  learnt  by  sad  degrees 
That  he  drank,  and  smoked,  and  worse  than  these, 

That  he  "  swindled,  intrigued,  and  gambled." 

How  he  kiss'd  the  maids,  and  sparr*d  with  Johii  t 
And  came  to  bed  with  his  garments  on ; 

With  other  offences  as  heinous — 
And  brought  strange  gentlemen  home  to  dine^ 
That  he  said  were  in  the  Fancy  Line, 
And  they  fancied  spirits  instead  of  wine. 

And  caird  her  lap-dog  "  Wenus.** 

Of  "making  a  book*'  how  he  made  a  stir 
But  never  had  written  a  line  to  her. 

Once  his  idol  and  Cara  Sposa ; 
And  how  he  had  stormed,  and  treated  her  ill, 
Because  she  refused  to  go  down  to  a  mill. 
She  didn't  know  where,  but  remember'd  still 

That  the  Miller's  name  was  Mendoza. 

How  often  he  waked  her  up  at  night. 
And  oftener  still  by  the  morning  light. 

Reeling  home  from  his  haunts  unlawiiil  \ 
Singing  songs  that  shouldn't  be  sung. 
Except  by  beggars  and  thieves  unhung  — 
Ot  volleying  oaths  that  a  foreign  tongue 

Made  still  more  horrid  slnd  awful ! 

How  oft,  instead  of  otto  of  rose. 

With  vulgar  smells  he  offended  her  nose. 

From  gin,  tobacco,  and  onion  ! 
And  then  how  wildly  he  used  to  stare  f 
And  shake  his  fist  at  nothing,  and  swear, — 


And  pldck  bj  the  hsadful  bis  sltigsy  kiir. 
Till  he  look'd  like  a  Uud;  of  Ciuu  Dapiif 

For  a  new  EiIitioD  of  Eanyaa  t 
For  dice  will  ron  the  coninjy  tny, 
Ai  well  b  tnown  to  all  who  pUy, 

And  cardi  v31  conspiie  Bs  In  nvatot* , 
And  what  with  keeping  i  bantinc-boxi 

Following  fox — 

Friends  in  Bockii 

Baigundies,  lloclc^ 

From  London  Doclut 

StuUi's  Eiocks, 

Uantoa  and  Nocfk 

BarreU  and  loclu. 

Shotting  blue  rock^  iM 

Trainers  and  joclis,  J 

Buskins  and  socks, 
Pugilisllail  knotks. 
And  fighlin^  cocks, 
ir  he  found  hini~elf  short  in  funds  and  atodcl 

I'beie  rhymes  will  furnish  the  reason  t 
Ilii  friends,  indeed,  were  falling  away — 
Friends  who  insist  on  play  or  pay — 
And  he  fear'd  at  no  very  distant  day 
To  be  cut  by  Lord  and  by  cadger. 
As  one,  who  has  gone,  or  is  going,  to  smash. 
For  his  checks  no  lonj;er  drew  (he  cash. 
Because,  as  his  comraJi'S  eiplaiti'd  in  flflsh^ 
"  He  had  overdraw  n  liis  badger." 

Gold,  gold— alas  !  for  the  gold 

Spent  wliere  souls  ate  bought  and  sold, 

In  Vice's  Walpurgis  revel  ! 
Alas !  for  mnfflcs  and  bulldogs,  and  guns. 
The  leg  that  walks,  and  the  leg  that  ruos,^^ 
All  real  evils,  though  Fancy  ones, 
When  Ihey  lead  to  debt,  dishonour,  and  dui^ 

Nay,  to  death,  and  perchance  the  devil  1 
Alas  I  for  the  last  of  a  Golden  race  ! 
Had  she  cried  her  wrongs  in  the  majkel-plao^ 
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She  had  warrant  for  all  her  clamour — 
For  the  worst  of  rogues,  and  brutes,  and  rakes. 
Was  breaking  her  heart  by  constant  aches. 
With  as  little  remorse  as  the  Pauper;  who  breaks 

A  flint  with  a  parish  hammer  I 


llER  Last  Will. 

Now  the  Precious  \jtg  while  cash  was  flush. 
Or  the  Count*s  acceptance  worth  a  rush, 

Had  never  excited  dissension  ; 
But  no  sooner  the  stocks  began  to  fati. 
Than,  without  any  ossification  at  all. 
The  limb  became  what  people  call 

A  perfect  l>one  of  contention. 

For  altered  days  brought  alter'd  ways. 
And  instead  of  the  complimentary  phrase. 

So  current  before  her  bridal — 
The  Countess  heard,  in  language  low. 
That  her  Precious  L^  was  precious  slow, 
A  good  'uti  to  look  at  but  bad  to  go. 

And  kept  quite  a  sum  lying  idle. 

Tliat  instead  of  playing  musical  airs. 

Like  Colin's  foot  in  going  up-stairs — 

As  the  wife  in  the  Scottish  ballad  declares — 

It  made  an  infernal  stumping. 
Whereas  a  member  of  cork,  or  wood, 
Would  be  lighter  and  cheaper  and  qtiite  as  good. 

Without  the  unbearable  thumping. 


P'rhnps  she  thought  it  a  decent  thing 
To  show  her  calf  to  cobbler  and  king, 

But  nothing  could  be  absurder — 
While  none  but  the  crazy  would  advertise 
Their  gold  before  their  servants*  eyes. 
Who  of  course  some  night  would  make  it  a  prize. 

By  a  Shocking  and  Barbarous  Murder. 

But  spite  of  hint,  and  threat,  and  scofi^ 
The  Leg  kept  its  situation. 
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For  l^s  are  not  to  be  taken  ofi( 

By  a  verbal  amputation. 
And  mortals  when  they  take  a  whiniy 
The  greater  the  folly  the  stiffer  the  limb 

That  stand  upon  it  or  by  it — 
So  the  Countess,  then  Miss  Kilmansegg, 
At  her  marriage  refused  to  stir  a  peg. 
Till  the  Lawyers  had  fasten'd  on  her  Leg 

As  fast  as  the  Law  could  tie  it 

Firmly  then — and  more  firmly  yet — 

With  scorn  for  scorn,  and  with  threat  for  threat. 

The  Proud  One  confronted  the  Cruel : 
And  loud  and  bitter  the  quarrel  arose 
Fierce  and  merciless — one  of  those. 
With  spoken  daggers,  and  looks  like  blows. 

In  all  but  the  bloodshed  a  duel ! 

Rash,  and  wild,  and  wretched,  and  Mat)ng, 

Were  the  works  that  came  from  Weak  and  Strong, 

Till  madden'd  for  desperate  matters. 
Fierce  as  tigress  escaped  from  her  den. 
She  flew  to  her  desk — 'twas  open'd — and  then. 
In  the  time  it  takes  to  try  a  pen. 
Or  the  clerk  to  utter  his  slow  Amen, 

Her  Will  was  in  fifty  tatters! 

But  the  Count,  instead  of  curses  wild. 
Only  nodded  his  head  and  smiled, 
As  if  at  the  spleen  of  an  angry  child ; 

But  the  calm  was  deceitful  and  sinister ! 
A  lull  like  the  lull  of  the  treacherous  sea — 
For  Hate  in  that  moment  had  sworn  to  be 
The  Golden  Leg's  sole  Legatee, 

And  that  very  night  to  administer  1 

Her  Death. 

Tis  a  stem  and  startling  thing  to  think 
How  often  mortality  stands  on  the  brink 

Of  its  grave  without  any  misgiving ; 
And  yet  in  this  slippery  world  of  strife, 
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In  the  stir  of  human  bustle  so  rife. 
There  are  daily  sounds  to  tell  us  that  Life 
Is  dying,  and  Death  is  living  \ 

Ay,  Beauty  the  Girl,  and  Love  the  Boy, 
Bright  as  they  are  with  hope  and  joy. 

How  their  souls  would  sadden  instanter. 
To  remember  that  one  of  those  wedding  bells, 
Which  ring  so  merrily  through  the  dells. 
Is  the  same  that  knells 
Our  last  farewells, 
Only  broken  into  a  canter ! 

But  breath  and  blood  set  doom  at  nought — 
How  little  the  wretched  Countess  thought. 

When  at  night  she  unloosed  her  sandal. 
That  the  Fates  had  woven  her  burial-cloth. 
And  that  Death,  in  the  shape  of  a  Death's  Head  Moth, 

Was  fluttering  round  her  candle  ! 

As  she  looked  at  her  clock  of  or-molu. 

For  the  hours  she  had  gone  so  wearily  through, 

At  the  end  of  a  day  of  trial — 
How  little  she  saw  in  her  pride  of  prime 
The  dart  of  Death  in  the  Hand  of  Time- 
That  hand  which  moved  on  the  dial ! 

As  she  went  with  her  taper  up  the  stair. 
How  little  her  swollen  eye  was  aware 

That  the  Shadow  which  folio w'd  was  double  1 
Or  when  she  closed  her  chamber  door. 
It  was  shutting  out,  and  for  evermore. 

The  world — and  its  worldly  trouble. 

Little  she  dreamt,  as  she  laid  aside 
Her  jewels — after  one  glance  of  pride — 

They  were  solemn  bequests  to  Vanity — 
Or  when  her  robes  she  began  to  dof). 
That  she  stood  so  near  to  the  putting  off 

Of  the  flesh  that  clothes  humanity. 

And  when  she  quench'd  the  taper's  light. 
How  little  she  thought  as  the  smoke  took  flight, 
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That  her  day  was  done — and  merged  in  a  night 
Of  dreams  and  duration  uncertain — 
Or  along  with  her  own. 
That  a  Hand  of  Bone 
Was  closing  mortality's  curtain  ! 

But  life  is  sweet,  and  mortality  blind. 
And  youth  is  hopeful,  and  Fate  is  kind 

In  concealing  the  day  of  sorrow  ; 
And  enough  is  the  present  tense  of  toil—   ' 
For  this  world  is,  to  all,  a  stiffish  soil — 
And  the  mind  flies  back  with  a  glad  recoil 

From  the  debts  not  due  till  to-morrow. 

Wherefore  else  does  the  Spirit  fly 
And  bid  its  daily  cares  good-bye. 

Along  with  its  daily  clothing  ? 
Just  as  the  felon  condemned  to  die— 

With  a  very  natural  loathing — 
Leaving  the  Sheriff  to  dream  of  ropes, 
From  his  gloomy  cell  in  a  vision  elopes 
To  a  caper  on  sunny  gleams  and  slopes. 

Instead  of  the  dance  upon  nothing. 

Thus,  even  thus,  the  Countess  slept. 
While  Death  still  nearer  and  nearer  crept. 

Like  the  Thane  who  smote  the  sleeping — 
But  her  mind  was  busy  with  early  joys. 
Her  golden  treasures  and  golden  toys : 
That  flash'd  a  bright 
And  golden  light 
Under  lids  still  red  with  weeping. 

The  golden  doll  that  she  used  to  hug  \ 
Her  coral  of  gold,  and  the  golden  mug  1 

Her  godfather's  golden  presents  ! 
The  golden  service  she  had  at  her  meals. 
The  golden  watch,  and  chain,  and  seals. 
Her  golden  scissors,  and  thread,  and  reel^ 

And  her  golden  fishes  and  pheasants  I 

The  golden  guineas  in  silken  purse — 

And  the  Golden  Legends  she  heard  from  her  nuna 
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Of  the  Mayor  in  his  gilded  carriage — 
And  Ix^ndon  streets  that  were  paved  with  gold — 
And  the  Golden  Eggs  that  were  laid  of  old^ 
With  each  golden  thing 
To  the  golden  ring 
At  her  own  auriferous  Marriage  ^ 

And  still  the  golden  light  of  the  sun 
Through  her  golden  dreams  appear*d  to  run. 
Though  the  night,  that  roared  without,  was  one 

To  terrify  seamen  or  gipsies — 
While  the  moon,  as  if  in  malicious  mirth. 
Kept  peeping  down  at  the  ruffled  earth. 
As  though  she  enjoy'd  the  tempest's  birthi 

In  revenge  of  her  old  eclipses. 

But  vainly,  vainly,  the  thunder  fell. 

For  the  soul  of  the  Sleeper  was  under  a  spell 

That  time  had  lately  embittered — 
The  Count,  as  once  at  her  foot  he  knelt — 
That  foot,  which  now  he  wanted  to  melt ! 
But — ^hush  ! — 'twas  a  stir  ^t  her  pillow  she  felt — 

And  some  object  before  her  glitter'd. 

•Twas  the  Golden  Leg  ! — she  knew  its  gleam ! 

And  up  she  started  and  tried  to  scream, — 
But  ev'n  in  the  moment  she  started — 

Down  came  the  limb  with  a  frightful  smash. 

And  lost,  in  the  universal  flash 

That  her  eyeballs  made  at  so  mortal  a  crash, 
The  Spark,  caU'd  Vital,  departed  I 
♦  ♦  •  ♦  ♦ 

Gold,  still  gold  \  hard,  hard  yellow,  and  cold, 
For  gold  she  had  lived,  and  she  died  for  gold^ 

By  a  golden  weapon — not  oaken  ; 
In  the  morning  they  found  her  all  alone — 
Stifl^  and  bloody,  and  cold  as  stone — 
But  her  Leg,  the  Golden  Leg,  was  gone. 

And  the  **  Golden  Bowl  was  broken  !" 

Gold— still  gold  !  it  haunted  her  yet — 
At  the  Golden  Lion  the  Inquest  met — 
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Its  foreman  a  carver  and  gilder — 
And  the  Joiy  debated  from  twelve  till  three 
What  the  Verdict  ought  to  be. 
And  they  brought  it  in  as  Felo  de  Se, 

"  Because  her  own  L^  had  kill*d  her  t* 

Her  Moral. 

Gold  !  Gold  !  Gold  !  Gold  1 
Bright  and  yellow,  hard  and  cold. 
Molten,  graven,  hammer'd  and  roll*d  ; 
Heavy  to  get,  and  light  to  hold ; 
Hoarded,  bartered,  bought,  and  sold. 
Stolen,  borrow'dj  squandered,  doled : 
Spum'd  by  the  young,  but  hugg*d  by  the  old 
To  the  very  verge  of  the  churchyard  mould  ; 
Price  of  many  a  crime  untold ; 
Gold  !  Gold  I  Gold  I  Gold  ! 
Good  or  bad  a  thousand-fold  ! 

How  widely  its  agencies  vary — 
To  save — to  ruin — to  curse — to  bless- 
As  even  its  minted  coins  express. 
Now  stamp'd  by  the  image  of  Good  Qaeen  Besi^ 

And  now  of  a  Bloody  Mary. 


JOHN  TROT. 

A  BALLAD. 

I. 

OHN  TROT  he  was  as  tall  a  lad 
As  York  did  ever  rear — 
As  his  dear  Granny  used  to  say. 
He'd  make  a  grenadier 


IL 


A  Serjeant  soon  came  down  to  York, 

With  ribbons  and  a  frill ; 
My  lads,  said  he,  let  broadcast  be^ 

And  come  away  to  drill. 
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III. 

But  when  he  wanted  John  to  'list. 

In  war  he  saw  no  fun, 
"Where  what  is  call'd  a  raw  recruit, 

Gets  often  over-done. 

IV. 

Let  others  carry  guns,  said  he. 

And  go  to  war*s  alarms, 
But  I  have  got  a  shoulder-knot 

Impos'd  upon  my  arms. 

V. 

For  John  he  had  a  footman's  place 

To  wait  on  Lady  Wye — 
She  was  a  dumpy  woman,  tho' 

Her  family  was  high. 

VI. 

Now  when  two  years  had  past  away. 

Her  Lord  took  very  ill. 
And  left  her  to  her  widowhood. 

Of  course  more  dumpy  still. 

VII. 

Said  John,  I  am  a  proper  man. 

And  very  tall  to  see ; 
Who  knows,  but  now  her  Lord  is  low. 

She  may  look  up  to  me  ? 

VIII. 

A  cunning  woman  told  me  once, 
Such  fortune  would  turn  up ; 

She  was  a  kind  of  sorceress. 
But  studied  in  a  cup  1 

IX. 

So  he  walk'd  up  to  Lady  Wye^ 
And  took  her  quite  amazed, — 

She  thought,  tho'  John  was  tall  enough. 
He  wanted  to  be  raised. 
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X. 


But  John — ^for  why  ?  she  was  a  damo 

Of  such  a  dwarfish  sort — 
Had  only  come  to  bid  her  make 

Her  mourning  very  short. 


XT. 


Said  he,  your  Lord  i*;  dead  and  cold. 

You  only  cry  in  vain  ; 
Not  all  the  Cries  of  Ix>ndon  now, 

Could  call  him  back  again  ! 


XII. 


You'll  soon  have  many  a  noble  bess. 

To  dry  your  noble  tears — 
But  just  consider  this,  that  I 

Have  folio  w'd  you  for  years. 

XIII. 

And  tho*  you  are  above  me  far, 

What  matters  high  degree. 
When  you  are  only  four  feet  nine 

And  I  am  six  foot  three. 

XIV. 

l^or  tho*  you  are  of  lofty  race, 

And  I'm  a  low-bom  elf; 
Vet  none  among  your  friends  could  say 

You  matched  beneath  yourself. 

XV. 

Said  ^he,  such  insolence  as  this 

Can  be  no  common  case  ; 
Though  you  are  in  my  ^service,  sir^ 

Your  love  b  out  of  place. 


XV  c. 

O  Lady  Wye  !  O  Lady  Wye  I 
Consider  what  you  do  ; 

How  can  you  be  so  short  with 
I  am  not  so  with  you  ? 
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xvii. 

Theti  ringing  for  her  serving  men; 

They  shoVcl  him  to  the  door : 
Said  they,  you  turn  out  better  now, 

t^hy  didn't  you  before  ? 

XVIII. 

They  stripp'd  his  coat,  and  gare  him  kicks 

For  all  his  wages  dae ; 
And  off,  instead  of  green  and  gold, 

He  went  in  black  and  blue. 

xix. 

No  family  would  take  him  in, 

Because  of  this  discharge ; 
So  he  made  up  his  mind  to  serve 

The  country  all  at  large. 

XX. 

Huzza !  the  Serjeant  cried,  and  put 

The  money  in  his  hand. 
And  with  a  shilling  cut  him  off 

From  his  paternal  land. . 

XXI. 

For  when  his  regiment  went  to  fight 

At  Saragossa  town, 
A  Frenchman  thought  he  look'd  too  tall 

And  so  he  cut  him  down  ! 


THE  WIDOW. 

|NE  widow  at  a  grave  will  sob 

A  little  while,  and  weep,  and  sigh  ! 
If  two  should  meet  on  such  a  job, 
They'll  have  a  gossip  by  and  by. 
If  three  should  come  together — why. 
Three  widows  are  good  company  I 
If  four  should  meet  by  any  chance, 
C  ^ 
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Four  is  a  number  very  nice, 
To  have  a  rubber  in  a  trice — 
But  five  will  up  and  have  a  dance  t 

Poor  Mrs.  C (why  should  I  not 

Declare  her  name  ! — ^her  name  was  Cross) 
Was  one  of  those  the  **  common  lot " 
Had  left  to  weep  "  no  common  loss  i**-^ 
For  she  had  lately  buried  then 
A  man,  the  "very  best  of  men," 
A  lingering  truth,  discovered  first 
Whenever  men  "are  at  the  worst.** 
To  take  the  measure  of  her  woe. 
It  was  some  dozen  inches  deep^ 
I  mean  in  crape,  and  hung  so  low. 
It  hid  the  drops  she  did  not  weep : 
In  fact,  what  human  life  appears, 
It  was  a  perfect  "veil  of  tears." 
Though  ever  since  she  lost  "  her  prop 
And  slay,** — alas  !  he  wouldn't  stay- 
She  never  had  a  tear  to  mop, 
Except  one  little  angry  drop. 
From  Passion's  eye,  as  Moore  would  sajf ; 
Because,  when  Mister  Cross  took  flight. 
It  looked  so  very  like  a  spite— 
He  died  upon  a  washing-day! 

Still  Widow  Cross  went  twice  a  week. 
As  if  **  to  wet  a  widow's  cheek," 
And  soothe  his  grave  with  sorrow's  gravy,— 
'Twas  nothing  but  a  make-believe, 
She  might  as  well  have  hoped  to  grieve 
Enough  of  brine  to  float  a  navy  ; 
And  yet  she  often  seem'd  to  raise 
A  cambric  kerchief  to  her  eye — • 
A  diister  ought  to  be  the  phrase. 
Its  work  was  all  so  very  dry. 
The  springs  were  lockM  that  ought  to  flow- 
In  England  or  in  widow-woman — 
As  those  that  watch  the  weather  know. 
Such  "backward  Springs*'  are  not  uncommon. 
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But  why  did  Widow  Cross  take  pains^ 
To  call  upon  the  "dear  remains/' — 
Remains  that  could  not  tell  a  jot. 
Whether  she  ever  wept  or  not. 
Or  how  his  relict  took  her  losses  ? 
Oh  !  my  black  ink  turns  red  for  shame— 
But  still  the  naughty  world  must  learn; 
There  was  a  little  German  came 
To  shed  a  tear  in  '*  Anna's  Urn," 
At  the  next  grave  to  Mr.  Crosses  \ 
Yotx  there  an  angel's  virtues  slept, 
*'Too  soon  did  Heaven  assert  its  claim  !'* 
But  still  her  painted  face  he  kept, 
"Encompass'd  in  an  angel's  frame." 

He  look'd  quite  sad  and  quite  deprived. 
His  head  was  nothing  but  a  hat-band  ; 
He  look'd  so  lone,  and  so  «/iwived, 
That  soon  the  Widow  Cross  contrived 
To  fall  in  love  with  even  that  band ; 
And  all  at  once  the  brackish  juices 
Came  gushing  out  thiD'  sorrow's  sluices — 
Tear  after  tear  too  fast  to  wipe, 
Tho'  sopp'd,  and  sopp'd,  and  sopp'd  again- 
No  leak  in  sorrow's  private  pipe, 
But  like  a  bursting  on  the  main  ! 
Whoe'er  has  watch'd  the  window-pane — 
I  mean  to  say  in  showery  weather — 
Has  seen  two  little  drops  of  rain^ 
Like  lovers  very  fond  and  fain. 
At  one  another  creeping,  creeping, 
Till  both,  at  last,  embrace  together  r 
So  far'd  it  with  that  couple's  weeping  ! 
The  principle  was  quite  as  active — 

Tear  unto  tear. 

Kept  drawing  near, 
Their  very  blacks  became  attractive. 
To  cut  a  shortish  story  shorter. 
Conceive  them  sitting  tStc  ^  tete — 
Two  cups, — hot  muffins  on  a  plate, — 
With  "Anna's  Urn"  to  hold  hot  water  1 
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The  brazen  vessel  for  a  while. 

Had  lectured  in  an  easy  song, 

Like  Abernethy^-on  the  bile — 

The  scalded  herb  was  getting  strong ; 

All  seem'd  as  smooth  as  smooth  could  b^ 

To  have  a  cosey  cup  of  tea ; 

Alas !  how  often  human  sippers 

With  unexpected  bitters  meet, 

And  buds,  the  sweetest  of  the  sweet. 

Like  sugar,  only  meet  the  nippers  X 

The  Widow  Cross,  I  should  have  told. 
Had  seen  three  husbands  to  the  mould ; 
She  never  sought  an  Indian  pyre. 
Like  Hindoo  wives  that  lose  their  loves. 
But  with  a  proper  sense  of  fire. 
Put  up,  instead,  with  "three  removes:" 
Thus,  when  with  any  tender  words 
Or  tears  she  spoke  about  her  loss, 
The  dear  departed,  Mr.  Cross, 
Came  in  for  nothing  but  his  thirds ; 
For,  as  all  widows  love  too  well, 
She  liked  upon  the  list  to  dwell. 
And  oft  ripp'd  up  the  old  disasters — 
She  might,  indeed,  have  been  supposed 
A  great  ship  owner,  for  she  prosed 
Eternally  of  her  Three  Masters  ! 

Thus,  foolish  woman  I  while  she  nursed 

Her  mild  souchong,  she  talk'd  and  reckoned 

What  had  been  left  her  by  her  first. 

And  by  her  last,  and  by  her  second. 

Alas  !  not  all  her  annual  rents 

Could  then  entice  the  little  German, — 

Not  Mr.  Cross's  Three  Per  Cent% 

Or  Consols,  ever  make  him  her  man  ; 

He  liked  her  cash,  he  liked  her  houses^ 

But  not  that  dismal  bit  of  land 

She  always  settled  on  her  spouses. 

So  taking  up  his  hat  and  "band. 

Said  he  "  You'll  think  my  conduct  odd-« 
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But  here  my  hopes  no  more  may  linger ; 
I  thought  you  had  a  wedding-finger, 
But  oh  I—it  is  a  curtain-rod  !" 
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I. 

|UN  ! — ^run  for  St.  Clement's  engine ! 
For  the  Pawnbroker's  all  in  a  blaze. 
And  the  pledges  are  frying  and  singing — 
Oh  1  how  the  poor  pawners  will  craze  1 
Now  where  can  the  turncock  be  drinking  ? 

Was  there  ever  so  thirsty  an  elf? — 
But'he  still  may  tope  on,  for  I'm  thinking 
That  the  plugs  are  as  dry  as  himself. 

H. 

The  engines  ! — T  hear  them  come  nimblinjr  ; 

There's  the  Phoenix  !  the  Globe  !  and  the  Sun  I 
What  a  row  there  will  be,  and  a  grumbling 

When  the  water  don't  start  for  a  nm  ! 
Sec  \  there  they  come  racing  and  tearing, 

All  the  street  with  loud  voices  is  fill'd ; 
Oh  !  its  only  the  firemen  a-swearing 

At  a  man  they've  run  over  and  kill'd  I 

III. 

How  sweetly  the  sparks  fly  away  now, 

And  twinkle  like  stars  in  the  sky  ; 
It's  a  wonder  the  engines  don't  play  now. 

But  I  never  saw  water  so  shy ! 
Why  there  isn't  enough  for  a  snipe. 

And  the  fire  is  fiercer,  alas  T 
Oh !  instead  of  the  New  River  pipe. 

They  have  gone — that  they  have — to  the  gas  I 

IV. 

Only  look  at  the  poor  little  P 's 

On  the  roof — is  there  anything  sadder  ? 
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*My  dears,  keep  fast  hold,  if  you  please, 

And  they  won't  be  an  hour  with  the  ladder  I 

But  if  any  one's  hot  in  their  feet, 
And  in  very  great  haste  to  be  saved. 

Here's  a  nice  easy  bit  in  the  street. 
That  M'Adam  has  lately  unpaved  ! 

V. 

There  is  some  one — I  see  a  dark  shape 

At  that  window,  the  hottest  of  all, — 
My  good  woman,  why  don't  you  escape  ? 

Never  think  of  your  bonnet  and  shawl : 
If  your  dress  isn't  perfect,  what  is  it 

For  once  in  a  way  to  your  hurt  ? 
When  your  husband  is  paying  a  visit 

There,  at  Number  Fourteen,  in  his  shirt ! 

VI. 

Only  see  how  she  throws  out  her  chatuy! 

Her  basons,  and  teapots,  and  all 
The  most  brittle  of  hrr  goods — or  any. 

But  they  all  break  in  breaking  their  £sl11  : 
Such  things  are  not  surely  the  best 

From  a  two-story  window  to  throw — 
She  might  save  a  good  iron-bound  chest. 

For  there's  plenty  of  people  below  ! 

VI  r. 

O  dear  !  what  a  beautiful  flash  ! 

How  it  shone  thro'  the  window  and  door ; 
"We  shall  soon  hear  a  scream  and  a  crash , 

When  the  woman  falls  thro*  with  the  floor ! 
There  !  there  I  what  a  volley  of  flame. 

And  then  suddenly  all  is  obscured  ! — 
Well — I'm  glad  in  my  heart  that  I  came  ; — 

But  I  hope  the  poor  man  is  insured  1 
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THE  WEE  MAN, 
A  ROMANCE. 


T  was  a  merry  company, 

And  they  were  just  afloat. 
When  lo  !  a  man,  of  dwarfish  span, 
Came  up  and  hail'd  the  boaL 


*'Cood  morrow  to  ye,  gentle  folks, 

And  will  you  let  me  in  ? — 
A  slender  space  will  serve  my  case. 

For  I  am  small  and  thin." 
They  saw  he  was  a  dwarfish  man, 

And  very  small  and  thin  ; 
Not  seven  such  would  matter  much. 

And  so  they  took  him  in. 

They  laugh'd  to  see  his  little  hat. 

With  such  a  narrow  brim  ; 
They  laugh'd  to  note  his  dapper  coat 

With  skirts  so  scant  and  trim. 

But  barely  had  they  gone  a  mile, 

When,  gravely,  one  and  all, 
At  once  began  to  think  the  man 

Was  not  so  very  small. 

His  coat  had  got  a  broader  skiit. 

His  hat  a  broader  brim, 
His  leg  grew  stout,  and  soon  plump'd  out 

A  very  proper  limb. 

SliU  on  they  went,  and  as  they  went. 
More  rough  the  billows  grew, — 

And  rose  and  fell,  a  greater  swell. 
And  he  was  swelling  too  ! 

And  lo  !  where  room  had  been  for  seven. 
For  six  there  sairce  was  space ! 

For  £ve ! — for  four  .'—for  three !— not  more 
Than  two  could  find  a  place ! 


^H 
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There  was  not  even  room  for  one  I 

They  crowded  by  d^jees — 
Aye — closer  yet,  till  elbows  met. 

And  knees  were  jogging  knees. 

**  Good  sir,  yon  most  not  sit  a-ster% 
The  wave  yrA\  else  come  in !  ** 

Without  a  \rard  he  gravely  stirred. 
Another  seat  to  \rau 

"  Good  sir,  the  boat  has  lost  her  trim, 

VoQ  most  not  sit  a-lee  !  '* 
With  smiling  face,  and  courteous  grace, 

llie  middle  seat  took  he. 

But  still,  by  constant  quiet  growth. 

His  back  becsmie  so  wide, 
Each  neighbour  wight,  to  left  and  right. 

Was  thrust  against  the  sida. 

hotd  !  how  they  chided  with  themselves, 

lliat  they  had  let  him  in  ; 
To  see  him  grow  so  monstrous  now. 

That  came  so  small  and  thin. 

On  every  brow  a  dew-drop  stood. 
They  grew  so  scared  and  hot, — 

•  r  the  name  of  all  that's  great  and  tall. 
Who  arc  ye,  sir,  and  what  ? 


n» 


Loud  laugh*d  the  Gogmag<^  a  laugh 

As  loud  as  giant's  roar — 
**  When  first  I  came,  my  proper  name 

Was  Little— now  I*m  Afaare!  " 


THE  LAST  MAN. 


WAS  in  the  year  two  thousand  and 
A  pleasant  morning  of  May, 
I  sat  on  the  gallows-tree  all  alone, 
A-ehanting  a  merry  lay, — 
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To  think  how  the  pest  had  spared  my  life, 
To  sing  wiih  the  larks  that  day  I 

When  np  the  heath  came  a  jolly  knave, 
Like  a  scarecrow,  all  in  rags  : 
It  made  me  crow  to  see  his  old  duds 
All  abroad  in  the  wind,  like  flags : — 
So  np  he  came  to  the  timbers'  foot 
And  pitchM  down  his  greasy  bags. — 

Good  Lord !  how  blithe  the  old  b^gar  was  I 
At  pulling  out  his  scraps, — 
The  very  sight  of  his  broken  orts 
Made  a  work  in  his  wrinkled  chaps : 
*Come  down,"  sajrs  he,  "you  Newgate-bird, 
And  have  a  taste  of  my  snaps ! " 

Then  down  the  rope,  like  a  tar  from  the  mast, 

I  slided,  and  by  him  stood  ; 

But  I  wished  myself  on  the  gallows  again 

When  I  smelt  that  beggar's  food, 

A  foul  beef-bone  and  a  mouldy  crust ; 

"  Oh! "  quoth  he,  "  the  heavens  are  good ! " 

Then  afler  this  grace  he  cast  him  down : 

Says  I,  "  You'll  get  sweeter  air 

A  pace  or  two  off,  on  the  windward  side," 

For  the  felons*  bones  lay  there. 

But  he  only  laugh'd  at  the  empty  skulls, 

And  offered  them  part  of  his  fare. 

"I  never  harm'd  them^  and  they  won't  harm  me: 

Let  the  proud  and  the  rich  be  cravens! " 

I  did  not  like  that  strange  beggar  man. 

He  look'd  so  up  at  the  heavens. 

Anon  he  shook  out  his  empty  old  poke  ; 

"There's  the  crumbs,"  saith  he,  ^for  the  ravens! " 

It  made  me  angry  to  see  his  face. 

It  had  such  a  jesting  look  ; 

But  while  I  made  up  my  mind  to  speak, 

A  small  case-bottle  he  took : 
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Qmoth  he,  "  thoogh  I  gather  the  green  water-cress 
M  J  diink  is  not  of  the  brook! " 

Full  manners-like  he  tender*d  the  dram  ; 

Oh,  it  came  of  a  dainty  cask ! 

Bat,  whenever  it  came  to  his  tarn  to  pull, 

"  Your  leave,  good  Sir,  I  most  ask ; 

But  I  always  wipe  the  brim  with  my  sleeve^ 

When  a  hangman  sups  at  my  flask ! " 

And  then  he  laugh*d  so  loadly  and  long. 

The  churl  was  quite  out  of  breath ; 

I  thought  the  very  Old  One  was  come 

To  mock  me  before  my  death. 

And  wish'd  I  had  buried  the  dead  men's  bones 

That  were  lying  about  the  heath ! 

But  the  b^gar  gave  me  a  jolly  clap — 
•*  Come,  let  us  pledge  each  other. 
For  all  the  wide  wurld  is  dead  beside. 
And  we  are  brother  and  brother — 
I've  a  yearning  for  thee  in  my  heart. 
As  if  we  had  come  of  one  mother. 

"  Tve  a  yearning  for  thee  in  my  heart 
That  almost  makes  me  weep. 
For  as  I  pass'd  from  town  to  town 
The  folks  were  all  stone-asleep, — 
But  when  I  saw  thee  sittmg  aloft. 
It  made  me  both  laugh  and  leap!"* 

Now  a  curse  (I  thought)  be  on  his  love. 

And  a  curse  upon  his  mirth, — 

An'  it  were  not  for  that  beggar  man 

I'd  be  the  King  of  the  earth, — 

But  I  promis'd  myself  an  hour  should  come 

To  make  him  rue  his  birth — 

So  down  we  sat  and  bous*d  again 
Till  the  sun  was  in  mid-sky, 
When,  just  as  the  gentle  west-wind  came^ 
Wc  Uearken'd  a  dismal  cry ; 
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**  Up,  up,  on  the  tree,"  quoth  the  beggar  man, 
«  Till  these  horrible  dogs  go  by ! " 

And,  loJ  firom  the  forest's  far  off  skirts. 

They  came  all  yelling  for  gore, 

A  hundred  hounds  pursuing  at  once. 

And  a  panting  hart  before, 

Till  2&e  sunk  adown  at  the  gallows'  foot. 

And  there  his  haunches  they  tore! 

His  haunches  they  tore,  without  a  horn 
To  tell  when  the  chase  was  done  ; 
And  there  was  not  a  single  scarlet  coat 
To  flaunt  it  in  the  sun ! — 
I  tum'd,  and  look'd  at  the  beggar  man, 
And  his  tears  dropt  one  by  one ! 

And  with  curses  sore  he  chid  at  the  hounds. 

Till  the  last  dropt  out  of  sight, 

Anon,  saith  he,  **  let's  down  again. 

And  ramble  for  our  delight, 

For  the  world's  all  free,  and  we  may  choose 

A  right  cozie  bam  for  to-night ! " 

With  that,  he  set  up  his  staff  on  end. 
And  it  fell  with  the  point  due  West ; 
So  we  far'd  that  way  to  a  city  great. 
Where  the  folks  had  died  of  the  pest — 
It  was  fine  to  enter  in  house  and  hall. 
Wherever  it  liked  me  best ; 

For  the  porters  all  were  stiff  and  cold. 

And  could  not  lift  their  heads  ; 

And  when  we  came  where  their  masters  lay, 

The  rats  leapt  out  of  the  beds ; 

The  grandest  palaces  in  the  land 

Were  as  free  as  workhouse  sheds. 

But  the  beggar  man  made  a  mumping  face, 
And  knock'd  at  every  gate  : 
It  made  me  curse  to  hear  how  he  whin'd. 
So  our  fellowship  tum'd  to  hate. 
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And  I  bade  him  walk  the  world  by  himsell^ 
For  I  scom*d  so  humble  a  mate ! 

So  he  lum'd  right  and  /  turn'd  left. 

As  if  we  had  never  met; 

And  I  chose  a  fair  stone  house  for  mysell^ 

For  the  city  was  all  to  let ; 

And  for  three  brave  holydays  drank  my  fill 

Of  the  choicest  that  I  could  get. 

And  because  my  jerkin  was  coarse  and  worn, 

I  got  me  a  properer  vest ; 

It  was  purple  velvet,  s^itch'd  o'er  with  gold. 

And  a  shining  star  at  the  breast ! — 

'Twas  enough  to  fetch  old  Joan  from  her  grave 

To  see  me  so  purely  drest  I — 

But  Joan  was  dead  and  under  the  mould. 

And  every  buxom  lass ; 

In  vain  I  watch'd,  at  the  window  pane, 

For  a  Christian  soul  to  pass ! 

But  sheep  and  kine  wandered  up  the  street. 

And  browz'd  on  the  new-come  grass. — 

When  lo !  I  spied  the  old  beggar  man. 
And  lustily  he  did  sing! — 
His  rags  were  lapp'd  in  a  scarlet  cloak. 
And  a  crown  he  had  like  a  King ; 
So  he  stept  right  up  before  my  gate 
And  danc'd  me  a  saucy  fling  1 

Heaven  mend  us  all ! — but,  within  my  mind, 
I  had  kiird  him  then  and  there ; 
To  see  him  lording  so  braggart-like 
That  was  bom  to  his  beggar's  fare ; 
And  how  he  had  stol'n  the  royal  crown 
His  betters  were  meant  to  wear. 

But  God  forbid  that  a  thief  should  dio 
Without  his  share  of  the  laws ! 
So  I  nimbly  whipt  my  tackle  out, 
And  «>oii  \Sftd  u^  Uis  claws, — 
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I  was  judge  mys«If,  and  jury,  and  all, 
And  solemnly  tried  the  cause. 

But  the  beggar  man  would  not  plead,  but  cried 

Like  a  babe  without  its  corals, 

For  he  knew  how  hard  it  is  apt  to  go, 

When  the  law  and  a  thief  have  quarrels, — 

There  was  not  a  Christian  soul  alive 

To  speak  a  word  for  his  morals. 

Oh,  how  gaily  I  dofTd  my  costly  gear. 

And  put  on  my  wotk-day  clothes ; 

I  was  tired  of  such  a  long  Sunday  life, — 

And  never  was  one  of  the  sloths ; 

But  the  beggar  man  grumbled  a  weary  deal. 

And  made  many  crooked  mouths. 

So  I  haul'd  him  off  to  the  gallows'  foot, 

And  blinded  him  in  his  bags ; 

'Twas  a  weary  job  to  heave  him  up. 

For  a  doom'd  man  always  lags ; 

But  by  ten  of  the  clock  he  was  off  his  legs 

In  the  wind,  and  airing  his  rags ! 

So  there  he  hung,  and  there  I  stood. 

The  LAST  MAN  left  alive. 

To  hav*  my  own  will  of  all  the  earth: 

Quoth  I,  now  I  shall  thrive  I 

But  when  was  ever  honey  made 

With  one  bee  in  a  hive ! 

My  conscience  began  to  gnaw  my  heart, 

Before  the  day  was  done, 

For  other  men's  lives  had  all  gone  out. 

Like  candles  in  the  sun! — 

But  it  seem'd  as  if  I  had  broke,  at  last, 

A  thousand  necks  in  one ! 

So  I  went  and  cut  his  body  down 
To  bury  it  decentlie ; 
God  send  there  were  any  good  soul  alive 
To  do  the  like  by  me  1 
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But  the  wild  dogs  came  with  terrible  speed. 
And  bay*d  me  up  the  tree ! 

My  sight  was  like  a  drunkard's  sight, 

And  my  head  began  to  SMrim, 

To  see  their  jaws  all  white  with  foam. 

Like  the  ravenous  ocean  brim ; — 

But  when  the  wild  dogs  trotted  away  ^ 

Their  \v9(%  were  bloody  and  grim ! 

Their  jaws  were  bloody  and  grim,  good  Lord ! 

But  the  beggar  man,  where  was  he  ? — 

There  was  nought  of  him  but  some  ribbons  of  rags 

Below  the  gallow's  tree ! — 

I  know  the  Devil,  when  I  am  dead, 

Will  send  his  hounds  for  me ! — 

I've  buried  my  babies  one  by  one, 
And  dug  the  deep  hole  for  Joan, 
And  covered  the  faces  of  kith  and  kin, 
And  felt  the  old  churchyard  stone 
Go  cold  to  my  heart,  full  many  a  time. 
But  I  never  felt  so  lone ! 

For  the  lion  and  Adam  were  company. 
And  the  tiger  him  b^uil'd  ; 
But  the  simple  kine  are  foes  to  my  life. 
And  the  household  brutes  are  wihi. 
If  the  veriest  cur  would  lick  my  hand, 
I  could  love  it  like  a  child  ! 

And  the  b^gar  man*s  ghost  besets  my  dteam. 

At  night  to  make  me  madder, — 

And  my  wretched  conscience  within  my  breast. 

Is  like  a  stinging  adder  : — 

I  sigh  when  I  pass  the  gallows'  foot. 

And  look  at  the  rope  and  ladder ! — 

For  hanging  looks  sweet, — but  alas  !  in  vain 
My  desperate  fancy  begs, — 
I  must  turn  my  cup  of  sorrows  quite  up, 
And  drink  it  to  the  dregs,  ^ 
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For  there's  not  another  man  alive^ 
In  the  world,  to  pull  my  legs  ! 


BACKING  THE  FAVOURITE. 

{H  a  pistol,  or  a  knife  I 

For  I'm  weary  of  my  life, — 
My  cup  has  nothing  sweet  left  to  flavour 

it; 

My  estate  is  out  at  nurse, 
And  my  heart  is  like  my  purse — 
And  all  through  backing  of  the  Favourite  t 

At  dear  O'Neil's  first  start, 
I  sported  all  my  heart, — 

Oh,  Becher,  he  never  marr'd  a  braver  hit ! 
For  he  cross'd  her  in  her  race. 
And  made  her  lose  her  place, 

And  there  was  an  end  of  that  Favourite ! 

Anon,  to  mend  my  chance. 
For  the  Goddess  of  the  Dance  ^ 

1  pin'd  and  told  my  enslaver  i^ ; 
But  she  wedded  in  a  canter, 
And  made  me  a  Levanter, 

In  foreign  lands  to  sigh  for  the  Favourite  ! 

Then  next  Miss  M.  A.  Tree 
I  adored,  so  sweetly  she 

Could  warble  like  a  nightingale  and  quaver  it ; 
But  she  left  that  course  of  life 
To  be  Mr.  Bradshaw*s  wife, 

And  all  the  world  lost  on  the  Favourite ! 

But  out  of  sorrow's  surf 
Soon  I  leap'd  upon  the  turf. 
Where  fortune  loves  to  wanton  it  and  waver  it ; 

*  The  late  favourite  of  the  King's  Theatre,  who  left  the  pas  seul  of  life,  for  a 
Derpetual  Ball.  Is  not  that  her  effigy  now  commonly  borne  about  by  the 
Italian  image  vendors— an  ethereal  form  holding  a  wreath  with  both  hands 
above  her  head — and  her  husband,  in  emblem,  beneath  her  foot  \ 
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B&t  standing  <m  tbe  pet, 
*Ob  my  boony,  bonny  Bet !" 

Black  and  yellow  poll'd  short  op  with  the  Favourite ! 


flong  by  an  the  crack; 
I  resolred  to  cnt  the  pack, — 

The  9eoood*rateis  seem*d  dwn  a  skUx  hit  1 
So  I  laid  my  littk  odds 
Against  Memnon !  Oh,  ye  Gods  1 

Am  I  always  to  ht  floored  by  the 


THE  BALXAO  OF 
SALLY  BRO^-N  AND  BEN  THE  CARPENTER." 


I  KATS  Berer  been  Taioer  of  any  Tcrses  than  of  mj  pait  in  the  IbllowiM 
l^w*-*  Dr.  Wans,  aoMngst  eraajrelical  nurses,  has  an  enviable  renowD— -ana 
CuapbeDTs  Ballads  enjoy  a  snug  geuteel  popularity.  V  Sally  Brown  **  has  been 
frvoured,  perhaps^  with  as  wide  a  patntnagc  as  the  Moral  Sonss,  though  iu 
cirde  may  noc  have  been  of  so  select  a  dass  as  the  friends  of  *'  Hohenfindett." 
But  I  do  not  desire  to  see  it  amongst  what  are  called  Elegant  Extracts.  The 
lamented  Elmcry,  drest  as  Tom  Tug,  sang  it  at  his  last  mortal  Benefit  at  Covcnt 
Garden  : — and,  ever  since,  it  has  been  a  great  favourite  with  the  watermen  of 
lliames,  who  time  th<^  oars  to  it,  as  the  wherry-men  of  Venice  time  thein  to 
the  lines  of  Ta&Kk.  >^'ith  the  wateimen.  it  went  naturally  to  Vatuchall : — nnd, 
over  land,  to  Sadler's  Wells.  The  Guards,  not  the  mail  coach.'  Iwit  the  Life 
Guards— picked  it  out  from  a  fluttering  hundred  of  others— all  going  to  one 
air — against  the  dead  wall  at  Knightsbridge.  Cheap  Printers  ot  Shoe  Lane, 
and  Covrcross,  (all  pirates  !  disputed  about  the  Copyright,  and  published  their 
own  editions, — and,  in  the  meantime,  the  Authors,  to  luve  made  bread  oi  their 
song,  (it  was  poor  old  Homer's  hard  ancient  case  !^  must  have  sung  it  about  the 
streets.  Such  is  the  iot  of  Literature!  the  profits  of  "Sally  Brown"  were 
divided  by  the  Ballad  Mongers :— it  has  cost,  but  has  never  brought  me,  a 
half-penny. 

FAITHLESS  SALLY  BROWN. 
AN  OLD  BALLAD. 

I. 

pUNG  BEN  he  was  a  nice  yotmg  man, 
A  carpenter  by  trade ; 
And  he  fell  in  love  with  SaUy  BroWn, 
That  was  a  lady's  maid« 


IL 


But  as  they  fetched  a  walk  one  day. 
They  met  a  press-gang  crew ; 

And  Sally  she  did  faint  away, 
While  Ben  he  was  brought  to. 
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III. 

The  Boatswain  swore  with  wicked  wor^ls, 

Enough  to  shock  a  saint, 
That  though  she  did  seem  in  a  fit, 

'Twas  nothing  but  a  feint 

IV. 

*  Come,  girl,"  said  he,  **hold  up  your  head, 

He'll  be  as- good  as  me  ; 
For  when  your  swain  is  in  our  boat, 

A  boatswain  he  will  be.'* 

V. 

So  when  they'd  made  their  game  of  her. 

And  mkcn  oif  her  elf, 
She  rous'd,  and  found  she  only  was 

A  coming  to  herself. 

VI. 

•*  And  is  he  gone,  and  is  he  gone  ?'* 

She  cried,  and  wept  outright : 
"Then  I  will  to  the  water  side, 

And  see  him  out  of  sight'* 

VII. 

A  waterman  came  up  to  her,— 
"  Now,  young  woman,"  said  he, 

•*  If  you  weep  on  so,  you  will  make 
Eye- water  in  the  sea.'* 

VIII. 

"Alas  !  they've  taken  my  beau  Ecii 

To  sail  with  old  Bcnbow  ; " 
And  her  woe  began  to  run  afresh, 

As  if  she'd  said,  Gee  woe  1 


IX. 


Snys  he,  "They've  only  taken  liiia 
To  the  Tender-ship,  you  sec ;" 


7. 


SALLY  BMOWy. 


''TV  Tcoder^hxp.**  died  Sallj  Brown^ 
II X  hinl-slup  tiot  must  be ! 


"-Ob!  vc«U  I  vcre a  mermaid  noi 
For  dfeCB  I'd  fbOcnr  him  ; 

Bat  oh ! — Vm  ooc  a  &h-womaiiy 
And  so  1  Guuot  swim. 


M    &V. 


XI. 

r  I  was  DOC  burn  beneath 
The  rir^  and  the  scales^ 
So  I  most  cone  m j  cruel  stars^ 
Aai  valk  about  in  Wales.'' 

xu. 

N  ?w  Ben  bail  sail'd  to  many  a  plaop 
I'Tuu's  soderDeath  the  world  ; 

But  ia  two  years  the  ship  came  home 
Ani  all  her  sails  vrere  furrd. 

xnL 

Tat  when  he  call'd  on  Sally  Brown^ 

To  see  huw  she  got  on, 
lie  fotind  slie'd  ^  another  Bov 

Whose  Christian-oame  was  Johnb. 

xr\'. 

•-  O  S j!:y  Brown,  O  Sally  Brown^ 
IIow  coold  you  serve  me  so? 

I've  met  with  ntany  a  breeze  bcTocQ 
But  never  such  a  blow  V* 


XT. 

Then  r?r«lins  on  his  'bacco  bc«. 

He  hcav'd  a  bitter  sigh. 
And  then  began  to  eye  his  pipe^, 

And  then  to  pipe  his  eye. 

XVI. 

And  then  he  tried  to  sing  "  AU's  Wel^' 
Bu\.  v:o\M  wA  ihfQvgh  be  tried  ; 


LOVE. 

His  head  was  lum'd  and  so  he  chew'd 
His  pigtail  till  he  died. 

XVII. 

His  death,  which  happen*d  in  his  birth. 

At  forty-odd  befell : 
They  went  and  told  the  sexton,  and 

The  sexton  toll'd  the  belL 
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LOVE* 

|LOVE !  what  art  thou,  Love  ?  the  ace  of  hearts, 
Trumping  earth's  kings  and  queens,  and  all 
its  suits ; 
A  player,  masquerading  many  parts 
In  life*s  odd  carnival ; — a  boy  that  shoots, 
From  ladies'  eyes,  such  mortal  woundy  darts  ; 

A  gardener  pulling  heart* s-ease  up  by  the  roots  | 
The  Puck  of  Passion — partly  false — part  real — 
A  marriageable  maiden's  '*  beau  ideal/' 


O  Ix)ve  !  what  art  thou,  Love  ?  a  wicked  thing, 
Making  green  misses  spoil  their  work  at  school ; 

A  melancholy  man,  cross-gartering  ? 
Grave  ripe*fac*d  wisdom  made  an  April  fool  ? 

A  youngster,  tilting  at  a  wedding  rin^  ? 
A  sinner,  sitting  on  a  cuttie  stool  ? 

A  Ferdinand  de  Something  in  a  hovel. 

Helping  Matilda  Rose  to  make  a  novel  ? 


O  Love  !  what  art  thou.  Love?  one  that  is  bad 
With  palpitations  of  the  heart — like  mine— 

A  poor  bewilder'd  maid,  making  so  sad 
A  necklace  of  her  garters— fell  design  ! 

A  poet,  gone  unrea.sonably  mad, 
Ending  his  sonnets  with  a  hempen  line  ? 

O  Love  ! — but  whither,  now  ?  forgive  me,  pray  ; 

I'm  not  the  first  that  Love  hath  led  astray. 


Long  time  sbe  wailed  for  her  neighbours. 
To  have  iheir  lunis : — but  slie  mtuit  loM 

The  walcry  wages  o(  her  laboun,— 
Kicepi  a  little  in  h«r  ihocx  I 

Withoat  a  voice  to  lell  her  lale, 
And  ugly  tnuuiport  in  hcc  face ; 

All  lilie  >  jugleis  nighiingat*, 
bhe  tbinkt  of  b«r  bereaved  case. 

At  last  she  lohi — sh«  crJei — she  Kreuu  V 
Aiid  pouin  her  HoihI  of  sotrowi  oat. 

From  eyes  and  nionih,  in  mingled  strcama 
Just  like  Ihc  lion  on  the  qraut. 

For  well  poor  Itessy  hnowa  her  molher 
Muii  loM  her  tea,  for  water's  lack. 

That  Sukey  bums— and  baby-brothet 
Mu$t  b«  dry-mbb'd  with  hiick4-badt  I 
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Four  wheels  it  had  at  North,  South,  East,  and  West. 

(Tho*  now  at  rest) 
On  which  it  used  to  wander  to  and  fro*, 
Because  its  master  ne'er  maintain'd  a  rider. 

Like  those  who  trade  in  Paternoster  Row ; 
But  made  his  business  travel  for  itself. 

Till  he  had  made  his  pelf. 
And  then  retired — if  one  may  call  it  so. 

Of  a  roadsider. 

Perchance,  the  very  race  and  constant  riot 
Of  stages,  long  and  short,  which  thereby  ran. 
Made  him  more  relish  the  repose  and  quiet 

Of  his  now  sedentary  caravan  ; 
Perchance,  he  lov'd  the  ground  because  'twas  common, 
And  so  he  might  impale  a  strip  of  soil, 

That  fumish*d,  by  his  toil, 
Some  dusty  greens  for  him  and  his  old  woman ; — 
And  five  tall  hollyhocks,  in  dingy  flower : 
Ilowbeit,  the  thoroughfare  did  no  ways  spoil 
His  peace,  unless,  in  some  unlucky  hour, 
A  stray  horse  came  and  gobbled  up  his  bow*r  f 

But  tired  of  always  looking  at  the  coaches, 

The  same  to  come, — when  they  had  seen  them  one  day ! 

And,  used  to  brisker  life,  both  man  and  wife 
Began  to  suffer  N  U  E's  approaches. 
And  feel  retirement  like  a  long  wet  Sunday: — 
So,  having  had  some  quarters  of  school  breeding, 
Tliey  tum*d  themselves,  like  other  folks,  to  reading ; 
But  setting  out  where  others  nigh  have  done, 
And  being  ripen'd  in  the  seventh  stage, 

The  childhood  of  old  age, 
B^an,  as  other  children  have  begun,— 
Not  with  the  pastorals  of  Mr.  Pope, 

Or  Bard  of  Hope, 
Or  Paley  ethical,  or  learned  Porson, — 
But  spelt,  on  Sabbaths,  in  St.  Mark,  or  John, 
And  then  relax'd  themselves  with  Whittington, 

Or  Valentine  and  Orson — 
But  chiefly  fairy  tales  they  loved  to  con. 
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And  being  easily  melted  in  their  dotage, 

Slobber'd, — and  kept 

Reading, — and  wept 
Over  the  white  Cat,  in  their  wooden  cottage. 

Thus  reading  on — the  longer 
They  read,  of  course,  their  childish  faith  grew  stronger 
In  Gnomes,  and  Hags,  and  Elves,  and  Giants  grim, — 
If  talking  Trees  and  Birds  reveal'd  to  him, 
She  saw  the  flight  of  Fairyland's  fly-waggons> 

And  magic-fishes  swim 
In  puddle  ponds,  and  took  old  crows  for  dragons. — 
Both  were  quite  drunk  from  the  enchanted  flagons; 
When,  as  it  fell  upon  a  summer's  day, 
As  the  old  man  sat  a  feeding 

On  the  old  babe-reading. 
Beside  his  open  street-and-parlour  door, 

A  hideous  roar 
Proclaim'd  a  drove  of  beasts  was  coming  by  the  way. 

Long-horn'd,  and  short,  of  many  a  different  breed. 
Tall,  tawny  brutes,  from  famous  Lincoln-levels 

Or  Durham  feed  ; 
With  some  of  those  unquiet  black  dwarf  devils 

From  neither  side  of  Tweed, 

Or  Firth  of  Forth  ; 
Looking  half  wild  with  joy  to  leave  the  North, — 
With  dusty  hides,  all  mobbing  on  together, — 
When, — whether  from  a  fly's  malicious  comment 
Upon  hb  tender  flank,  from  which  he  shrank ; 

Or  whether 
Only  in  some  enthusiastic  moment, — 
However,  one  brown  monster,  in  a  frisk. 
Giving  his  tail  a  perpendicular  whisk, 
Kick'd  out  a  passage  thro*  the  beastly  rabble ; 
And  after  a  pas  seul, — or,  if  you  will,  a 
Hornpipe  before  the  Basket-maker's  villa. 

Leapt  o'er  the  tiny  pale, — 
Back'd  his  beef-steaks  against  tbe  wooden  gable^ 
And  thxMsl  Yns  bt9k.Yn\Y  bell-rope  of  a  tail 
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Right  o'er  the  page, 
Wherdn  the  sage 
Just  then  was  spelling  some  romantic  fable. 

The  old  man,  half  a  scholar,  half  a  dunce, 

Could  not  peruse, — who  could? — two  tales  at  once ; 

And  being  huff*d 
At  what  he  knew  was  none  of  Rlquet*s  Tuft, 

Bang*d-to  the  door, 
But  most  unluckily  enclosed  a  morsel 
Of  I  he  intrudmg  tail,  and  all  the  tassel : — 

The  monster  gave  a  roar, 
And  bolting  off  with  speed,  iiKreased  by  pain. 
The  little  house  became  a  coach  once  more, 
And,  like  Macbeath,  ^'  took  to  the  load  "  again! 

Just  lihen,  liy  fortune's  whimsical  decree,  « 

The  «ncicnt  woman  stooping  with  her  crupper 
Towards  sweet  home,  or  where  sweet  home  shouUl  be, 
Was  getting  up  some  household  herbs  for  supper ; 
Thoughtful  of  Cinderella,  in  the  tale, 
And  quaintly  wondering  if  magic  shifts 
Could  o'er  a  common  pumpkin  so  prevail. 
To  turn  it  to  a  coach ; — what  pretty  gifts 
Might  come  of  cabbages,  and  curly  kale  ; 
Meanwhile  she  never  heard  her  old  man's  wail. 
Nor  tum'd,  till  home  had  turned  a  comer,  quite 
Gone  orut  of  sight  1 

At  last,  conceive  her,  rising  from  the  ground. 
Weary  of  sitting  on  her  russet  clothing; 

And  looking  i>ound 

Where  rest  was  to  be  found, 
There  ^"as  no  honse — no  villa  there — no  ncAliingl 

No  house  1 

The  change  was  quite  amazing ; 
It  made  her  senses  stagger  for  a  minute, 
The  riddle's  explication  seem'd  to  harden ; 
But  soon  her  superannuated  nous 
Explained  the  horrid  mystery ; — and  raising 
Her  hand  to  heaven,  with  the  cabbage  in  it, 


36o  THE  FALL  OF  THE  DEER. 

On  which  she  me^t  to  sup, — 
"  Well !  thU  is  Fairy  Work !  V\\  bet  a  fanicn. 
Little  Prince  Silverwings  has  ketch'd  me  up. 
And  set  roe  down  in  some  one  else's  garden !  ** 


THE  FALL  OF  THE  DEER. 
[from  an  old  MS.] 

OW  the  loud  Crye  is  up,  and  harke! 
The  barkye  Trees  give  back  the  Bark ; 
The  House  Wife  heares  the  menie  root. 
And  runnes, — and  lets  the  beere  run  out. 

Leaving  her  Babes  to  weepe, — for  why? 

She  likes  to  henre  the  Deer  D<^ges  crye^ 

And  see  the  wild  Stag  how  he  stretches 

The  naturall  Buck-skin  of  his  Breeches, 

Running  like  one  of  Human  kind 

Dogged  by  fleet  BailifTes  close  behind — 

As  if  he  had  not  payde  his  Bill 

For  Ven'son,  or  was  owing  still 

For  his  two  Homes,  and  soe  did  get 

Over  his  Head  and  Ears  in  Debt ; — 

Wherefore  he  strives  to  paye  his  Waye 

With  his  long  Lcgges  the  while  he  maye : — 

But  he  is  cliascd,  like  Silver  Dish, 

As  well  as  anye  Hart  may  wish 

Except  that  one  whose  Heart  doth  beat 

So  faste  it  hasteneth  his  feet ; — 

And  runninge  soe,  he  holdeth  Death 

Four  Feet  from  him, — till  his  Breath 

Faileth,  and  slacking  Pace  at  last, 

From  runninge  slow  he  standeth  fast^ 

With  hornie  Bayonettes  at  baye. 

To  Baying  Dogges  around,  and  they 

Pushing  him  sore,  he  pusheth  sore. 

And  goreth  them  that  seeke  his  Gore, 

Whatever  Dogge  his  Home  doth  rive 

Is  deaA. — ^BA  %Mxt  asV^-^  ^\nO. 
Soe  lYv^X.  Qo\\T^^tQw%  W^xv  ^^'Cct  ^'i^ 
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With  Fate,  and  calleth  up  his  might, 
And  standeth  stout  that  he  maye  fall 
Bravelye,  and  be  avenged  of  all, 
Nor  like  a  craven  yeeld  his  Breath 
Under  the  Jawes  of  Dogges  and  Death ! 


TIM  TURPIN, 

A   PATHETIC   BALLAD. 

I. 

IM  TURPIN  he  was  gravel  blind, 
And  ne'er  had  seen  the  skies : 
For  Nature,  when  his  head  was  made. 
Forgot  to  dot  his  eyes. 

ir. 
So,  like  a  Christmas  pedagogue^ 

Poor  Tim  was  forced  to  do — 
Look  out  for  pupils,  for  he  had 

A  vacancy  for  two. 

IIL 
There's  some  have  specs  to  help  their  siglit 

Of  objects  dim  and  small : 
But  Tim  had  specs  within  his  eyes, 

And  could  not  see  at  all. 

IV. 

Now  Tim  he  woo'd  a  servant  maid. 

And  took  her  to  his  arms; 
For  he,  like  Pyramus,  had  cast 

A  wall-eye  on  her  charms. 

V. 

By  day  she  led  him  up  and  down 

Where'er  he  wish'd  to  jog, 
A  happy  wife,  altho*  she  led 

The  life  of  any  dog. 

vr. 
But  just  when  Tim  had  liv'd  a  TnoT\l\i 
In  honey  yKiih  iiis  wife. 
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A  sui^eon  ope*d  his  Milton  tyts^ 
Like  OjTsters,  with  a  knife. 

VII. 

But  when  his  eyes  were  open'd  thus, 
He  wish'd  them  dark  again  : 

For  when  he  look'd  upon  his  wife. 
He  saw  her  very  plain. 

VIII. 

Her  fiice  was  bad,  her  figure  worsen 

He  couldn't  bear  to  eat : 
For  she  was  any  thing  but  like 

A  Grace  before  his  meat. 

IX. 

Now  Tim  he  was  a  feeling  man : 
For  when  his  sight  was  thick. 

It  made  him  feel  for  everything^- 
Uut  that  was  ^  ith  a  stick. 

X. 

So  with  a  cudgel  in  his  hand' 

It  was  not  light  or  slim — 
He  knock'd  at  his  wife's  head  until 

It  open'd  unto  him. 

XI. 
And  when  the  corpse  was  stiff  and  cold 

He  took  his  slaughtered  spouse, 
And  laid  her  in  a  heap  with  all 

The  ashes  of  her  house. 

XII. 
But  like  a  wicked  murderer, 

He  liv'd  in  constant  fear 
From  day  to  day,  and  so  he  cut 

His  throat  from  ear  to  ear. 

XIII. 

Sa\OL  Vic,  \.Vv\%  vioutA  \  ^x^^ 
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Can  hardly  be  sew'd  up — his  life 
Is  hanging  on  a  thread. 

XIV. 

But  when  another  week  was  gone, 
He  gave  him  stronger  hope — 

Instead  of  hanging  on  a  thread, 
Of  hanging  on  a  rope. 

XV. 

Ah !  when  he  hid  hb  bloody  work. 

In  ashes  round  about. 
How  little  he  supposed  the  truth 

Would  soon  be  sifted  out. 

XVI. 

But  when  the  parish  dustman  came. 

His  rubbish  to  withdraw, 
He  found  more  dust  within  the  heap, 

'ilian  he  contracted  for ! 

XVII. 

A  dozen  men  to  try  the  fact. 
Were  sworn  that  very  day ; 

But  tho'  they  all  were  jurors,  yet 
No  conjurors  were  they. 

XVIII. 
Said  Tim  unto  those  jurymen, 

You  need  not  waste  your  breath. 
For  I  confess  myself  at  once. 

The  author  of  her  death. 

XIX. 

And  oh!  when  I  reflect  upon 
The  blood  that  I  have  spilt. 

Just  like  a  button  is  my  soul, 
Inscrib'd  with  double  guiltl 

XX. 

Then  turning  round  his  head  again. 

He  saw  before  his  eyes, 
A  great  judge,  and  a  little  judge, 

The  judges  of  a-  izel 
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xxr. 

The  great  judge  took  his  judgment  cap. 

And  put  it  on  his  head, 
And  sentenc'd  Tim  by  law  to  hang. 

Till  he  was  three  times  dead. 

XXII. 

So  he  was  tried,  and  he  was  hung 
(Fit  punishment  for  such) 

On  Ilorsham-drop,  and  none  can  say 
It  was  a  drop  too  much. 


THE  MONKEY-MARTVR. 
A  FABLE. 


««i 


God  hslp  thee,  .said  I.  but  V\\  let  thee  out.  cost  wliat  it  will :  ao  I  turacd 
about  the  cage  to  get  to  the  door."— Stkrnr. 

jtS   Strange,   what  awkward  figores  and  odd 
capers 
Folks  cut,  who  seek  their  doctrine  from  the 
papers ; 
But  there  are  many  shallow  politicians, 
Who  take  their  bias  from  bewilder'd  journals, — 

Turn  state  physicians, 
And  make  themselves  fools*-caps  of  the  diumals. 
One  of  this  kind,  not  human,  but  a  monkey, 
Had  read  himself  at  last  to  this  sour  creed — 
1'hat  he  was  nothing  but  Oppression's  flunkey. 
And  man  a  tyrant  over  all  his  breed. 

He  could  not  read 
Of  niggers  whipt,  or  over-trampled  weavers, 
But  he  applied  their  wrongs  to  his  own  seed. 
And  nourished  thoughts  that  tlirew  him  into  fevers ; 
His  very  dreams  were  full  of  martial  beavers, 
And  drilling  Pugs,  for  liberty  pugnacious, 

To  sever  chains  vexatious : 
In  fact,  he  thought  that  all  his  injured  line 
Should  take  u^  pikes  in  hand,  and  never  drop  \ 
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Till  they  had  cleared  a  road  to  Freedom's  shrine,  — 
Unless  perchance  the  turnpike  men  should  stop  'em. 


Full  of  this  rancour, 
Pacing  one  day  beside  St«  Clement  Danes, 

It  came  into  his  brains 
To  give  a  look  in  at  the  Crown  and  Anchor ; 
Where  certain  solemn  sages  of  the  nation 
Were  at  that  moment  in  deliberation 
How  to  relieve  the  wid«  world  of  its  chains, 

Pluck  despots  down, 

And  tliereby  crown 
Whitee«  as  well  as  blackee-man'Cipation* 
Pug  heard  the  speeches  with  great  approbation, 
And  gaz'd  with  pride  upon  the  Liberators  \ 

To  see  mere  coal 'heavers 

Such  perfect  Bolivar*— > 
Waiters  of  inns  sublim'd  to  innovators, 
And  slaters  dignified  as  legislators^ 
Small  publicans  demanding  (sUch  their  high  sense 
Of  liberty)  an  universal  license— 
And  pattern-makers  easing  Freedom's  clogs— 

The  whole  thing  seem'd 

So  fnie,  he  deemed 
The  smallest  demagogues  as  great  as  Gogs  1 

Pug,  with  some  curious  notions  in  his  noddle, 
Walk'd  out  at  last,  and  tum'd  into  the  Strand, 

To  the  left  hand, 
Connhig  some  portions  of  the  previous  twaddle, 
And  striding  with  a  step^that  seem'd  design'd 
To  represent  the  mighty  March  of  Mind, 

Instead  of  that  slow  waddle 
Of  thought,  to  which  our  ancestors  indin'd-- 
No  wonder,  then,  that  he  should  quickly  find 
He  stood  in  front  of  that  intrusive  pile, 

Where  Cross  keeps  many  a  kind 

Ofbirdconfin'd, 
Atld  free-bom  animnl,  in  durance  Vile— 
A  thought  that  stirr'4  up  all  the  monkey-bile  ( 


I'ur  liUlliL-leivs, 

Wild  beasts  refuse, 

Id  midst  of  their  cnptivitj — to  sin^ 


Lord  I  how  It  nude  him  chafe, 
Full  of  his  nev  emanci paling  zeal. 
To  loo^  around  upon  [bis  bnite-lastiilf. 
And  see  the  king  of  creatures  in— a  safe  \ 
The  desert's  dcniien  in  one  small  den. 
Swallowing  slavery's  most  bitter  pills — 
A  bear  in  bar^  unbeaniblc,     And  then 
The  fretfiil  porcupine,  with  all  its  qnillt 

Imprlson'd  in  •  pen ! 
A  tiger  limited  to  four  fact  ten  i 

And,  still  worac  lot, 

A  leopard  lo  one  spot  1 

An  elephant  enlarg'd. 

But  not  dtscharg'd ; 
(It  was  before  the  elephant  was  ahot;) 
A  doleful  WBoderoo,  thai  waader'd  not ; 
An  ounce  much  disproportion'd  to  bis  pcwid. 

Puy's  wralb  wai'd  hot 
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In  fact,  it  was  a  sort  of  Poultry-Compter, 
^Vhere  feather'd  prisoners  were  doom'd  to  droop  : 
I  (ere  sat  an  eagle,  forc'd  to  make  a  stoop. 
Not  from  the  skies,  but  his  impending  roof; 

And  there  aloof, 
A  pining  ostrich,  moping  in  a  coop  ; 
\Yith  other  samples  of  the  bird  creation, 
All  cag*d  against  their  powers  and  their  wills. 
And  cramp'd  in  snch  a  space,  the  longest  bills 
Were  plainly  bills  of  least  accommodation. 
In  truth,  it  was  a  very  ugly  scene 
To  fall  to  any  liberator*s  share. 
To  see  those  winged  fowls,  that  once  had  been 
Free  as  the  wind,  no  freer  than  fixed  air. 

His  temper  little  mended, 
Pug  from  this  Bird-cage  Walk  at  last  descended 

Unto  the  lion  and  the  elephant. 

His  bosom  in  a  pant 
To  see  all  nature's  Free  List  thus  suspended. 
And  beasts  deprived  of  what  she  had  intended. 

They  could  not  even  prey 

In  their  own  way; 
A  hardship  always  reckon'd  quite  prodigious. 

Thus  he  revolvM — 

And  soon  resoIv*d 
To  give  them  freedom,  civil  and  religious. 

That  night  there  was  no  country  cousins,  raw 
From  Wales,  to  view  the  lion  and  his  kin ; 
The  keeper  s  eyes  were  fix'd  upon  a  saw ; 
The  saw  was  fix'd  uiK)n  a  bullock's  shin  : 

Meanwhile  with  stealthy  paw. 

Pug  hastened  to  withdraw 
The  bolt  that  kept  the  king  of  brutes  within. 
Now,  monarch  of  the  forest !  thou  shalt  win 
Precious  enfranchisement — thy  bolts  are  undone ; 
Thou  art  no  longer  a  degraded  creature, 
But  loose  to  roam  with  liberty  and  nature  ; 
And  free  of  all  the  jungles  about  Loudon — 
All  llampstcad's  heathy  desert  lies  before  thee  ! 


Alas,  fur  libciiy  <iC  life  and  linili  t 
For  Pug  had  only  half  uabol ted  Nero, 


CIUSIOLOOy. 

S  sirsnge  how  like  b  wty  Jdoo 
Man — with  his  biunps  upoB  hi 
IIi3  lived  so  long,  and  yet  i 
ledj^  he 

llaihod,  till  lately,  of  Fhrenok^Qr— 
A  science  ihat  by  simple  dint  of 
Ileait-combing  he  should  find  ft  hint  of. 
When  scratching  o'er  iboM  little  pole-hill^ 
The  faculties  throw  up  like  nole-hilU  ;— 
A  science  Ihnt,  in  very  spile 
Of  all  hU  tcelh,  ne'er  came  to  light. 
For  thou{;h  he  knew  liis  UcuU  hod  griH>/tn 
Still  there  tiim'd  up  no  ergan  findcn, 
Still  sacei  wrote,  and  ares  lied, 
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Indicative  of  human  habits, 

All  burrowing  in  the  head  like  rabbits. 

Thus  Veneration,  he  made  known, 

Had  got  a  lodging  at  the  Crown : 

And  Music  (see  Deville^s  example), 

A  set  of  chambers  in  the  Temple: 

Tkat  Language  taught  the  tongues  close  by, 

And  took  in  pupils  thro*  the  eye, 

Close  by  his  neighbour  Computation, 

Who  taught  the  eyebrows  numeration. 

The  science  thus—to  speak  in  fit 

Terms — having  struggled  from  its  nit. 

Was  seiz'd  on  by  «  swarm  of  Scotchmen, 

Those  scientifical  hotch-potch  men, 

Who  have  at  least  a  penny  dip 

And  w^Iop  in  all  doctorship, 

Just  as  in  making  broth  they  smatter 

By  bobbing  twenty  things  in  water  : 

These  men,  I  say,  make  quick  appliance 

And  close,  to  phrenologic  science ; 

l^ox  of  all  learned  themes  whatever. 

That  schools  and  colleges  deliver, 

There's  none  they  love  so  near  the  bodies, 

As  analyeing  their  own  noddles ; 

Thus  in  a  trice  each  northern  blockhead 

Had  got  his  fingers  in  his  shock  head, 

And  of  his  bumps  was  babbling  yet  worse 

Tlian  poor  Miss  Capulet*s  dry  wet-nurse ; 

Till  having  been  sufficient  rangers 

Of  their  own  heads,  they  took  to  strangers'. 

And  found  in  Presbyterians*  polls 

The  things  they  hated  in  their  souls ; 

For  Presbyterians  hear  with  passion 

Of  organs  join*d  with  veneration. 

No  kind  there  was  of  human  pumpkin, 

But  at  its  bumps  it  had  a  bumpkin ; 

Down  to  the  very  lowest  gullion. 

And  oiliest  scull  of  oily  scullion. 

No  great  man  died  but  this  they  did  do. 

They  b^g*d  his  cranium  of  his  Vidow  •, 
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No  murderer  died  by  law  disaster, 
But  they  took  off  his  sconce  in  plaster; 
For  thereon  they  could  show  depending^ 
"  The  head  and  front  of  his  offending," 
How  that  his  philanthropic  bump 
Was  master'd  by  a  baser  lump ; 
For  every  bump  (these  wags  insist) 
Has  its  direct  antagonist. 
Each  striving  stoutly  to  prevail. 
Like  horses  knotted  tail  to  tail ; 
And  many  a  stiff  and  sturdy  battle 
Occurs  between  these  adverse  cattle. 
The  secret  causey  beyond  all  question. 
Of  aches  ascribed  to  indigestion, — 
Whereas  'tis  but  two  knobby  rivals 
Tugging  together  like  sheer  devils, 
Till  one  gets  mastery  good  or  sinister. 
And  comes  in  like  a  new  prime-minister. 

Each  bias  in  some  master  node  is: — 
What  takes  M'Adam  where  a  road  is. 
To  hammer  little  pebbles  less  ? 
His  organ  of  destructiveness : 
What  makes  great  Joseph  so  encuml>er 
Debate  ?  a  lumping  lump  of  Number : 
Or  Malthus  rail  at  babies  so? 
The  smallness  of  his  Philopro— 
What  severs  man  and  wife  ?  a  simple 
Defect  of  the  Adhesive  pimple : 
Or  makes  weak  women  go  astray? 
Their  bumps  are  more  in  (ault  than  they. 

These  facts  being  found  and  set  in  order 
By  grave  M.D/s  bejrond  the  Border, 
To  make  them  for  some  months  eternal. 
Were  enter'd  monthly  in  a  journal. 
That  many  a  northern  sage  still  writes  in. 
And  throws  his  little  Northern  Lights  in. 
And  proves  and  proves  about  the  phrenos, 
A  ^reat  deal  more  than  I  or  he  knows. 
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How  Music  suffers,  par  exemple^ 

By  wearing  tight  hats  round  the  temple ; 

What  ills  great  boxers  have  to  fear 

From  blisters  put  behind  the  ear : 

And  how  a  porter's  Veneration 

Is  hurt  by  porter's  occupation : 

Whether  shillelaghs  in  reality 

May  deaden  Individuality : 

Or  tongs  and  poker  be  creative 

Of  alterations  in  the  Amative : 

If  falls  from  scaffolds  make  us  less 

Inclined  to  all  Constructiveness : 

With  more  such  matters,  all  applying 

To  heads — and  therefore  ^^sA/ifying. 


A  SAILOR'S  APOLOGY  FOR  BOW-LEGS. 

jHERE'S  some  is  bom  with  their  straight  legs  by 
natur — 
And  some  is  bom  with    bow-legs  from    the 
first— 
And  some  that  should  have  grow'd  a  good  deal  straighter. 

But  they  were  badly  nurs'd, 
And  set,  you  see,  like  Bacchus,  with  their  pegs 

Astride  of  casks  and  kegs : 
I*ve  got  myself  a  sort  of  bow  to  larboard, 

And  starboard. 
And  this  is  what  it  was  that  warp'd  my  legs. — 

'Twas  all  along  of  Poll,  as  I  may  say, 
That  foul'd  my  cable  when  I  ought  to  slip ; 

But  on  the  tenth  of  May, 

When  I  gets  under  weigh, 
Down  there  in  Hartfordsliire,  to  join  my  ship^ 

I  sees  the  mail 

Get  under  sail, 
The  only  one  there  was  to  make  the  trip. 

Well — I  gives  chase, 

But  as  she  run 

Two  knots  to  one. 
There  wam't  no  use  in  keeping  on  the  race  1 
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Well — casting  round  about,  what  next  to  tiy  on. 

And  how  to  spin, 
I  spies  an  ensign  with  a  Bloody  Lion, 
And  bears  away  to  leeward  for  the  inn. 

Beats  round  the  gable, 
And  fetches  up  before  the  coach-horse  stable  : 
Well — there  they  stand,  four  kickers  in  a  row. 

And  so 
I  just  makes  free  to  cut  a  brown  *un*s  cable. 
But  riding  isn't  in  a  seaman's  natur — 
So  I  whips  out  a  toughish  end  of  3ram, 
And  gets  a  kind  of  sort  of  a  land-waiter 

To  splice  me,  heel  to  heel. 

Under  the  she-mare's  keel. 
And  off  I  goes,  and  leaves  the  inn  a-stam  ! 

My  eyes  !  how  she  did  pitch  I 
And  wouldn't  keep  her  own  to  go  in  no  line^ 
Tho'  I  kept  bowsing,  bowsing  at  her  bow-line, 
But  always  making  leeway  to  the  ditch. 
And  yaw'd  her  head  about  all  sorts  of  wayS; 

The  devil  sink  the  craft ! 
And  wasn't  she  trimendus  slack  in  stays  ! 
We  couldn't,  no  how,  keep  the  inn  abaft  I 

Well — I  suppose 
We  hadn't  run  a  knot— or  much  beyond — 
(What  will  you  have  on  it?) — but  off  she  goes. 
Up  to  her  bends  in  a  fresh-water  pond  ! 

There  I  am  ! — all  a-back  ! 
So  I  looks  forward  for  her  bridle-gears. 
To  heave  her  head  round  on  the  t'other  track  ; 

But  when  I  starts, 

The  leather  parts. 
And  goes  away  right  over  by  the  ears  ! 

What  could  a  fellow  do, 
Whose  legs,  like  mine,  you  know,  were  in  the  bilboes, 
But  trim  myself  upright  for  bringing-to. 
And  squaje  Vi\s  ^t^-^.\Tcv%^  and  brace  up  his  elbows, 

Just  wVuie  \us  «;»&.  vi^i  \aiMsw^\si\«x  ^^^x\ 
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I  didn^t  like  my  burth  tho\  howsomdever, 
Because  the  yam,  you  see,  kept  getting  taughter, — 
Says  I — I  wish  this  job  was  raythcr  shorter  ! 

The  chase  had  gain'd  a  mile 
A-head,  and  still  the  she-mare  stood  a-drinking : 

Now,  all  the  while 
Her  body  didn't  take  of  course  to  shrinking. 
Says  I,  she's  letting  out  her  reefs,  I*m  thinking, — 

And  so  she  swell'd,  and  swell'd, 

And  yet  the  tackle  held, 
'Till  both  my  legs  began  to  bend  like  winkin. 
My  eyes  1  but  she  took  in  enough  to  founder  I 
And  there's  my  timbers  straining  every  bit. 

Ready  to  split, 
And  her  tarnation  hull  a-growing  rounder ! 

Well,  there— off  Hartford  Ness, 
We  lay  both  lash'd  and  water-logg'd  together. 

And  can't  contrive  a  signal  of  distress  ; 
Thinks  T,  we  must  ride  out  this  here  foul  weather, 
Tho*  sick  of  riding  out — and  nothing  less ; 
When,  looking  round,  I  sees  a  man  a-stam  : — 
Hollo  !  says  I,  come  underneath  her  quarter ! — 
And  hands  him  out  my  knife  to  cut  the  yam. 
So  I  gets  off,  and  lands  upon  the  road. 
And  leaves  the  she-mare  to  her  own  concam, 

A-standing  by  the  water. 
If  I  get  on  another,  1*11  be  blowed  ! — 
And  that's  the  way,  you  see,  my  legs  got  bow'd  t 
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A  MOORISH  TALE. 

Scheherazade  immediately  began  the  following  story. 

LI  BEN  ALI  (did  you  never  read 

His  wond'rous  acts  that  chronicles  relate,^ 
How  there  was  one  in  pity  might  exceed 
\ht  sack  of  Troy ?)    MaLgtv\?ic«»X\vfc ^a\fc 
Upon  the  throne  of  greatness — great  indttd^ 
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For  those  that  he  had  uuder  him  were  g^reat^ 
The  horse  he  rode  on,  shod  with  silver  nails. 
Was  a  Bashaw — Bashaws  have  horses'  tails. 

All  was  cruel — a  most  cruel  one  ! 

*Tis  rumour'd  he  had  strangled  his  own  mother — 
Howbeit  such  deeds  of  darkness  he  had  done, 

'Tb  thought  he  would  have  slain  his  elder  brother 
And  sister  too — ^but  happily  that  none 

Did  live  within  harttCs  length  of  one  another. 
Else  he  bad  sent  the  Sun  in  all  its  blaie 
To  endless  night,  and  shorten'd  tlie  Moon's  days. 

Despotic  power,  that  mars  a  weak  man's  wit. 
And  makes  a  bad  man — absolutely  bad. 

Made  Ali  wicked — to  a  fault : — 'tis  fit 

^lonarchs  should  have  some  check-strings ;  bat  he  had 

No  curb  upon  his  will — no  not  a  bit — 

Wherefore  he  did  not  reign  well— and  full  glad 

His  slaves  had  been  to  hang  him-^but  they  falter'd. 

And  let  him  live  unhang'd—  and  still  unaltered. 

Until  he  got  a  sage-bush  of  a  beard. 
Wherein  an  Attic  owl  might  roost — a  trail 

Of  bristly  hair — that,  honour'd  and  unshear*d. 
Grew  downward  like  old  women  and  cow's  tail : 

Being  a  sign  of  age — some  gray  appeared. 

Mingling  with  duskier  brown  its  warnings  pale ; 

But  yet  not  so  poetic  as  when  Time 

Comes  like  Jack  Frost,  and  whitens  it  in  rime. 

Ben  Ali  took  the  hint,  and  much  did  vex 

His  royal  bosom  that  he  had  no  son, 
No  living  child  of  the  more  noble  sex. 

To  stand  in  his  Morocco  shoes — not  one 
To  make  a  n^ro-pollard — or  tread  necks 

When  he  was  gone — doom'd,  when  his  days  were  donc^ 
To  leave  the  very  city  of  his  fame 
Without  an  Ali  to  keep  up  his  name. 

Therefore  Yve  cYvose  «l\;jA^  fot\C\%Vss^ 

SingVing  Itom  oxxt.  VVi^Vw^  «afc  ^\^-^lt^\^« 
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So  call'd,  because  her  lustrous  eyes,  above 
AU  eyes,  were  dark,  and  timorous,  and  clear ; 

Then,  through  his  Muftis  piously  he  strove, 

And  dmmm'd  with  proxy-prayers  Mohammed's  ear, 

Knowing  a  boy  for  certain  must  come  of  it, 

Or  else  he  was  not  praying  to  his  Profii. 

Beer  will  grow  mothety,  and  ladies  fair 
Will  grow  like  beer ;  so  did  that  stag-eyed  dame  : 

Ben  AU,  hoping  for  a  son  and  heir, 
Boy*d  up  his  hopes,  and  even  chose  a  name 

Of  mighty  hero  that  his  child  should  bear ; 
He  made  so  certain  ere  his  chicken  came  : 

But  oh  !  all  worldly  wit  is  little  worth, 

Nor  knoweth  what  to-morrow  will  bring  forth. 

To-morrow  came,  and  with  to-morrow's  sim 

A  little  daughter  to  this  world  of  sins  ; — 
^//jj-fortunes  never  come  alone — so  one 

Brought  on  another,  like  a  pair  of  twins  : 
Twins  !  female  twins  ! — it  was  enough  to  stun 

Their  little  wits  and  scare  them  from  their  skins 
To  hear  their  father  stamp,  and  curse  and  swear, 
.Pulling  his  beanl  l)ecause  he  had  no  heir. 

Then  strove  their  stag-eyed  mother  to  calm  down 
Thb  his  paternal  rage,  and  thus  addrest — 

**  O  !  Most  Serene  !  why  dost  thou  stamp  and  frown. 
And  box  the  compass  of  the  royal  chest  ? 

Ah  !  thou  wilt  mar  that  portly  trunk,  I  own 
I  love  to  gaze  on  ! — Pr'ythee,  thou  hadst  best 

Pocket  thy  fists.     Nay,  love,  if  you  so  thin 

Your  beard,  you'll  want  a  wig  rpon  your  chin  !" 

But  not  her  words,  nor  e'en  her  tears,  could  slack 
The  quicklime  of  his  rage,  that  hotter  grew  : 

He  called  his  slaves  to  bring  an  ample  sack 
Wherein  a  woman  might  be  poked— -9^  few 

Dark  grimly  men  felt  pity  and  look'd  black 
At  this  sad  order ;  but  their  slaveships  knew 

When  any  dared  demur,  his  sword  so  \>eT\d\i^ 
Cutpffthe  "head  and  front  of  their  offexvdin^:' 
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For  Ali  had  a  sword,  much  like  himself, 
A  crooked  blade,  guilty  of  human  gore — 

The  trophies  it  had  lopp'd  from  many  an  elf 
Were  stuck  at  his  i/o^-quarters  by  the 

Nor  yet  in  peace  he  laid  it  on  th^  shelf. 
But  jested  with  it,  and  his  wit  cut  sore ; 

So  that  (as  they  of  Public  Houses  speak) 

.  He  often  did  his  dozen  hutU  a  week. 

Therefore  his  slaves,  with  most  obedient  fears^ 
Came  with  the  sack  the  lady  to  enclose ; 

In  vain  from  her  stag-eyes  *'  the  big  round  tears 
Coursed  one  another  down  her  innocent  nose  ;** 

In  vain  her  tongue  wept  sorrow  in  their  ears ; 
Though  there  were  some  felt  willing  to  opfXMC^ 

Yet  when  their  heads  came  in  their  heads,  that  minote. 

Though  'twas  a  piteous  case^  they  pot  her  m  H 

And  when  the  ^n'Kk  was  tied,  some  two  or  three 
Of  tliese  black  undertakers  slowly  brought  her 

To  a  kind  of  Moorish  Serpentine ;  for  she 
Was  doomM  to  have  a  winding  sheet  qfvfoter. 

Then  farewell,  earth — farewell  to  the  green  tree — 
Farewell,  the  sun — the  moon— each  little  daughtet ! 

She's  shot  from  off  the  shoulders  of  a  black. 

Like  a  bag  of  Wall's-End  from  a  coalman's  back. 

The  waters  oped,  and  the  wide  sack  fall-ftfl'd 
All  that  the  waters  oped,  as  down  it  fell ; 

Then  closed  the  wave,  and  then  the  surface  riU'd 
A  ring  above  her,  like  a  water-knell ; 

A  moment  more,  and  all  its  face  was  stilVd, 
And  not  a  giiilty  heave  was  lef^  to  tell 

That  underneath  its  calm  and  bine  transparence 

A  dame  lay  drowned  in  her  sack,  like  Clarence^ 

But  Heaven  beheld,  and  awful  witness  bore,^ 
The  moon  in  black  eclipse  deceased  that  night. 

Like  Desdemona  sroother'd  by  the  Moor— 
The  \ady  s  T\3k\a\  ^Im  v?iih  pale  affright 

Ffldnled  atvd  feW — wv^  '^Xv^vX  vj^t  %\ax^\5RSax^ 
Turn  Ol  comers  as  V\i^  \a^.^  v^^a\ixcw^^\a^•^c*^ 


THE  STAG-EYED  LADY,  yn 

And  all  look'd  downward  on  the  fatal  wave, 
And  made  their  own  reflections  on  her  grave. 

Next  night,  a  head — 2,  little  lady  head, 

Push*d  through  the  waters  a  most  glassy  face^ 

With  weedy  tresses,  thrown  apart  and  spread, 
Comb'd  by  'live  ivory,  to  show  the  space 

Of  a  pale  forehead,  and  two  eyes  that  shed 
A  soft  blue  mist,  breathing  a  bloomy  grace 

Over  their  sleepy  lids — and  so  she  rais'd 

Her  iz^fMiline  nose  above  the  stream,  and  gazed. 

She  oped  her  lips — ^lips  of  a  gentle  blush, 
So  pale  it  seemM  near  drowned  to  a  white, — 

She  oped  her  lips,  and  forth  there  sprang  a  gush 
Of  music  bubbling  through  the  surface  light ; 

The  leaves  are  motionless,  the  breezes  hush 
To  listen  to  the  air — and  through  the  night 

There  come  these  words  of  a  most  plaintive  ditty. 

Sobbing  as  they  would  break  all  hearts  with  pity  : 

THE  WATER  PERl'S  SONG.  I 

Farewell,  farewell,  to  my  mother's  own  daughter, 
The  child  that  she  wet-nursed  is  lapp'd  in  the  wave  ; 

The  Mussul'X£iZXi  coming  to  fish  in  this  water, 

Adds  a  tear  to  the  flood  that  weeps  over  her  grave. 

This  sack  is  her  coffin,  this  water's  her  bier. 
This  greyish  bath  cloak  is  her  funeral  pall ; 

And,  stranger,  O  stranger  !  this  song  that  you  hear 
Is  her  epitaph,  elegy,  dirges,  and  all ! 

Farewell,  farewell,  to  the  child  of  Al  Hassan, 
My  mother's  own  daughter — the  last  of  her  race — 

She's  a  corpse,  the  poor  body !  and  lies  in  this  basin. 
And  sleeps  in  the  water  that  washes  her  face. 
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FAITHLESS  NELLY  GRAY. 

A  PATHETIC  BALLAD. 

1. 

N  BATTLE  was  a  soMier  bold. 
And  used  to  war's  ahums : 

But  a  cannon-ball  took  off  bis  Icgs^ 
So  he  laid  down  his  anns ! 


IL 


Now  as  they  bore  him  ofif  the  field. 
Said  he,  "  Let  others  shoot. 

For  here  I  leave  my  second  1^, 
And  the  Forty-second  Fool  1** 


IIL 


The  army-surgeons  made  him  limbs : 
Said  he, — "  They're  only  pegs : 

But  there's  as  wooden  members  quite, 
As  represent  my  1^  I" 


IV. 


Now  Ben  he  loved  a  pretty  maid. 
Her  name  was  Nelly  Gray ; 

So  he  went  to  pay  her  his  devours, 
When  he'd  devoured  his  pay  1 


V. 


But  when  he  called  on  Nelly  Gray, 
She  made  him  quite  a  scoff ; 

And  when  she  saw  his  wooden  legs. 
Began  ^o  take  them  ofif ! 


VL 


•'O,  Nelly  Gray!  O,  Nelly  Gray  I 

\s  \\v\%  "^OMx  \qn^  so  warm  ? 
T\\e  \ove  XV«X  \oNt&  «l  ^^axViV  ^»rt\-» 
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VII. 


Said  she,  '*  I  loved  a  soldier  once, 
For  he  was  blythe  and  brave  ; 

But  I  will  never  have  a  man 
With  both  legs  in  the  grave  I 


VIII. 


"  Before  you  had  those  timber  toes, 

Your  love  I  did  allow, 
But  then,  you  know,  you  stand  upon 

Another  footing  now !" 


IX. 


"  O,  Nelly  Gray !  O,  Nelly  Gray ! 

For  all  your  jeering  speeches, 
At  duty's  call,  I  left  my  legs 

In  Badajos*s  breaches!" 


X. 


'•Why,  then,"  said  she,  "you've  lost  the  feet 

Of  legs  in  war's  alarms. 
And  now  you  cannot  wear  your  shoes 

Upon  your  feats  of  arms ! " 


XI. 


**  O,  false  and  fickle  Nelly  Gray! 

I  know  why  you  refuse  : 
Though  I've  no  feet — some  other  man 

Is  standing  in  my  shoes  ! 


XII. 


•*  I  wish  I  ne'er  had  seen  your  face ; 

But,  now,  a  long  farewell ! 
For  you  will  be  my  death  ; — alas  1 

You  will  not  be  my  Nell!'* 


XIII. 


Now  when  he  went  from  Ndl^  Gta^^ 
if  is  heart  so  heavy  got — 
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And  life  was  such  a  burthen  grown. 
It  made  him  take  a  knot  I 


XIV. 


So  round  his  melancholy  neck, 
A  rope  he  did  entwine, 

And,  for  his  second  time  in  life. 
Enlisted  in  the  Line  ! 


XV. 


One  end  he  tied  around  a  beam. 

And  then  removed  his  pegs, 
And,  as  his  legs  were  off, — of  coarse^ 

lie  soon  was  off  his  1^  1 

XVI. 

And  there  he  hung,  till  he  was  dead 

As  any  nail  in  town, — 
For  though  distress  had  cut  him  up. 

It  could  not  cut  him  down ! 

XVII. 

A  dozen  men  sat  on  his  corpse. 

To  find  out  why  he  died — 
And  they  buried  Ben  in  four  cross-roads. 

With  a  stake  in  his  inside  ! 


THE  SEA-SPELU 

'*  Cauid,  eauld^  he  lies  beaeath  the  deep.** 

Old  Sc0tck  Ballad. 

I. 
|T  was  a  jolly  mariner ! 
The  tallest  man  of  three,— 
I  le  loosed  his  sail  against  the  wind. 
And  turned  his  boat  to 
The  ink-black  sky  told  every  eye, 
A  storm  was  soon  to  be ! 


THE  SEA-SPELL. 
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II. 
But  still  that  jolly  mariner 
Took  in  no  reef  at  all, 
For,  in  his  pouch,  confidingly, 
He  wore  a  baby's  caul ; 
A  thing,  as  gossip-nurses  know. 
That  always  brings  a  squall ! 

in. 

His  bat  was  new,  or,  newly  glazed. 

Shone  brightly  in  the  sun  ; 

His  jacket,  like  a  mariner's. 

True  blue  as  e'er  was  spun ; 

His  ample  trowsers,  like  Saint  Paul, 

Bore  forty  stripes  save  one. 

IV. 

And  now  the  fretting  foaming  tide 

He  steer'd  away  to  cross ; 

The  bounding  pinnace  play'd  a  game 

Of  dreary  pitch  and  toss ; 

A  game  that,  on  the  good  dry  land. 

Is  apt  to  bring  a  loss ! 

V. 

Good  Heaven  befriend  that  little  boat, 

And  guide  her  on  her  way ! 

A  boat,  they  say,  has  canvas  wings, 

But  cannot  fly  away ! 

Though,  like  a  merry  singing-bird, 

She  sits  upon  the  spray ! 


VI. 

Still  east  by  south  the  little  boat. 
With  tawny  sail,  kept  beating : 
Now  out  of  sight,  between  two  waves, 
Now  o*er  th*  horizon  fleeting : 
Like  greedy  swine  that  feed  on  mast,^ 
I'he  waves  her  mast  seem'd  eating  i 
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VII. 

The  sullen  sky  grew  black  above, 
The  wave  as  black  beneath ; 
Each  roaring  billow  8bow*d  full  soon 
A  white  and  foamy  wreath ; 
Like  angry  dogs  that  snarl  at  first. 
And  then  display  their  teeth. 

VIII. 

Tlie  boatman  looked  against  the  wind, 

TheTnast  began  to  creak. 

The  wave,  per  saltum,  came  and  dried. 

In  salt,  upon  his  cheek ! 

The  pointed  wave  against  him  reared. 

As  if  it  0¥m*d  a  pique ! 

IX. 

Nor  rushing  wind,  nor  gusliing  wave, 

That  boatman  could  alarm, 

But  still  he  stood  away  to  sea. 

And  trusted  in  his  diarm ; 

He  thought  by  purchase  he  was  safe. 

And  arm'd  against  all  harm  I 

X. 

Now  thick  and  fast  and  far  aslant, 
The  stormy  rain  came  pouring, 
lie  heard,  upon  the  sandy  bank, 
The  distant  breakers  roaring, — 
A  groaning  intermitting  sound. 
Like  Gog  and  Magog  snoring  I 

XI. 

The  sea-fowl  shrieked  around  the  mast. 

Ahead  the  grampus  tumbled, 

And  far  of!,  from  a  copper  cloud. 

The  hollow  thunder  rumbled ; 

It  would  have  quail'd  another  heart. 

But  his  was  never  humbled. 

XII. 
"For  "wYvj"^  Yv^V^j^^-aXvevVaxi^^^^aj^*^ 
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Alas !  alas !  he  little  thought, 
Before  the  ebb-tide  sped, — 
That  like  that  infant,  he  should  die. 
And  with  a  watery  head ! 

XIII. 

The  rushing  brine  flowed  in  apace ; 

His  boat  had  ne'er  a  deck ; 

Fat*  seemM  to  call  him  on,  and  he 

Attended  to  her  beck ; 

And  so  he  went,  still  trusting  on. 

Though  reckless — to  his  wreck  I 

XIV. 

For  as  he  left  his  helm,  to  heave 

The  ballast-bags  a-weather, 

Three  monstrous  seas  came  roaring  on, 

Like  lions  leagued  together. 

The  two  first  waves  the  little  boat 

Swam  over  like  a  feather. — 

XV. 

The  two  first  waves  were  past  and  gone. 

And  sinking  in  her  wake ; 

The  hugest  still  came  leaping  on. 

And  hissing  like  a  snake ; 

Now  helm  a-Iee !  for  through  the  midst. 

The  monster  he  must  take  1 

XVI. 

Ah,  me !  it  was  a  dreary  mount  f 
Its  base  as  black  as  night. 
Its  top  of  pale  and  livid  green, 
Its  crest  of  awful  white, 
Like  Neptune  with  a  leprosy,— 
And  so  it  reared  upright! 

XVII. 

With  quaking  sails,  the  little  boat 
Climb*d  up  the  foaming  heap ; 
With  quaking  sails  it  paused  avfVvtle, 
At  balance  on  the  steep  ; 
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Then  rushing  down  the  nether  slope^ 
Plunged  with  a  dizzy  sweep  1 

XVIII. 

Look,  how  a  horse,  made  mad  with  fear. 

Disdains  his  careful  guide ; 

So  now  the  headlong  headstrong  boat, 

Unmanaged,  turns  aside, 

And  straight  presents  her  reeling  flank 

Against  the  swelling  tide ! 

XIX. 

The  gusty  wind  assaults  the  sail ; 

Her  ballast  lies  a-lee ! 

The  sheet's  to  windward  taught  and  stifi  I 

Oh !  the  Lively — where  is  she  ? 

Her  capsiz'd  keel  is  in  the  foam, 

Her  pennon's  in  the  sea! 

XX. 

The  wild  gull,  sailing  overhead. 
Three  times  beheld  emerge 
The  head  of  that  bold  mariner. 
And  then  she  screamed  his  dii^ ! 
For  he  had  sunk  withia  his  grave, 
Lapp*d  in  a  shroud  of  surge ! 

XXI. 

The  ensuing  wave,  with  horrid  foam, 
Rush'd  o*er  and  cover'd  all, — 
The  jolly  boatman's  drowning  scream 
Was  smothered  by  the  squall, — 
Heaven  never  heard  his  cry,  nor  did 
The  ocean  heed  his  caul. 
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WAS  off  the  Wash— the  sun  went  down— the  sea  looked 
\)lack  and  grim, 
"Fox  ?.\oTTc\>j  ^^o>x^"&,  N*\^  xoM.^'^  ^<»Rft^  ^«cc  iDustering 
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Titanic  shades  t  enormous  gloom ! — as  if  the  solid  night 
bf  Erebus  rose  suddenly  to  seize  upon  the  light  1 
It  was  a  time  for  manners  to  bear  a  wary  eye; 
With  such  a  dark  Coiispiracy  between  the  sea  and  sky  I 

Down  weiit  my  helm — dose  reef'd— the  tack  held  freely  in  my 
hand — 

With  ballast  snug — I  put  about,  and  scudded  for  the  land. 

Loud  hiss*d  the  sea  beneath  her  lee — my  little  boat  flew  fast. 

But  faster  still  the  rushing  storm  came  borne  upon  the  blast. 

Lord  t  what  a  roaring  hurrican  beset  the  straining  sail ! 

What  furious  sleet,  with  level  drift,  and  fierce  assaults  of  hail ! 

'What  darksome  cavehis  yawn'd  before!  what  jagged  steeps  be- 
hind 1 

Like  battle-steeds,  with  foamy  manes,  wild  tossing  in  the  wind. 

Each  after  each  sank  down  astern,  exhausted  in  the  chase, 

But  where  it  sank  another  rose  and  gallopM  in  its  place  ; 

As  black  as  night — they  turned  to  while,  and  cast  against  the  cloud 

A  snowy  sheet,  as  if  each  surge  uptum'd  a  sailor's  shroud : — 

Still  flew  my  boat;  alas!  alas!  her  course  was  nearly  run ! 

^ehold  yon  fatal  billow  rise — ten  billows  heap'd  in  one! 

With  fearful  speed  the  dreary  mass  came  rolling,  rolling,  fast, 

As  if  the  scooping  sea  contain'd  one  only  wave  at  last! 

Still  on  it  came,  with  horrid  roar,  a  swift  pursuing  grave ; 

11  seeni^d  as  though  some  cloud  had  turned  its  hugeness  to  a  wave! 

Its  briny  sleet  began  to  beat  beforehand  in  my  face — 

I  felt  the  rearward  keel  begin  to  climb  its  swelling  base ! 

I  saw  its  alpine  hoary  head  impending  over  mine  1 

Another  pulse — and  down  it  rush'd — an  avalanche  of  brine ! 

Brief  pause  had  I,  on  God  to  cry,  or  think  of  wife  and  home ; 

The  waters  closed — and  when  I  shriek'd,  I  shriek'd  below  the 
foam! 

Bieyoiid  that  rush  I  have  no  hint  of  any  after  deed — 

For  I  was  tossing  on  the  waste,  as  senseless  as  a  weed. 


"Where  am  I?  in  the  breathing  world,  or  in  the  world  of  death?" 
With  sharp  and  sudden  pang  I  drew  another  birth  of  breath  ; 
My  eyes  drank  in  a  doubtful  light,  my  ears  a  doublM  ^K^>xcv<ii — 
And  was  that  ship  a  real  ship  whose  tackle  seemed  ^xoxsxAl 
A  moon,  as  if  the  earthly  moon,  was  slumn^  w^  a\oV\.\ 
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But  were  those  beams  the  very  beams  that  I  had  sedi  so  oft? 
A  face,  that  mock*d  the  human  face,  before  me  watch'd  alone ; 
But  were  those  eyes  the  eyes  of  n^n  that  look'd  against  my  own? 

Oh!  never  may  the  moon  again  disclose  me  such  a  sight 
As  met  my  gaze,  when  first  I  looked,  on  that  accursed  night ! 
I've  seen  a  thousand  horrid  shapes  begot  of  fierce  extremes 
Of  fever;  and  most  frightful  things  have  haunted  in  my  dreams — 
Hyenas — cats — blood-loving  bats— and  apes  with  hateful  stare — 
Pernicious  snakes,  and  shaggy  bulls — the  lion,  and  she-bear — 
Strong  enemies,  with  Judas  looks,  of  treachery  and  spite — 
Detested  features,  hanlly  dimm'd  and  banish'd  by  the  light ! 
Pale-sheeted  ghosts,  with  gory  locks,  upstarting  from  their  tombs-^ 
All  phantasies  and  images  that  flit  in  midnight  glooms — 
Hag^,  goblins,  demons,  lemures,  have  made  me  all  aghast, — 
But  nothing  like  that  Grimly  One  who  stood  beside  the  mastf 

Ilis  check  was  black — his  brow  was  black— his  eyes  and  hair  as 

dark  : 
His  hand  was  black,  and  where  it  touch'd,  it  left  a  sable  mark ; 
His  throat  was  black,  his  vest  the  same,  and  when  I  look*d  beneath. 
His  breast  was  black — all,  all  was  black,  except  his  grinning  teeth. 
His  sooty  crew  were  like  in  hue,  as  black  as  Afric  slaves!     . 
Oh,  horror !  e'en  the  ship  Was  black  that  ploughed  the  inky  waves! 

**  Ala:'. ! "  I  cried,  "  for  love  of  truth  and  blessed  mercy's  sake, 
Where  am  I?  in  what  dreadful  ship?  upon  what  dreadful  lake? 
What  shape  is  that,  so  very  grim,  and  black  as  any  coal  ? 
It  is  M abound,  the  Evil  One,  and  he  has  gained  my  soul ! 
Oh,  mother  dear  !  my  tender  nurse  !  dear  meadows  that  beguil'd 
My  happy  days,  when  I  was  yet  a  little  sinless  child, — 
My  mother  dear — my  native  fieUls,  I  never  more  shall  see: 
I'm  sailing  in  the  Devil's  Ship,  upon  the  Devil's  Seal' 
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Loud  laugh'd  that  Sable  Mariner,  and  loudly  in  return 
His  sooty  crew  sent  forth  a  laugh  that  rang  from  stem  to  stem — 
A  dozen  pair  of  grimly  cheeks  were  crumpled  on  the  nonce — 
As  many  sets  of  grinning  teeth  came  shining  out  at  once : 
A  dozen  gloomy  shapes  at  once  enjoy'd  the  merry  fit. 
With  shriek  and  ^yeW^  atvd  oaths  as  well,  like  Demons  of  the  Pit. 
They  crowW  iWvt  W\,  Mvd  \\\<ra  nJcv^  Occv^\  \aas^R.  answer  for  the 
whole  *, — 
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**  Our  skins,"  said  he,  "  are  black  ye  sec,  because  we  carry  coal ; 
You'll  find  your  mother  sure  enough,  and  see  your  native  fields — 
l^or  this  here  ship  has  pick'd  you  up — the  Mary  Ann  of  Shields ! 


»i 


MARY'S  GHOST. 
A   PATHETIC   BALLAD. 

I. 


WAS  in  the  middle  of  the  ni^ht, ' 
To  sleep  young  William  tried, 
When  Mary's  ghost  came  stealing  in,' 
And  stood  at  his  bed-side. 


II. 

0  William  dear!  O  William  dear! 
My  rest  eternal  ceases  ; 

Alas  f  my  everlasting  peace 
Is  broken  into  pieces. 

\t\. 

1  thought  the  last  of  all  my  cares 
Would  end  with  my  last  minute ; 

But  tho'  I  went  to  my  long  home, 
I  didn't  stay  long  in  \i, 

IV. 

The  body-snatchers  they  have  come, 
And  made  a  snatch  at  me ; 

It's  very  hard  them  kind  of  men' 
Won't  let  a  body  be  I 

V. 

You  thought  that  I  was  buried  deep, 
Quite  decent  like  and  chary, 

But  from  her  grave  in  Mary-bone 
They've  come  and  bon'd  your  Mary. 

VI. 

The  arm  that  used  to  take  your  aim 
Is  took  to  Dr.  Vyse  ; 
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And  both  my  legs  are  gone  to  walk 
The  hospital  at  Guy's. 

VII. 

I  Tow'd  that  3rou  should  have  my  hand. 

But  fate  gives  us  denial ; 
You'U  find  it  there,  at  Doctor  Beli^ 

In  spirits  and  a  phiaL 

VIII. 

As  for  my  feet,  the  little  feet 

You  used  to  call  so  pretty, 
lliere's  one,  I  know,  in  Bedford  Row, 

The  toother's  in  the  dty. 

IX. 

I  can't  tell  where  my  head  is  gone. 

But  Dr.  Carpuc  can : 
As  for  my  trunk,  it's  all  pack'd  up 

To  go  by  Pickford's  van. 


I  wish  you'd  go  to  Mr.  P. 

And  save  me  such  a  ride ; 
I  don't  half  like  the  outside  places 

They've  took  for  my  inside. 

XI. 

The  cock  it  crows — I  must  be  gone  I 
My  William,  we  must  part ! 

But  I'll  be  your's  in  death,  altho' 
Sir  Astley  has  my  heart. 

XII. 

Don*t  go  to  weep  upon  my  grave^ 
And  think  that  there  I  be ; 

They  haven't  left  an  atom  there 
Of  my  anatomie. 


ODE  TO  MR,  BRUNEI^  389 


ODE  TO  MR.  BRUNEL. 

*'  Well  said,  old  Mole  !  canst  work  i'  the  dark  so  fast?  a  worthy  pioneer ! " 

Ham  LET. 

,  ELL ! Monsieur  Brunei, 

How  prospers  now  thy  mighty  nndertaking. 

To  join  by  a  hollow  way  the  Bankside  friends 

Of  Rotherhithe,  and  Wapping, — 

Never  be  stopping. 

But  poking,  groping,  in  the  dark  keep  making 

An  archway,  underneath  the  Dabs  and  Gudgeons, 

For  Collier  men  and  pitchy  old  Curmudgeons, 

To  cross  the  water  in  inverse  proportion. 

Walk  under  steam-boats  under  the  keel's  ridge. 

To  keep  down  all  extortion. 

And  without  sculls  to  diddle  London  Bridge ! 

In  a  fresh  hunt,  a  new  Great  Bore  to  worry. 

Thou  didst  to  earth  thy  human  terriers  follow, 

Hopeful  at  last  from  Middlesex  to  Surrey, 

To  give  us  the  **  View  hollow." 

Id  short  it  was  thy  aim,  right  north  and  south. 

To  put  a  pipe  into  old  Thames^s  mouth ; 

Alas  !  half-way  thou  hadst  proceeded,  when ' 

Old  Tliames,  through  roof,  not  water-proof, 

iCame,  like  "a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men  ;" 

And  with  a  mighty  stormy  kind  of  roar, 

Reproachful  of  thy  wrong, 

Burst  out  in  that  old  song 

Pf  Incledon's,  beginning  "  Cease,  rude  Bore  " — 

Sad  is  it,  worthy  of  one's  tears, 

Just  when  one  seems  the  most  successful, 

To  find  one's  self  o'er  head  and  ears 

In  difficulties  most  distressful ! 

Other  great  speculations  have  been  nursed, 

Till  want  of  proceeds  laid  them  on  a  shelf ; 

But  thy  concern  was  at  the  worst, 

When  it  began  to  liquidate  itself ! 

But  now  Dame  Fortune  has  her  false  face  hidden. 

And  languishes  thy  Tunnel, — so  to  paint. 

Under  a  slow  incurable  complaml, 

Bed-ridden  \ 
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ibss  TKi7r.es — bed-boliier*d — ^whj  repioe  ! 
I>?  tr^-  a  SwOTC  bed  a:  the  Serpentine  ! 
Ye:  ^  sroe  ilzili:  thee  djiz*d,  or  oaz*d,  or  stafud ; 

Asii  s=k  bcnrarh  ihr  ovn  and  Thaiiics's  cnft ; 
Les  T!iri5  BDC  srrle  ir-ee  some  Mechanic  Capid 

Fisis^  aaic  ;o=di^  o'er  a  broken  shaft  ! 
in  tsil  i*k»  viih  chr  tannel  what  to  do; 
iJ^ii  XT  ihT  ^cxes.  trilJ  a  bin  or  two, 
TPiat  wiae  i.'e>  btecier  than  sach  water  trades : 

Scxk  rf  a  sd^s — the  ssgn  of  the  Boreas  Head; 

Fw  drx*^  it  neiir  for  thee  in  black  lead, 
Asa  Bale  thr  oruar  sabcenane, — ^Thy  Shades  ? 


ANACREONTIC 
FCR   THE   NEW  YEAR. 

OME.  CI!  yp  the  Bowl,  for  if  c\-er  the  glass 
Fcr:ni  a  proper  cxaise  or  fit  season, 
Fv  r  ioa>t?  to  be  honour'd,  or  pledges  to  pa«:s, 
Sure,  this  hour  brings  an  exquisite  rea-^on  : 
For  hark !  the  l.i>l  ch'.me  of  the  dial  has  ceased. 

And  0*d  Tin^e,  who  his  leisure  to  cozen. 
Hod  bnt>h*d  the  Months  li^c  the  flasks  at  a  feast. 
Is  pnej^arir^  to  tap  a  fre<h  do/en  ! 

Hip  !  Hip  !  and  Hurrah  I 

Then  fill,  all  ye  Happy  and  Free,  unto  whom 

The  past  Year  has  been  pleasant  and  sunny ; 
Its  months  each  as  sweet  as  if  made  of  the  bloom 

Of  the  tkvmf  whence  the  bee  gathers  honey — 
r>a\-s  usher'd  by  dew-drops,  instead  of  the  tears,. 

May  be  m-rung  from  some  \«Tetcheder  cousin  « 
Then  fill,  and  with  gratitude  join  in  the  cheers 

That  triumphantly  hail  a  fresh  dozen  I 

Hip  1  Hip  !  and  Hurrah  ! 

And  ye,  "w\vo  \v\\e  ttvtl  vi\\>\  K^^i^vscof  ^VJca&t^ 
And  been  V>oW  A  Vo  v\va  cM>Jtt.  V5  \\s.  Vswn  \ 
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To  whom  the  Twelve  Months,  that  have  recently  pass'd. 

Were  as  harsh  as  a  prejudiced  jury, — 
Still,  fill  to  the  Future  !  and  join  in  our  chime, 

The  regrets  of  remembrance  to  cozen. 
And  having  obtained  a  New  Trial  of  Time, 

Shout  in  hopes  of  a  kindlier  dozen  1 

Hip  !  Hip  !  and  Hurrah  1 


A  WATERLOO  BALLAD. 


O  Waterloo,  with  sad  ado. 

And  many  a  sigh  and  groan, 
Amongst  the  dead,  came  Patty  Hcarl, 
To  look  for  Peter  Stone. 


**  O  prithee  tell,  good  sentinel. 

If  I  shall  find  him  here  ? 
Fm  come  to  weep  upon  his  corse. 

My  Ninety-Second  dear  ! 

"**  Into  our  town  a  sergeant  came 

With  ribands  all  so  fine, 
A-flaunting  in  his  cap — alas, 

His  bow  enlisted  mine  ! 

**  They  taught  him  how  to  turn  his  toes. 
And  stand  as  stiff  as  starch  ; 

I  thought  that  it  was  love  and  May, 
I3ut  it  was  love  and  March  ! 

■*'  A  sorry  March  indeed  to  leave 
The  friends  he  might  have  kep', — 

No  March  of  Intellect  it  was. 
But  quite  a  foolish  step. 

**0  prithee  tell,  good  sentinel. 

If  hereabout  he  lies? 
I  want  a  corpse  with  TeddvsVv^'axT, 
And  very  sweet  blue  e^eC^ 
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Hot  sorrow  on  the  sentinel 
Appeared  to  deeply  strike : — 

"  Walk  in,"  he  said,  "among  the  dead. 
And  pick  out  which  yon  like.** 

And  soon  she  pick'd  out  Peter  Stone^ 

Half  tiim'd  into  a  corse  ; 
A  cannon  was  his  bolster,  and 

His  mattrass  was  a  horse. 

**0  Peter  Stone,  O  Peter  Stone, 
Lord,  here  has  been  a  skrinunage  ! 

What  have  they  done  to  your  poor  breast. 
That  used  to  hold  my  image  ^' 


k» 


"  O  Patty  Head;  O  Patty  Head, 
You're  come  to  my  last  kissiog. 

Before  I'm  set  in  the  Gazette 
As  wounded,  dead,  and  missing  ! 

f  Alas  !  a  splinter  of  a  shell  1 
Right  in  my  stomach  sticks ; 

French  mortars  don*t  agiee  so  well 
With  stomachs  as  French  bricks. 

"  This  very  night  a  merry  dance 
At  Brussels  was  to  be  ; — 

Instead  of  opening  a  ball, 
A  ball  has  opened  me. 

**  Its  billet  every  bullet  has. 
And  well  it  does  fulfil  it ; — 

I  wish  mine  hadn't  come  so  straight. 
But  been  a  'crooked  billet.' 

**  And  then  there  came  a  cuirassier 
And  cut  me  on  the  chest ; — 

He  had  no  pity  in  his  heart. 
For  he  had  sied'd  his  breast, 

^  l^exX.  \K\tii^  «L\Mvttx,  "mtk  his  lanoe^ 
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I  cali'd  for  quarter,  but,  alas  t ' 
It  was  not  Quarter-day. 

"  He  ran  his  spear  right  through  my  arm, 
Just  here  above  the  joint : — 

0  Patty  dear,  it  was  no  joke, 
Although  it  had  a  point 

"With  loss  of  blood  I  fainted  off. 

As  dead  as  women  do- 
But  soon  by  charging  over  me. 

The  Coldstream  brought  me  to. 

With  kicks  and  cuts,  and  batts  and  blows, 

I  throb  and  ache  all  over ; 
I'm  quite  convinced  the  field  of  Mars 

Is  not  a  field  of  clover ! 

•*  O  why  did  I  a  soldier  turn 
For  any  royal  Guelph  ? 

1  might  have  been  a  butcher,  and 
In  business  for  myself ! 

"  O  why  did  I  the  bounty  take 

(And  here  he  gasp'd  for  breath) 
^!y  shillingsworth  of  'list  is  nail'd 

Upon  the  door  of  death  I 

"  Without  a  coffin  I  shall  lie 

And  sleep  my  sleep  eternal : 
Not  ev'n  a  shell — my  only  chance 

Of  being  made  a  Kernel  I 

"  O  Patty  dear,  our  wedding  bells 

Will  never  ring  at  Chester ! 
Here  I  must  lie  in  Honour's  bed, 

That  isn't  worth  a  tester  I 

**  Farewell,  my  regimental  mates. 

With  whom  I  used  to  dress  1 
My  corps  is  changed,  and  1  %m  ncrvf 

In  quite  another  mess. 
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"  Farewell,  my  Patty  dear,  I  have 
No  djring  consolations. 

Except,  when  I  am  dead,  you*ll  go 
And  see  th'  Illuminations." 


COCKLE  «r,  CACKLE. 

HOSE  who  much  read  advertisements  and  bills 
Must  have  seen  puffs  of  Cockle's  Pills, 
Call'd  Anti-bilious — 
Which  some  Physicians  sneer  at,  supercilious, 
But  which  we  are  assured,  if  timely  taken. 

May  save  your  liver  and  bacon ; 
Whether  or  not  they  really  give  one  ease, 

I,  who  have  never  tried. 

Will  not  decide ; 
But  no  two  things  in  union  go  like  these — 
Viz. — Quacks  and  Pills — save  Ducks  and  Pease. 
Now  Mrs.  W.  was  getting  sallow, 
Her  lilies  not  of  the  white  kind,  but  yellow. 
And  friends  portended  was  preparing  for 

A  human  Pate  P^rigord ; 
She  WHS,  indeed,  so  very  far  from  well. 
Her  Son,  in  filial  fear,  procured  a  box 
Of  those  said  pellets  to  resist  Bile's  shocks. 
And — tho'  upon  the  ear  it  strangely  knocks — 
To  save  her  by  a  Cockle  from  a  shell ! 
But  Mvs,  W.,  just  like  Macbeth, 
W^ho  very  vehemently  bids  us  "throw 
Bark  to  the  Bow-wows"  hated  physic  so. 
It  seem'd  to  share  "  the  bitterness  of  Death  :** 
Rhubarb — Magnesia — Jalap,  and  the  kind — 
Senna — Steel — Assa-foetida,  and  Squills — 
Powder  or  Draught — but  least  her  throat  inclined 
To  give  a  course  to  Boluses  or  Pills ; 
No— not  to  save  her  life,  in  lung  or  lobe. 
For  a\V  \vei  Vv^Uu'  or  all  her  liver's  sake, 
W  avlOL  Yvet  cqxvv  \3\^\Nt  >^^\«citw  >asA«\."a^'e^ 
On\y  one  ViVV\t  >iTvcfe\«s>;va\  ^«:Jwt\ 
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•*Tb  not  to  wonder  at,  in  such  a  case^ 
If  she  put  by  the  pill-box  in  a  place 
For  linen  rather  than  for  drugs  intended — 
Yet  for  the  credit  of  the  pills  let's  say 

After  they  thus  were  stow'd  away, 

Some  of  the  linen  mended ; 
But  Mrs.  W.  by  disease's  dint, 
Kept  getting  still  more  yellow  in  her  tint. 
When  lo  !  her  second  son,  like  elder  brother. 
Marking  the  hue  on  the  parental  gills, 
Brought  a  new  charge  of  Anti-tumeric  Pills, 
To  bleach  the  jaundiced  visage  of  his  Mother — 
"Who  took  them — in  her  cupboard — like  the  other. 

"Deeper  and  deeper,  still,"  of  course. 

The  fatal  colour  daily  grew  in  force ; 
Till  daughter  W.  newly  come  from  Rome, 
Acting  the  self-same  filial,  pillial,  part. 
To  cure  Mamma,  another  dose  brought  home 
Of  Cockle's ; — not  the  Cockles  of  her  heart ! 

These  going  where  the  others  went  before. 

Of  course  she  had  a  very  pretty  store  ; 
And  then — some  hue  of  health  her  cheek  adorning. 

The  Medicine  so  good  must  be. 

They  brought  her  dose  on  dose,  when  she 
Gave  to  the  up-stairs  cupboard,  "night  and  morning." 
Till  wanting  room  at  last,  for  other  stocks. 
Out  of  the  window  one  fine  day  she  pitch 'd 
The  pillage  of  each  box,  and  quite  cnrich'd 
The  feed  of  Mister  Burrell's  hens  and  cocks, — 

A  little  Barber  of  a  by -gone  day. 
Over  the  way. 
Whose  stock  in  trade,  to  keep  the  least  of  shops, 
Was  one  great  head  of  Kcmble, — that  is,  John, 
Staring  in  plaster,  with  a  Brutus  on. 
And  tweniy  little  Bantam  fowls— with  crops. 
Little  Dame  W.  thought  when  through  the  sash 

She  gave  the  physic  wings. 

To  find  the  very  things 
So  good  for  biJe,  so  bad  for  chicketv  Tas\\,* 
For  thoughtless  cock,  and  unteftedVn^  v^WeV  \ 
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But  while  they  gathered  up  the  nauseons  nubbles. 
Each  peck'd  itself  into  a  peck  of  troubles^ 
And  brought  the  hand  of  Death  upon  its  g;iillet. 
lliey  might  as  well  have  addled  beoi,  or  imtted. 
For  long  before  the  night — ah  woe  betide 
The  Pills  I  each  suicidal  Bantam  died 

Unfatted ! 


Think  of  poor  Burrell's  shock. 
Of  Nature's  debt  to  see  his  hens  all  payen^ 
And  laid  in  death  as  Everlasting  Layers, 
'With  Bantam's  small  £x-£mperor,  the  Cock, 
In  ruffled  plumage  and  funereal  hackle, 
Giving,  undone  by  Cockle,  a  last  Cackle  ! 
To  see  as  stiff  as  stone,  his  unlive  stock. 
It  really  was  enough  to  move  his  block. 
Down  on  the  floor  he  dash*d,  with  horror  big, 
Mr.  Beh's  third-  wife^s  mother's  coachman's  wig ; 
And  with  a  tragic  stare  like  his  own  Kemble, 
Burst  out  with  natural  emphasis  enough, 

And  voice  that  grief  made  tremble. 
Into  that  very  speech  of  sad  Macduff — 
"  What  I — all  my  pretty  chickens  and  their  dam. 

At  one  fell  swoop  ! — 

Just  when  I*d  bought  a  coop 
To  see  the  poor  lamented  creatures  cram  ! 

Ai\er  a  little  of  this  mood« 

And  brooding  over  the  departed  brood, 
With  razor  he  Ix^n  to  ope  each  craw, 
Already  turning  black,  as  black  as  coals ; 
When  lo  !  the  undigested  cause  he  saw — 
"Pison'dby  goles!" 

To  Mrs.  W.'s  luck  a  contradiction. 
Her  window  still  stood  open  to  conviction ; 
And  by  short  course  of  circumstantial  labour. 
He  fvxed  ihe  ^ilt  upon  his  adverse  neighbour  ;>- 
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Then,  in  another  moment^  swore  a  vow, 
He'd  make  her  do  pill-penance  in  the  pillory  ! 
She,  meanwhile  distant  from  the  dimmest  dream 
Of  combating  with  guilt,  yard-arm  or  arm-yard, 
Lapp'd  in  a  paradise  of  tea  and  cream ; 
When  up  ran  Betty  with  a  dismal  scream — 
"  Here's  Mr.  Burrell,  ma'am,  with  all  his  farm-yard  !" 
Straight  in  he  came,  unbowing  and  unbending, 
With  all  the  warmth  that  iron  and  a  barber 
Can  harbour ; 
To  dress  the  head  and  front  of  her  offending, 
The  filming  phial  of  his  wrath  uncorking ; 
In  short,  he  made  her  pay  him  altogether, 
In  hard  cash,  very  hard,  for  ev'ry  feather. 
Charging  of  course,  each  Bantam  as  a  Dorking ; 
Nothing  could  move  him,  nothing  made  him  supple, 
So  the  sad  dame  unpocketing  her  loss, 
Had  nothing  left  but  to  sit  hands  across, 
And  see  her  poultry  "going  down  ten  couple." 

Now  birds  by  poison  slain. 

As  venom'd  dart  from  Indian's  hollow  cane, 

Are  edible ;  and  Mrs.  W.'s  thrift,— 

She  had  a  thrifty  vein — 

Destined  one  pair  for  supper  to  make  shift,^ 

Supper  as  usual  at  the  hour  of  ten  : 

But  ten  o'clock  arrived  and  quickly  pass'd, 

Eleven — twelve — and  one  o'clock  at  last, 

Without  a  sign  of  supper  even  then  ! 

At  length  the  speed  of  cookery  to  quicken, 

Betty  was  call'd,  and  with  reluctant  feet. 

Came  up  at  a  white  heat — 
•*  Well,  never  I  see  chicken  like  them  chickens  I 
My  saucepans,  they  have  been  a  pretty  while  in  'em  I 
Enough  to  stew  them,  if  it  comes  to  that. 
To  flesh  and  bones,  and  perfect  rags  ;  but  drat 
Those  Anli-biling  Pills  !  there  is  no  bile  in  'em  1" 


3^ PLACING  AT  SOLD  IE kS, 

PLAYING  AT  SOLDIERS. 

•'Who'll  serve  the  king?" 

▲N  rLLUSTRATION. 

^HAT  little  urchin  is  there  invnA 
Hath  had  that  early  scariet  fever. 

Of  martial  trappings  caught  ? 
Trappings  well  call'd — because  they  trap 
And  catch  full  many  a  country  chap 
To  go  where  fields  ^are  fought ! 

What  little  urchin  with  a  rag 
Hath  never  made  a  little  flag, 

(Our  plate  will  show  the  manner,) 
And  wooed  each  tiny  neighbour  still. 
Tommy  or  Harry,  Dick  or  Will, 

To  come  beneath  the  banner  I 

• 
Just  like  that  ancient  shape  of  mist, 

In  Hamlet,  crying.  "'List,  O  'list !" 

Come,  who  will  serve  the  king. 
And  strike  frog-eating  Frenchmen  dead, 
And  cut  ofl  Boncyparty's  head  ? — 

And  all  that  sort  of  thing. 

So  used  I,  when  I  was  a  boy. 
To  march  with  military  toy. 

And  ape  the  soldier's  life  ; — 
And  with  a  whistle  or  a  hum, 
I  thought  myself  a  Duke  of  Drum 

At  least,  or  Earl  of  Fife. 

With  gun  of  tin  and  sword  of  lath. 
Lord  I  how  I  walk'd  in  glory's  path 

With  regimental  mates. 
By  sound  of  trump  and  rub-a-dubs — 
To  'siege  the  washhouse— charge  the  tub^— 

Or  storm  the  garden  gates. 
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I  cast  my  eyes  anew, 
My  former  comrades  all  tbe  while 
Rise  1^>  before  me,  rank  and  file, 

And  form  in  dim  review. 

Ay,,  there  they  stand,  and  dress  in  line, 
Lubbock,  and  Fenn,  and  David  Vine, 

And  dark  **  Jamaeky  Forde  !" 
And  limping  Wood,  and  **  Cockey  Hawes," 
Our  captain  always  made,  because 

He  had  a  real  sword  I 

Long  Lawrence,  Natty  Smart,  and  Soame, 
Who  said  he  had  a  gun  at  home, 

But  that  was  all  a  brag ; 
Ned  Ryder,  too,  that  used  to  sham 
A  prancing  horse,  and  big  Sam  Lamb 

That  would  hold  up  the  flag  ! 

Tom  Anderson,  and  "  Dunny  White," 
Who  never  right-abouted  right. 

For  he  was  deaf  and  dimib  ; 
Jack  Pike,  Jem  Crack,  and  Sandy  Gray, 
And  Dickey  Bird,  that  wouldn*t  play 

Unless  he  had  the  drum. 

And  Peter  Holt,  and  Charley  Jepp, 
A  chap  that  never  kept  the  step — 

No  more  did  "  Surly  Hugh  ; " 
Bob  flarrington,  and  "Fighting  Jim"— 
We  often  had  to  halt  for  him. 

To  let  him  tie  his  shoe. 

*•  Quarrelsome  Scott,"  and  Martin  Dick, 
That  kill'd  the  bantam  cock,  to  stick 

The  plumes  within  his  hat ; 
Bill  Hook,  and  little  Tommy  Grout 
That  got  so  thump'd  for  calling  out 

•*  Eyes  right !"  to  **  Squinting  Matt." 

Dan  Simpson,  that,  with  Peter  Dodd^ 
Was  a/vuays  in  the  awkward  s<\\iad, 
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And  those  two  greedy  Blakes^ 
That  took  our  money  to  the  £gur 
To  buy  the  corps  a  trunipet  there^ 

And  kid  it  out  in  cakes. 

Where  are  they  now  ?— an  open  wat 
With  open  mouth  declaring  for?—- 

Or  fall'n  in  bloody  fray? 
bompeird  to  tell  the  truth  I  ani. 
Their  fights  all  ended  with  the  sham,— ^ 

Their  soldiership  in  play. 

Brave  Soame  sends  cheeses  oat  in  tmcK^ 
And  Martin  sells  the  cock  he  plucks, 

And  Jepp  now  deals  in  wine ; 
Harrington  bears  a  lawyer's  bag. 
And  warlike  Lamb  retains  his  flag. 

But  on  a  tavern  sign. 

They  tell  me  Cocky  Hawes*s  sword 
Is  seen  upon  a  broker's  board  : 

And  as  for  **  Fighting  Jim," 
In  Bishopgate,  last  Whitsuntide, 
His  unresisting  cheek  I  spied 

Beneath  a  quaker  brim  I 

Quarrelsome  Scott  is  in  the  church. 
For  Ryder  now  your  eye  must  search 

The  marts  of  silk  and  lace — 
Bird's  drums  are  filled  with  figs,  and  mut^ 
And  I — IVe  got  a  substitute 

To  Soldier  in  my  place  1 


•'NAPOLEON'S  MIDNIGHT  REVIEW."^ 
A  NEW  VERSION. 


N  his  bed,  bolt  upright. 

In  the  dead  of  the  night, 
t\v't  "^twvOcv  ^xbs^ffs^A  ^J^Axts  like  a 
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By  a  dream  held  in  charm. 
He  uplifts  his  right  arm, 
For  he  dreams  of  reviewing  his  host. 

To  die  stable  he  glides, 

For  the  charger  he  rides ; 
And  he  mounts  him,  still  under  the  spell ; 

Then,  with  echoing  tramp, 

They  proceed  through  the  camp^ 
All  intent  on  a  task  he  loves  well. 

Such  a  sight  soon  alarms, 

And  the  guards  present  arms, 
As  he  glides  to  the  posts  that  they  kccp{ 

Then  he  gives  the  brief  word. 

And  the  bugle  is  heard, 
Like  a  hound  giving  tongue  in  its  slcc[». 

Next  the  drums  they  arouse, 

But  with  dull  row-de-dows, 
And  they  gjive  but  a  somnolent  sound  ; 

Whilst  the  foot  and  horse,  both, 

Very  slowly  and  loth. 
Begin  drowsily  mustering  round. 

To  the  right  and  left  hand. 

They  fall  in,  by  command, 
In  a  line  that  might  better  be  dress'd  ; 

Whilst  the  steeds  blink  and  nod, 

And  the  lancers  think  odd 
To  be  rous'd  like  the  spears  from  their  rest 

With  their  mouths  of  wide  shape. 

Mortars  seem  all  agape, 
Heavy  guns  look  more  heavy  with  sleep  ; 

And,  whatever  their  bore, 

Seem  to  think  it  one  more 
In  the  night  such  a  field  day  to  keep. 

Then  the  arms,  christened  small 

Fire  no  volley  at  all. 

But  go  off,  like  ihe  rc.-t,  iu  a  doic  \ 
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And  the  eagles,  poor  things, 
Tack  their  heads  'neath  their  wings, 
And  the  band  ends  in  tones  thxocigh  the 

Till  each  papil  of  Mar^ 
Takes  a  wink  like  the  stars^^ 

Open  order  no  eye  can  obey ! 
If  the  plumes  in  their  heads 
Were  the  feathers  of  beds. 

Never  top  could  be  sounder  than  they! 


So,  just  wishing  good  night, 

Bows  Napoleon,  polite ; 
But  instead  of  a  lorpX  endeavour 

To  reply  with  a  cheer ; 

Not  a  sound  met  his  ear, 
Though  each  £a.ce  seem'd  to  say,  *^Nap  for 
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E  Muses  nine  inspire 
And  stir  up  my  poetic  fire ; 
Teach  my  burning  soul  to  speak 
With  a  bubble  and  a  squeak ! 
Of  Dr.  Kitchener  I  fain  would  sing. 
Till  pots,  and  pans,  and  mighty  kettles  ring. 

O  culinary  sage ! 
(I  do  not  mean  the  herb  in  use. 
That  always  goes  along  with  goose) 
How  have  I  feasted  on  thy  page : 
"  When  like  a  lobster  boiled  the  mom 
From  black  to  red  began  to  turn,* 
Till  midnight,  when  I  went  to  bed. 
And  dapt  my  tewah-diddle  on  my  head. 

Who  is  there  cannot  tell. 

Thou  leadest  a  life  of  living  well  ? 

**  VAiaX  Xiaxoi^  o\  «^M^  est  Vxck!^  ^C  the  shire 

Lives  \\i\l  «i  N«e\\  «&  ^>aa\>|  ^\>i— exT 
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In  doing  well  thou  must  be  reckon'd 
The  first, — and  Mrs.  Fry  the  second  ; 
And  twice  a  Job, — ^for,  in  thy  fev'rish  toils. 
Thou  wast  all  over  roasts — as  well  as  boils. 

Thou  wast  indeed  no  dunce, 
To  treat  thy  subjects  and  thyself  at  once  : 
Many  a  hungry  poet  eats 
His  brains  like  thee. 
But  few  there  be 
Could  live  so  long  on  their  receipts. 

What  living  soul  or  sinner 

"Would  slight  thy  invitation  to  a  dinner. 
Ought  with  the  Danaides  to  dwell. 

Draw  gravy  in  a  cullender,  and  hear 

For  ever  in  his  ear 
The  pleasant  tinkling  of  thy  dinner  belL 

Immortal  Kitchener  I  thy  fame 

Shall  keep  itself  when  Time  maizes  game 

Of  other  men^s — yea,  it  shall  keep,  all  weathers, 

And  thou  shalt  be  upheld  by  thy  pen  feathers. 

Yea,  by  the  sauce  of  Michael  Kelly  1 
Thy  name  shall  perish  never. 
But  be  magnified  for  ever — 

—By  all  whose  eyes  are  bigger  than  their  belly. 
Yea,  till  the  world  is  done — 
— To  a  turn — and  Time  puts  out  the  sun. 
Shall  live  the  endless  echo  of  thy  name. 
But,  as  for  thy  more  fleshy  frame. 
Ah  I  Death^s  carnivorous  teeth  will  tittle 
Thee  out  of  breath,  and  eat  it  for  cold  victual ; 

But  still  thy  fame  shall  be  among  the  nations 

Preserved  to  the  last  course  of  generations. 

Ah  me,  my  soul  is  touch'd  with  sorrow  I 

To  think  how  flesh  must  pass  away^ 

So  mutton,  that  is  warm  to-day. 
Is  cold,  and  tum'd  to  hashes,  on  the  morrowl 

Farewell  !  I  would  say  morc^butl 

Have  other  fish  to  fry. 
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THE  CIGAIL 

OME  sigh  for  this  and  that ; 
My  wishes  don't  go  far ; 
The  world  may  wag  at  wiU^ 
So  I  have  my  cigar. 

Some  fret  themselves  to  death 

With  Whig  and  Tory  jar, 
I  don't  care  which  is  in, 

So  I  have  my  dgar. 

Sir  John  requests  my  vote. 

And  so  does  Mr.  Mart ; 
I  don't  care  how  it  goes, 

So  I  have  my  cigar. 

Some  want  a  German  row^ 

Some  wish  a  Russian  war  \ 
I  care  not — I'm  at  peace^ 

So  I  have  my  cigar. 

1  never  see  the  Post, 

I  seldom  read  the  Star ; 
The  Globe  I  scarcely  heed. 

So  I  have  my  dgar. 

They  tell  me  that  Bank  Stock 

Is  sunk  much  under  par  ; 
It's  all  the  same  to  me, 

So  I  have  my  cigar. 

Honours  have  come  to  men 

My  juniors  at  the  Bar ; 
No  matter — I  can  wait, 

So  I  have  my  dgar. 

Ambition  frets  me  not ; 

K  cab  or  glory's  car 
Kit  \\ia\.  ^t  ^axE\&  Vo  xss*^ 
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I  worship  no  vain  gods, 

But  serve  the  household  Lar ; 
I'm  sure  to  be  at  home, 

So  I  have  my  cigar. 

I  do  not  seek  for  fame, 
A  Geiieral  with  a  scar ; 

A  private  let  me  be. 
So  I  have  my  cigar. 

To  have  my  choice  among 
The  toys  of  life's  bazaar. 

The  deuce  may  take  them  all 
So  I  have  my  cigar. 

Some  minds  are  often  tost 
By  tempests  like  a  tar  ; 

I  always  seem  in  port. 
So  I  have  my  cigar. 

Tlie  ardent  flame  of  love 
My  bosom  cannot  char, 

I  smoke,  but  do  not  bum, 
So  I  have  my  cigar. 

They  tell  me  Nancy  I>ow 
Has  married  Mr.  R. ; 

The  jilt !  but  I  can  live. 
So  I  have  my  cigar. 


AN  ANCIENT  CONCERT. 

BY  A  VENERABLE   DIRECTOR. 

"  Give  me  old  music — let  me  hear 
The  songs  of  days  gone  by  !"— H.  F.  Chorlby. 

H !  come,  all  ye  who  love  to  hear 
Ad  ancient  song  in  ancient  taste. 
To  whom  all  by-gone  Music's  dear 
As  verdant  spols  m  "^Jltmot^'*^  ''iTO&XfcX 
ItsBstmc  "The  Ancient  Coivceil'*  "wxoiv^ 


The  present  age  behi 
Away,  then,  all  ye  " 
Your  Fttlicra  ate  the 

Away,  tils*  Birch,  ji 
Miss  Romer,  seek  *o 
Go,  Mti.  Sh&wt  till, 
Vou  coant  you'n  na 
Go,  Mill  Novello,  ■ 
Go,  thoa  composii^ 
And  rotua  the  count] 
No  Newcome  will  tx 

Oar  Contert  aimt  to 
The  muiic  that  hu  b 
So,  Rook^  for  a*  jro 
Till  titne  liai  nude  y 
Your  icore  11U.7  char 
Nay,  oura;  when  tlu< 
But  b  this  Andenl  a 
Fiesh  ain  like  yoon 
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No,  Grisi,  no, — but  come  to  us 

And  welcome,  when  you  leave  the  stage  I 

Ofl^  Ivanhoff ! — till  weak  and  harsh  ! — 

Rubini,  hence  !  with  all  the  clan ! 

But  come,  Lablache,  years  hence,  Lablache^ 

A  little  shtivell'd  thin  old  man. 

Go,  Mr.  Phillips,  where  you  pleased 
Away,  Tom  Cooke,  and  all  your  bat%/h ; 
You'd  run  us  out  of  breath  with  Glees, 
And  Catches  that  we  could  not  catch. 
Away,  ye  Leaders  all,  who  lead 
With  violins,  quite  modem  things ; 
To  guide  our  Ancient  band  we  need 
Old  fiddles  out  of  leading  strings  I 

But  come,  ye  Songsters,  over  ripe. 
That  into  "  childish  trebles  break  1 " 
And  bring.  Miss  Winter,  bring  the  pipe 
That  cannot  sing  without  a  shake  ! 
Nay,  come,  ye  Spinsters  all,  that  spiii 
A  slender  thread  of  ancient  voice. 
Old  notes  that  almost  seem  call'd  in ; 
At  such  as  you  we  shall  rejoice  ! 

No  thund'riiig  Thalbergs  here  shall  balk. 
Or  ride  your  pet  D-cadence  o*er. 
But  fingers  with  a  little  chalk 
Shall,  moderato,  keep  the  score ! 
No  Broadwoods  here,  so  full  of  tonci 
But  Harpsichords  assist  the  strain  : 
No  Lincoln's  pipes,  we  have  our  own 
Bird-Ocgan,  built  by  Tubal-Cain. 

And  welcome !  St.  Cecilians,  now 
Ye  willy-nilly,  ex -good  fellows, 
Who  will  strike  up,  no  matter  how^ 
With  organs  that  survive  their  belloi^ ! 
And  bring,  oh  bring,  your  ancient  styles 
In  which  our  elders  lov'd  to  roam. 
Those  flourishes  that  strayed  foi  tdaVq^ 
Tin  some  good  £ddle  led  \}[itm  \iomft\ 


,«  lii£h,   blQ«  low 

<i  Mislef  B. 
One  night 
With  toM 
Therh**' 
That  m»de  the  »eiy  < 
They  could  not  foe  ■ 
It  Ibey  «««*<** 
ForMcanotrbniOKhl 
Al  Deptforf  done  bl 
llefore  raM  eye  appe 
In  t'other  eye  »  B% 
To  be  bdaboort  w 
'Without  Kane  «im11 
Ont  natora  will  not 
One  impulse  moVd 
He  seiied  the  long" 
I,eaving  the  ruffian. 
The  poker  Mid  the 
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"Speak!  Fire?  or  Murder?  What's  the  matter ? "  . 
Till  Mary,  getting  breath, 
.    Upon  her  tale  began  to  touch 
With  rapid  tongue,  full  trotting,  such 
As  if  she  thought  she  had  too  much 
To  tell  before  her  death : — 

"  We  was  both.  Ma'am,  in  the  wash-house,  Ma*am,  a-standing  at 

our  tubs, 
And  Mrs.  Round  wa<:  seconding  what  little  things  I  rubs ;       * 

*  Mary,*  says  she  to  me,  *  I  say ' — and  there  she  stops  for  coughin', 
'  That  dratted  copper  flue  has  took  to  smokin'  very  often, 

But  please  the  pigs,' — for  that's  her  way  of  swearing  in  a  passion, 
'  I'll  blow  it  up,  and  not  be  set  a-coughin'  in  this  fashion  !  * 
Well,  down  she  takes  my  master's  horn — I  mean  his  horn  for 

loading. 
And  empties  every  grain  alive  for  to  set  the  flue  exploding. 
Lawk,  Mrs.  Round  !  says  I,  and  stares,  that  quantum  is  unproper. 
I'm  sartin  sure  it  can't  not  take  a  pound  to  sky  a  copper ; 
You'll  powder  both  our  heads  off,  so  I  tells  you,  with  its  puff, 
But  she  only  dried  her  fingers,  and  she  takes  a  pinch  of  snuff. 
Well,  when  the  pinch  is  over — *  Teach  your  grandmother  to  suck 
A  powder  horn,'  says  she — Well,  says  I,  I  wish  you  luck. 
Them  wortls  sets  up  her  back,  so  with  her  hands  upon  her  hips, 

•  Come,*  says  she,  quite  in  a  huff,  *  come,  keep  your  tongue  inside 

your  lips ; 
Afore  ever  you  was  bom,  I  was  well  used  to  things  like  these 
I  shall  put  it  in  the  grate,  and  let  it  bum  up  by  degrees. 
So  in  it  goes,  and  Bounce—  O  Lord  !  it  gives  us  such  a  rattle, 
I  thought  we  both  were  canonised,  like  Sogers  in  a  battle  ! 
Up  goes  the  copper  like  a  squib,  and  us  on  both  our  backs. 
And  bless  the  tubs,  they  bundled  off,  and  split  all  into  cracks. 
Well,  there  I  fainted  dead  away,  and  might  have  been  cut  shorter. 
But  Providence  was  kind,  and  brouglit  me  to  with  scalding  water. 
I  first  looks  round  for  Mrs.  Round,  and  sees  her  at  a  distance, 
As  stiff  as  starch,  and  looked  as  dead  as  any  thing  in  existence  ; 
All  scorched  and  grimed,  and  more  than  that,  I  sees  the  copper 

slap 
Right  on  her  head,  for  all  the  world  like  a  percussion  copper  capw 
Well,  I  crooks  her  little  fingers,  and  crumps  l\itm  "w^  >a:^  v> 
gcthcr. 
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As  humanity  pints  out,  and  burnt  her  nostrums  with  a  liBtther ; 

But  for  all  as  I  can  do,  to  restore  her  to  her  mortality. 

She  never  gives  a  sign  of  a  return  to  sensuality. 

Thinks  I,  well  there  she  lies,  as  dead  as  my  own  late  departed 

mother. 
Well,  she*ll  wash  no  more  in  this  world,  whatever  she  does  in 

t'other. 
So  I  gives  myself  to  scramble  up  the  linens  for  a  minute, 
Lawk,  sich  a  shirt !  thinks  I,  it's  well  my  master  wasn't  in  it ; 
Oh  1  I  never,  never,  never,  never,  never  see  a  sight  so  shockin' ; 
Here  lays  a  1^,  and  there  a  1^ — I  mean,  you  know,  a  stocking— 
Bodies  all  slit  and  torn  to  rags,  and  many  a  tattered  skirt. 
And  arms  burnt  ofl^  and  sides  and  backs  all  scotched  and  black 

with  dirt ; 
But  as  nobody  was  in  'em — ^none  but — ^nobody  was  hurt ! 
Well,  there  I  am,  a-scrambling  up  the  things,  all  in  a  lump. 
When,  mercy  on  us !  such  a  groan  as  makes  my  heart  to  jump. 
And  there  she  is,  a-lying  with  a  crazy  sort  of  eye, 
A-staring  at  the  wash-house  roof,  laid  open  to  the  sky: 
Then  she  beckons  with  her  finger,  and  so  down  to  her  I  reaches, 
And  puts  my  ear  agin  her  mouth  to  hear  her  djring  speeches, 
For,  poor  soul !   she  has  a  husband  and  young  orphans,  as  I 

knew; 
Well,  Ma'am,  yoa  won't  believe  it,  but  it's  Gospel  fact  and  true, 
But  these  words  is  all  she  whbpered — *  Why,  where  is  the  powder 

blew  I ' " 


THE  LAST  WISH. 


HEN  I  resign  this  world  so  briaiy. 
To  have  across  the  Styx  my  ferrying. 
Oh,  may  I  die  without  a  diary  1 
And  be  interred  without  a  BuRY>ing! 


't'HE  poor  dear  dead  have  been  laid  out  in  vain, 
Tum'd  into  cash,  they  are  laid  out  again  I 
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THE  DEVIL'S  ALBUM. 

|T  will  seem  an  odd  whim 
For  a  spirit  so  grim 
As  the  Devil  to  take  a  delight  in  ; 
But  by  common  renown 
He  has  come  up  to  town. 
With  an  Album  for  people  to  write  in  ! 

On  a  handsomer  book 

Mortal  never  did  look ; 
Of  a  flame-colour  silk  is  the  binding  I 

With  a  border  superb, 

Where  through  flow'ret  and  herb. 
The  old  serpent  goes  brilliantly  winding ! 

By  gilded  grotesques, 

And  emboss'd  arabesques, 
The  whole  cover,  in  fact,  is  pervaded  ; 

But,  alas !  in  a  taste 

That  betrays  they  were  traced 
At  the  will  of  a  Spirit  degraded  ! 

As  for  paper — the  best. 

But  extremely  hot -pressed. 
Courts  the  pen  to  luxuriate  upon  it,' 

And  against  ev'ry  blank 

There's  a  note  on  the  Bank, 
As  a  bribe  for  a  sketch  or  a  sonnet 

Who  will  care  to  appear 

In  the  Fiend's  Souvenir, 
Is  a  question  to  mortals  most  vital ; 

But  the  very  first  leaf, 

It's  the  public  belief, 
WUl  be  fdled  by  a  Lady  of  TiUe  \ 
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CONVEYANCING. 


A  VALENTINE. 
THE  WEATHER.      TO  P.  MURPHY,  ESQ.,  U.N.S. 

ITheae,  properly  speaking,  being  esteemed  the  three  ams  of  Meteoric  actioo. 


EAR  Murphf,  to  improye  her  charms. 
Your  servant  humbly  bi^ ; 
She  thanks  you  for  her  leadi  of  arms. 
But  wants  a  brace  of  legs. 


Moreover,  as  you  promise  folks 
On  certain  days  a  drizzle ; 

She  thinks,  in  case  she  cannot  rain. 
She  should  have  means  to  misMle, 

Some  lightning  too  may  just  fall  dne^ 
When  woods  begin  to  moult ; 

And  if  she  cannot  "  fork  it  out," 
She'll  wish  to  make  a  bolt  I 


CONVEYANCING. 

H,  London  is  the  place  for  all 
In  love  with  loco-motion  ! 
Still  to  and  fro  the  people  go 
Like  billows  of  the  ocean ; 
Machine  or  man,  or  caravan, 
Can  all  be  had  for  paying, 
When  great  estates,  or  heavy  weights. 
Or  bodies  want  conveying. 

There's  always  hacks  about  in  packs. 
Wherein  you  may  be  shaken. 

And  Jarvis  is  not  always  drunk^ 
Tho*  alwa)rs  overtaken  ; 

In  racing  tricks  he*ll  never  mix, 
\\\%  Tv;v,'^  w:t  vtv  their  last  days. 

As  \i  X\\<i^  ^vaA  >S^Evx  fast  da^\\ 
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Then  if  you  like  a  single  horse, 

This  age  is  quite  a  cab^age^ 
A  car  not  quite  so  small  and  light 

As  those  of  our  Queen  Mab  age ; 
The  horses  have  been  broken  well. 

All  danger  is  rescinded, 
For  some  have  broken  both  their  knees^ 

And  some  are  broken  -winded. 

If  youVe  a  friend  at  Chelsea  end. 

The  stages  are  worth  knowing- 
There  is  a  sort,  we  call  'em  short. 

Although  the  longest  going — 
For  some  will  stop  at  Hatchet t's  shop 

Till  you  grow  faint  and  sicky. 
Perched  up  behind,  at  last  to  find 

Your  dinner  is  all  dickey  I 

Long  stages  run  from  every  yard  ; 

But  if  you're  wise  and  frugal. 
You'll  never  go  with  any  Guard 

That  plays  upon  the  bugle, 
"Ye  banks  and  braes,"  and  other  lays, 

And  ditties  everlasting, 
Like  miners  going  all  your  way. 

With  baring  and  with  blasting. 

Instead  oKjcurneySy  people  now 

May  go  upon  a  Gurney^ 
"With  steam  to  do  the  horses*  work, 

"By  powers  0/ attorney; 
Tho'  with  a  load  it  may  explode^ 

And  3rou  may  all  be  un-dont ! 
And  find  you're  going  up  to  J/cavn 

Instead  of  up  ta  London  I 

To  speak  of  every  kind  of  coach, 

It  is  not  my  intention  ; 
But  there  is  still  one  vehicle 

Deserves  a  little  mention  ; 
The  world  a  sage  has  caWd  a  sU^<t, 

y^iih  all  its  living  lumber, 
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And  Malthas  swears  it  always  bean 
Above  the  proper  number. 

The  law  will  transfer  honse  or  land 

For  ever  and  a  day  hence, 
For  lighter  things,  watch,  brooches,  rings, 

You'll  never  want  conveyance : 
Ho!  stop  the  thief!  my  handkerchief  I 

It  is  no  sight  for  laughter — 
Away  it  goes,  and  leaves  my  nose 

To  join  in  running  after. 


THE  ANGLER'S  FAREWELL. 
'  Resign'd,  I  kisied  the  lod." 


«' 


ELL !  I  think  it  is  time  to  put  up ! 
For  it  does  not  accord  with  my  notions^ 
Wrist,  elbow,  and  chine. 
Stiff  from  throwing  the  line, 
To  take  nothing  at  last  by  my  motions  1 

I  ground-bait  my  way  as  I  go, 
And  dip  in  at  each  watery  dimple ; 

But  however  I  wish 

To  inveigle  the  fish. 
To  my  gentle  they  will  not  play  simpU! 

Though  my  float  goes  so  swimmingly  oi^ 
My  bad  luck  never  seems  to  diminish ; 

It  would  seem  that  the  Bream 

Must  be  scarce  in  the  stream. 
And  the  Chub,  tho'  it's  chubby,  be  tkinnisk! 

Not  a  Trout  there  can  be  in  the  place, 
Not  a  Grayling  or  Rud  worth  the  mention, 

And  although  at  my  hook 

With  attention  I  look, 
I  can  ne'er  see  my  hook  with  a  Tench  on! 

"Bui  lYvCy  SeeitV  AT^TV  ^^tXXX^.  XKCtCa  TySSSR  \ 
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Have  they  taken  advice 
Of  the  "  CoutuU  of  Nice;' 
And  rejected  their  ^^  Did  of  Wbrmst*  now? 

In  vain  my  live  minnow  I  spin, 

Not  a  Pike  seems  to  think  it  worth  snatching ; 

For  the  gut  I  have  brought, 

I  had  better  have  bought 
A  good  rope  that  was  used  to  Jack-ketching  I 

Not  a  nibble  has  ruffled  my  cork, 
It  is  vain  in  this  river  to  search  then  ; 

I  may  wait  till  it's  night. 

Without  any  bite, 
And  at  roost-time  have  never  a  Perch  then 

No  Roach  can  I  meet  with — no  Bleak, 
Save  what  in  the  air  is  so  sharp  now ; 

Not  a  Dace  have  I  got. 

And  I  fear  it  is  not 
•*  Carpe  diem,"  a  day  for  the  Carp  now ! 

Oh !  there  is  not  a  one  pound  prize 
To  be  got  in  this  fresh- water  lottery  I 

What  then  can  I  deem 

Of  so  Bshless  a  stream 
But  that  'tis— like  St  Usury's— Ottery! 

For  an  Eel  I  have  learned  how  to  try, 
By  a  method  of  Walton's  own  showing,— 

But  a  fisherman  feels 

Little  prospect  of  Eels, 
In  a  path  that's  devoted  to  towing  I 

I  have  tried  all  the  water  for  miles, 
Till  I'm  weary  of  dipping  and  casting  t 

And  hungry  and  faint, — 

Let  the  Fancy  just  paint 
What  it  is  without  Fish,  to  be  Fasting! 

And  the  rain  drizzles  down  very  fast. 
While  my  dinner-time  sounds  from,  a  (ax  \x^>— - 
So,  wet  to  the  skin, 
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ril  e'en  back  to  my  Inn, 
Where  at  least  I  am  sore  of  a  Bar-heUI 


A  BLOW  UP. 
*"  Bere  we  go  up,  up,  upu**— Thx  Lay  or  -rait  Pikst  IIiv»tkkl. 

jEAR  Battle,  Mr.  Peter  Taker 
Was  Powder-maker, 
Not  Aldennaa  Flower's  flour, — the  wlite 
that  puffs 

And  primes  and  loads  Iieads  bald,  or  gray,  or  chowder, 
Figgins  and  Iliggins,  Fippins,  Filby, — Crowdcr, 
Not  vile  apothecary^s  pounded  stuffs. 
But  something  blacker,  bloodier,  and  loader. 

Gun-powder  I 
This  stuflf,  as  people  know,  is  semper 
Eadem  ;  very  hasty  in  its  temper — 
Like  Honour  that  resents  the  gentlest  taps. 
Mere  semblances  of  blows,  however  slight ; 
So  powder  fires,  although  you  only  p'rhaps 

Strike  light. 
To  make  it  therefore,  is  a  ticklish  business, 
And  sometimes  gives  both  head  and  heart  a  dizziness. 
For  as  all  human  flash  and  fancy  minders. 
Frequenting  fights  and  Powder-works  well  know. 
There  seldom  is  a  mill  witliout  a  blow 
Sometimes  upon  the  grinders. 
But  then — the  melancholy  phrase  to  soften, 
Mr.  B.'s  mill  transpired  so  very  often  ! 
And  advertised — than  all  Price  Currents  louder, 
"  Fragments  look  up — there  is  a  rise  in  Powder," 
So  frequently,  it  caused  the  neighbours*  wonder,— 
And  certain  people  had  the  inhumanity 
To  lay  it  all  to  Mr.  Baker's  vanity, 
That  he  might  have  to  say — '^Tliat  was  my  thnnderl'* 

One  day — so  goes  the  tale, 

Whether,  with  iron  hoof, 
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V^hethcr  some  glow*worra  of  the  Guy  Faux  stamp, 
Crept  in  the  building,  witli  Unsafety  Lamp — 
One  day  this  mill  that  had  by  water  ground, 
Became  a  sort  of  windmill  and  blew  round. 
With  bounce  that  went  in  sound  as  &r  as  Dover,  it 
Sent  half  the  workmen  sprawling  to  the  sky ; 
Besides  some  visitors  who  gained  thereby. 
What  they  had  asked — permission  "to  go  over  it!" 
Of  course  it  was  a  very  hard  and  high  blow, 
And  somewhat  differed  from  what*s  called  a  flyblow; 
At  Cowes'  Regatta  as  I  once  observed, 
A  pistol-shot  made  twenty  vessels  start ; 
If  such  a  sound  could  terrify  oak's  heart, 
Think  how  tliis  crash  the  human  nerve  unnerved. 
In  fact,  it  was  a  very  awful  thing, — 
As  people  know  that  have  been  used  to  battle, 
In  springing  either  mine  or  mill,  you  spring 

A  precious  rattle  ! 
The  dunniest  heard  it — poor  old  Mr.  F. 
Doubted  for  once  if  he  was  ever  deaf ; 
Through  Tunbridge  town  it  caused  most  strange  alanns  i 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fogg, 

Who  lived  like  cat  and  dog, 
Were  shocked  for  once  into  each  other's  arm^ 
Miss  M.  the  milliner — her  fright  so  strong. 
Made  a  great  gobble-stitch  six  inches  long ; 
The  veriest  quakers  quaked  against  their  wish ; 
The  "  Best  of  Sons  "  was  taken  unawares, 
And  kick'd  the  **  Best  of  Parents  "  down  the  stairs ; 
'ITie  steadiest  servant  dropped  the  China  dish ; 
A  thousand  started,  though  there  was  but  one 
Fated  to  win,  and  that  was  Mister  Dunn, 
Who  struck  convulsively,  and  hooked  a  fish! 

Miss  Wigings,  with  some  grass  upon  her  fork, 
Toss'd  it  just  like  a  hay-maker  at  work ; 
Her  sister  not  in  any  better  case. 

For  taking  wine. 

With  nervous  Mr.  Pyne, 
He  jerked  his  glass  of  Sherry  in  her  (ice, 

ruor  Mistress  Davy, 
C  1  X> 
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Bobb*d  off  her  bran-new  turban  in  the  gravy  ; 
While  Mr.  Davy  at  the  lower  end. 
Preparing  for  a  Goose  a  carver's  labonr. 
Darted  his  two-pronged  weapon  in  his^  neighbour. 
As  if  for  once  he  meant  to  help  a  friend. 

The  nurse-maid  telling  little  "  Jack-a-Norey," 
"  Bo-peep  "  and  **  Blue<ap  *'  at  the  house's  lopy 
ScreamM,  and  let  Master  Jeremiah  drop 

From  a  fourth  story ! 
Nor  yet  did  matters  any  better  go 
With  Cook  and  Housemaid  in  the  realms  beluw;  ' 
As  for  the  Laundress,  timid  Martlia  Gunning, 
Expressing  faintness  and  her  fear  by  fits 
And  starts, — she  came  at  last  but  to  her  wit!^ 
By  falling  in  the  ale  that  John  left  running. 

Grave  Mr.  Miles,  the  meekest  of  mankind. 
Struck  all  at  once  deaf,  stupid,  dumb,  and  blind. 
Sat  in  his  chaise  some  moments  like  a  corse. 
Then  coming  to  his  mind. 
Was  shocked  to  find. 
Only  a  pair  of  shafts  without  a  horse. 
Out  scrambled  all  the  Misses  from  Miss  Joy*s  ! 
From  Prospect  House,  for  urchins  small  and  bi& 
Hearing  the  awful  noise, 
Out  rushed  a  flood  of  boys. 
Floating  a  man  in  black,  without  a  wig ; — 
Some  carried  out  one  treasure,  some  another, — 
Some  caught  their  tops  and  tavi's  up  in  a  hurry. 
Same  saved  Chambaud,  some  rescued  Lindley  Murray, 
Uut  lillle  Tidily  carried  his  big  brother  I 

Sick  of  such  terrors, 
Tlie  Tunbridge  folks  resolv'd  that  truth  should  dwell 
^'o  longer  secret  in  a  Tunbridge  Well, 
But  to  warn  Baker  of  his  dangerous  errors; 
Accordingly  to  bring  the  point  to  pass, 
ThtY  callM  a  meeting  of  the  broken  glass, 
TVvc  ^aXV^x  Ol  Ocvvkvw^^  '^'s.^  7>.vA. 'j^a.uer'd  I  lies, 
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And  packed  it  in  a  cart, 

Drawn  by  the  horse  that  ran  from  Mr.  Miles ; 

While  Doctor  Babblethorpe,  the  worthy  Rector, 

And  Mr.  Gammag^  cutler  to  George  Rex, 

And  some  few  more,  whose  names  would  only  vex, 

Went  as  a  deputation  to  the  £x- 

Powder-proprietor  and  Mill-director. 

Now  Mr.  Baker*s  dwelling-house  had  pleased 

Along  with  mill-materials  to  roam, 

And  for  a  time  the  deputies  were  teased. 

To  find  the  noisy  gentleman  at  home ; 

At  last  they  found  him  with  undamaged  skin. 

Safe  at  the  Tunbridge  Arms — not  out — but  Inn. 

The  worthy  Rector,  with  uncommon  seal. 
Soon  put  his  spoke  in  for  the  common  weal^- 
A  grave  old  gentlemanly  kind  of  Urban, -« 
The  piteous  tale  of  Jeremiah  moulded, 

And  then  unfolded, 
By  way  of  climax,  Mrs.  Davy's  turban ; 
He  told  how  auctioneering  Mr.  Pidding 

Knocked  down  a  lot  without  a  bidding,'- 
IIow  Mr.  Miles,  in  fright,  had  giv*n  his  mare 

The  whip  she  wouldn't  bear, — 
At  Prospect  House,  how  Doctor  Oates,  not  TituS| 

Danc'd  like  Saint  Vitus,^ 
And  Mr.  Beak,  thro'  Powder's  misbehaving. 

Cut  off  his  nose  whilst  shaving  ;-^ 
When  suddenly,  with  words  that  seem'd  like  swearing, 
Beyond  a  Licenser's  belief  or  bearing— 
Broke  in  the  stuttering,  sputtering  Mr.  Gammage-^ 
•*  Who  is  to  pay  us,  Sir," — he  argued  thus, 
"  For  loss  of  cus-cus-cus*cus-cus'cus-cus— 
Cus-custom,  and  the  dam-dam-dam-damage  ? 

Now  many  a  person  had  been  fairly  puzzled 
By  such  assailants,  and  completely  muzzled ; 
Baker,  however,  was  not  dash'd  with  ease- 
But  proved  he  practised  after  their  own  system, 
And  with  small  ceremony  soon  dismlssW  'errv, 
Putting  these  words  into  their  ears  Wkc  (Vcais  •, 
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"  If  I  do  have  a  blow,  well,  wliere's  the  oddity? 
I  merely  do  as  other  tradesmen  do. 

You,  Sir, — and  you — and  you  ! 
I'm  only  puffing  off  my  own  oonunodity  I 


THE  SCHOOLMASTER'S  MOTTO. 
"The  Admifal  oorapeUed  then  all  lo  striiee.'*— Lipb  of  NsLSoif. 

lUSH  I  silence  in  School — not  a  noise ! 
You  shall  soon  see  there*s  nothing  to  jeer  ot, 
Master  Marsh,  most  audacious  of  boys ! 
Come  1 — *'  Palmam  qui  meruit  ferat  1'' 

So  this  mom  in  the  midst  of  the  Psalm, 
The  Miss  Sifncin*s  school  you  must  leer  at. 
You're  complained  of — Sir !  hold  out  your  palm,'- 
There  I — **  Palnian  qui  meruit  fcrat ! " 

You  wilful  young  rebel,  and  dunce  I 
This  ofience  all  your  sins  shall  appear  at. 
You  shall  have  a  good  caning  at  once — 
There  I — '*  Palmam  qui  meruit  fcrat  I " 

You  are  backward,  you  know,  in  each  verb. 
And  your  pronouns  you  are  not  more  clear  at, 
But  you're  forward  enough  to  disturb, — 
There  \ — "Palmam  qui  meruit  feratl" 

You  said  Master  Twigg  stole  the  plums, 
When  the  orchard  he  never  was  near  at, 
I'll  not  punish  wrong  fingers  or  thumbs,— 
l*here  \ — "  Palmam  qui  meruit  ferat !' 


i»» 


You  make  Master  Taylor  your  butt, 
And  this  morning  his  face  you  threw  beer  at^ 
And  you  struck  him — do  you  like  a  cut? 
There  ! — "  Palmam  qui  meruit  ferat!' 


i*» 


1  AlV\e  "WvAAV.  '^wi.X^^N'jSRfc  ^v^Tciv^ 
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He's  my  Opt^  Sir,  and  you  are  ray  Pess : 
There ! — "  Palmam  qui  meruit  fcrat !" 

Then  you  had  a  pitcht  fight  with  yotmg  Rous, 
An  offence  I  am  always  severe  at  I 
You  discredit  to  Cicero-House  ! 
There ! — "  Paimam  qui  meruit  fcrat  !'* 

You  have  made  too  a  plot  in  the  night, 
To  run  off  from  the  school  that  you  rear  at ! 
Come,  your  other  hand,  now.  Sir, — ^the  right. 
There! — **  Palmam  qui  meruit  feratl" 

ril  teach  you  to  draw,  you  young  dog ! 
Such  pictures  as  Pm  looking  here  at ! 
'*  Old  Mounseer  making  soup  of  a  frog," 
There  I—  **  Palmam  qui  meruit  ferat ! " 

You  have  run  up  a  bill  at  a  shop, 
That  in  paying  you'll  be  a  whole  year  at,-* 
You've  but  twopence  a  week,  Sir,  to  stop  1 
llierel — **  Palmam  qui  meruit  ferat !  '* 

Then  at  dinner  you're  quite  cock-a-hoop. 
And  the  soup  you  are  certain  to  sneer  at — 
I  have  sipped  it — it's  very  good  soup, — 
There ! — ^  Palmam  qui  meruit  ferat ! " 

Toother  day  when  I  fell  o'er  the  form. 
Was  my  tumble  a  thing.  Sir,  to  cheer  at? 
Well  for  you  that  my  temper's  not  warm,— 
There  I — **  Palmam  qui  meruit  ferat  I " 

Why,  you  rascal !  you  insolent  brat ! 
All  my  talking  you  don't  shed  a  tear  at. 
There— take  that.  Sir!  and  that!  that!  and  thatl 
There ! — **  Palmam  qui  meruit  ferat  1 " 
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THE  KANGAROOS. 
A  FABLE. 

PAIR  of  married  kangaroos 

(The  case  is  oft  a  human  one  too) 
Were  greatly  puzzled  once  to  dioose 
A  trade  to  put  their  eldest  son  to : 
A  little  brisk  and  busy  chap, 

As  all  the  litUe  IL's  just  then  are— 
About  some  two  months  off  the  lap, — 
They're  not  so  long  in  arms  as  men  are. 

A  twist  in  each  parental  muzzle 
Betjay*d  the  hardship  of  the  puzzle 

F#o  much  the  flavour  of  life's  cup 
Is  framed  by  early  wrong  or  right. 
And  Kangaroos  we  know  are  quite 

Dependent  on  their  "rearing  up.' 
The  question,  with  its  ins  and  outs^ 
Was  intricate  and  full  of  doubts  ; 

And  yet  they  had  no  squeamish  carings 
i^or  trades  unfit  or  fit  for  gentry. 
Such  notion  never  had  an  entry, 

For  they  had  no  armorial  bearings. 
Ilowbeit  they're  not  the  last  on  earth 
That  might  indulge  in  pride  of  birth  ; 

Whoe'er  has  seen  their  infant  young 
Bob  in  and  out  their  mother's  pokes. 

Would  own,  with  very  ready  tongue, 
They  are  not  bom  like  common  folks. 
Well,  thus  the  serious  subject  stood. 

It  kept  the  old  pair  watchful  nightly, 
Debating  for  young  hopeful's  good. 
That  he  might  earn  his  livelihood. 

And  go  through  life  (like  them)  uprightly. 
Arms  would  not  do  at  all ;  no,  marry, 
In  that  line  all  his  race  miscarry  ; 

And  agriculture  was  not  proper, 
\3iAess  Xivt^f  TcvcaxiV  \ivft  lad  to  tarry 

Ht  Nf%s  TkOV.  ^^  ^!^^  «va!i.  Vix  ^xnu^QKB^ 
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At  least  in  any  striking  style  ; 

And  as  for  being  mercantile — 
He  was  not  form'd  for  over-reaching. 
The  law — why  there  still  fate  ill-starr*d  him. 
And  plainly  from  the  bar  debarr'd  him  : 
A  doctor — who  would  ever  fee  him  ? 

In  music  he  could  scarce  engage, 

And  as  for  going  on  the  stage 
In  tragic  socks  I  think  I  see  him. 

He  would  not  make  a  rigging-mounter  ; 

A  haberdasher  had  some  merit. 
But  there  the  counter  still  ran  counter. 
For  just  suppose 
A  lady  chose 
To  as^  him  for  a  yard  of  ferret  2 

A  gardener  digging  up  his  beds, 

The  puzzled  parents  shook  their  heacK 

•*  A  tailor  would  not  do  because — ** 
They  paused  and  glanced  upon  his  paws. 

Some  parish  post,  though  fate  should  place  it 
Before  him,  how  could  he  embrace  it? 

In  short  each  anxious  Kangaroo 
DiscussM  the  matter  through  and  through 
By  day  they  scem'd  to  get  no  nearer, 

'Twas  posing  quite — 

And  in  the  night 
Of  course  they  saw  their  way  no  clearer  f 
At  last  thus  musing  on  tlieir  knees — 
Or  hinder  elbows  if  you  please — 
It  came — no  thought  was  ever  brighter  \ 
In  weighing  every  why  and  whether. 
They  jump'd  upon  it  both  together — 
^  Let's  make  the  imp  a  sfiart-fiand  writer  I*' 

MORAL. 

I  wish  all  human  parents  so 
Vfovld  ai]gue  what  thdr  son*  we  ^l  ^ox  v 
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Some  would-be  critics  that  I  know 

\Vould  be  in  trades  they  have  more  wit  for. 


I  CANNOT  BEAR  A  GUN. 

"  Timidity  is  generally  reckoned  an  essential  attxibate  of  the  £ur  sex,  and 
this  absurd  nodon  gives  rise  to  more  faUe  starts  than  a  race  for  the  Leger. 
Hence  screams  at  mice,  fiu  at  spiders,  fooes  at  Umk1%  jaapa  at  liiards»  flights 
from  daddy  longlega,  panics  at  wasps,  sauve  qui  feui  at  ai^ht  of  a  gua. 
Surely,  when  the  military  exercise  is  made  a  branch  of  educaboa  at  ao  many 
ladies  academies,  the  use  of  the  musket  would  only  be  a  judicious  step  fiifthcr 
in  the  march  of  miiid.  I  should  not  despair,  in  a  month's  practice,  of 
making  the  most  timid  British  female  fond  of  8fflall<aniia." — Hints  by  a  Cub* 

|T  can't  be  minced,  Tm  quite  convinced 
All  girls  are  full  of  flam. 
Their  feelings  fine  and  feminine 
Arc  nothing  else  but  sham. 
On  all  their  tricks  I  need  not  fix, 

I'll  only  mention  one, 
I  low  many  a  Miss  will  tell  you  this, 
*'  I  cannot  bear  a  gun  !' 


i»» 


There's  cousin  Bell  can't  'bide  the  smell 

Of  powder — horrid  stuff ! 
A  single  pop  will  make  her  drop, 

She  shudders  at  a  puffl 
My  Manton  near,  with  aspen  fear 

Will  make  her  scream  and  run: 
**  It's  always  so,  you  brute,  you  know 

I  cannot  bear  a  gun  !" 

About  my  flask  I  must  not  ask, 

I  must  not  wear  a  belt, 
I  must  not  take  a  punch  to  make 

My  pellets,  card  or  felt ; 
And  if  I  just  allude  to  dust. 

Or  speak  of  number  one, 
••  I  beg  you'll  not—don't  talk  of  shoCi 

I  cannot  bear  a  gun  V 
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Or  raise  my  voice  for  Mr.  Joyce, 

His  wadding  to  recall ; 
At  Hawker's  book  I  must  not  look. 

All  shooting  I  must  shun. 
Or  else — "  It*s  hard,  you've  no  regard, 

I  cannot  bear  a  gun ! ' 


•I 


The  very  dress  I  wear  no  less 

Must  suit  her  timid  mind, 
A  bine  or  black  must  clothe  my  back» 

With  swallow-tails  behind  ; 
By  fustian,  jean,  or  velveteen, 

Her  nerves  are  overdone  : 
'*  Oh  do  not,  John,  put  gaiters  on, 

I  cannot  bear  a  gun  !** 

£*en  little  James  she  snubs,  and  blames 

His  Liliputian  train. 
Two  inches  each  from  mouth  to  breach. 

And  charged  with  half  a  grain — 
His  crackers  stopp'd,  his  squibbing  dropped. 

He  has  no  fiery  fun. 
And  all  thro'  her  ''  How  dare  you,  Sir? 

I  cannot  bear  a  gun !" 

Yet  Major  Flint,— the  Devil's  in't ! 

May  talk  from  mom  to  night, 
Of  springing  mines,  and  twelves  and  nines. 

And  volleys  left  and  right. 
Of  voltigeurs  and  tirailleurs^ 

And  bullets  by  the  ton  : 
She  never  dies  of  fright,  or  cries 

'*  I  cannot  bear  a  gim  !" 

It  stirs  my  bile  to  see  her  smile 

At  all  his  bang  and  whiz, 
But  if  I  talk  of  morning  walk. 

And  shots  as  good  as  his, 
I  must  not  name  the  fallen  game : 

As  soon  as  I've  begun. 
She's  in  her  pout,  and  crying  out, 

"  I  cannot  bear  a  gun  i' 


i*» 
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Y^t,  underneath  the  rose,  her  teeth 

Are  false,  to  match  her  tongue  : 
Grouse,  partridge,  hares,  she  never  spare% 

Or  pheasants,  old  or  young — 
On  widgeon,  teal,  she  makes  a  meal. 

And  yet  objects  to  none  : 
**  What  have  I  got,  it's  full  of  shot ! 

I  cannot  bear  a  gun!" 

At  pigeon-pie  she  is  not  shy, 

Her  taste  it  never  shocks, 
Though  they  should  be  from  BattersfS, 

So  famous  for  blue  rocks ; 
Yet  when  I  bring  the  very  thing 

My  markmanship  has  won. 
She  cries  '*  Lock  up  that  horrid  cup^ 

I  cannot  bear  a  gun  !** 

Like  fool  and  dunce  I  got  her  once 

A  box  at  Drury  I^ne, 
And  by  her  side  I  felt  a  pride 

I  ne*er  shall  feel  again  : 
To  read  the  bill  it  made  her  ill. 

And  this  excuse  she  spun, 
**  Der  Freyschiitz,  oh,  seven  shots  ;  you  know, 

I  cannot  bear  a  gim  !** 

Yet  at  a  hint  from  Major  Flint, 

Her  very  hands  she  rubs. 
And  quickly  drest  in  all  her  best, 

Is  off  to  Wormwood  Scrubbs. 
The  whole  review  she  sits  it  through, 

With  noise  enough  to  stun. 
And  never  winks,  or  even  thinks, 

**  I  cannot  bear  a  gun  !" 

She  thus  may  blind  the  Major's  mind 

In  mock-heroic  strife. 
But  let  a  bout  at  war  break  out, 
AxvA.  "wVvtui  ^  \Xvfe  idler's  wife^ 
To  XaiVe  \vv^  V\\.  ^xv\  xaax^Scw  ^\i>X 
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Or  will  she  cry,  "  My  dear,  good-bye, 
I  cannot  bear  a  gun?" 

If  thus  she  doats  on  army  coats, 

And  regimental  cuffs, 
The  yeomanry  might  surely  be 

Secure  from  her  rebuffs  ; 
But  when  I  don  my  trappings  on, 

To  follow  Captain  Dunn, 
My  carbine's  gleam  provokes  a  scream, 

**  I  cannot  bear  a  gun  ! " 

It  can't  be  minced,  I'm  quite  convinced. 

All  girls  are  full  of  flam, 
Their  feelings  fine,  and  feminine, 

Are  nothing  else  but  sham  ; 
On  all  their  tricks  I  need  not  fix, 

1*11  only  mention  one, 
How  many  a  Miss  will  tell  you  this, 

" I  cannot  bear  a  gun  I" 


TRIMMER'S  EXERCISE, 
FOR  THE  USE  OF  CHILDREN. 

ERE,  come.  Master  Timothy  Todd, 

Before  we  have  done  you'll  look  grimmer. 

You've  been  spelling  some  time  for  the  rod, 

And  your  jacket  shall  know  I'ma  Trimmer. 

You  don't  know  your  A  from  your  B, 

So  backward  you  are  in  your  Primer ; 
Don't  kneel — you  shall  go  on  my  knee, 

For  I'll  have  you  to  know  I'm  a  Trimmer. 

This  morning  you  hinder'd  the  cook, 
By  melting  your  dumps  in  the  skimmer ; 

Instead  of  attending  your  book, — 
B'<t  ril  have  you  to  know  I'm  a  Trimmer. 

To-da/,  too,  you  went  to  the  pond. 
And  bath9d,  though  you  art  nol  a  sVvrom«  \ 
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And  with  parents  so  doting  and  fond — 
But  I'll  have  3rott  to  know  I'm  a  Trimma-. 

After  dinner  you  went  to  the  wine. 
And  help'd  yourself— -yes,  to  a  brimmer ; 

You  couldn't  walk  straight  in  a  line. 

But  I'll  make  you  to  know  I*m  a  Trimma; 

You  kick  little  Tomkins  about. 

Because  he  is  slighter  and  slimmer ; 

Are  the  weak  to  be  thump'd  by  the  stoat? 
But  I'll  have  you  to  know  I'm  a  Trimmer. 

Then  you  have  a  sly  pilfering  trick. 
Your  school-fellows  call  you  the  nimmer, — 

I  will  cut  to  the  bone  if  you  kick  ! 
lor  I'll  have  you  to  know  I'm  a  Trimmer. 

To-day  you  made  game  at  my  back  : 

You  think  that  my  eyes  are  grown  dimmer, 

But  I  watch'd  you,  I've  got  a  sly  nack  I 
And  I'll  have  you  to  know  I'm  a  Trimmer. 

Don't  think  that  my  temper  is  hot. 
It's  never  beyond  a  slow  sinmier  ; 

I'll  teach  you  to  call  me  Dame  Trot 
But  I'll  have  you  to  know  I'm  a  Trimmei; 

Miss  Edgeworth,  or  Mrs.  Chapone, 
Might  melt  to  behold  your  tears  gHmmer ; 

Mrs.  Barbauld  would  let  you  alone. 
But  ril  have  you  to  know  Tm  a  Trimmer. 


AN  ADDRESS  TO  THE  STEAM  WASHING  COMPANY. 

*'Archrr.     How  many  are  there.  5crM^ f 
Scrub.     Five-and-foity,  sir.**— i9«0Mjr^/rtf/4|Cvac 

"  For  shame— let  the  linen  alone  V— Merry  Wivet  ^  UTutdiMr, 

j^R.  SCRUB — Mr.  Slop — or  whoever  you  be  ! 

T\v!t  Cw^  oV  'siV^'MCk.  VAMiidries, — the  head  Paten* 
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6f  tfie  firm  for  the  wholesale  distilling  of  grime— 
C6«ptnieri  and  dealers,  in  linen's  propriety — 
Huit  make  washing  public-^and  wash  in  society— 
O  knd  me  your  ear  1  if  that  ear  can  forego 
For  a  moment  the  music  that  bubbles  below,^ 
From  your  new  Surrey  Geysers^  all  foaming  and  hot,-* 
That  soft  ^^sintme/s  sang"  so  endeared  to  the  Scot — 
If  ]roiir  hands  may  stand  still,  or  your  steam  without  danger— 
If  your  suds  will  not  cool,  and  a  mere  simple  stranger^ 
Both  to  you  and  to  washing,  may  put  in  a  rub,^- 
O  wipe  out  your  Amazon  arms  from  the  tub, — 
And  lend  me  your  ear, — Let  me  modestly  plead 
For  a  race  that  your  labours  may  soon  supersede-^ 
For  a  race  that,  now  washing  no  living  affoids — 
Like  Grimaldi  must  leave  their  aquatic  old  boards, 
Not  with  pence  in  their  pockets  to  keep  them  at  ease, 
Not  with  bread  in  the  funds— or  investments  of  cheese, 
But  to  droop  like  sad  willows  that  lived  by  a  stream, 
Which  the  sun  has  suck'd  up  into  vapour  and  steam. 
Ah,  look  at  the  laundress,  before  you  begrudge 
Her  hard  daily  bread  to  that  laudable  drudge — 
When  chanticleer  singeth  his  earliest  matins, 
She  slips  her  amphibbus  feet  in  her  pattens. 
And  beginneth  her  toil  while  the  morn  is  still  grey, 
As  if  she  was  washing  the  night  into  day^> 
Not  with  sleeker  or  rosier  fingers  Aurora 
Beginneth  to  scatter  the  dewdrops  before  her ; 
Not  Venus  that  rose  from  the  billow  so  early, 
Look*d  down  on  the  foam  with  a  forehead  more//»ri^'— 
Her  head  is  involved  in  an  aerial  mist, 
And  a  bright-beaded  bracelet  encircles  her  wrist ; 
Her  visage  glows  warm  with  the  ardour  of  duty  \ 
She's  Industry's  moral^he's  all  moral  beauty  ! 
Growing  brighter  and  brighter  at  eveiy  rub — 
Would  any  man  ruin  her  ? — No,  Mr.  Scrub  I 
No  man  that  is  manly  would  work  her  mishap- 
No  man  that  is  manly  would  covet  her  cap — 
Nor  her  apron — her  hose — nor  her  gown  made  of  stuff— 
Nor  her  gin — nor  her  tea — nor  her  wet  pinch  of  snuff ! 


3  Geysers; — rhc  boil'ng  spriniis'iw  \ct\akud. 
*  Query,  purly  /—  Pniucr*  D<:m\. 
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Alas !  so  shf  thought — but  that  slippery  hope 
Has  betray'd  her — as  though  she  had  trod  on  her  soap ! 
And  she, — whose  support, — like  the  fishes  that  fly. 
Was  to  have  her  fins  wet,  must  now  drop  from  her  sky—* 
She  whose  living  it  was,  and  a  part  of  her  fare. 
To  be  damp'd  once  a  day,  like  the  great  white  sea  bear, 
With  her  hands  like  a  sponge,  and  her  head  like  a  mop- 
Quite  a  living  absorbent  that  revell'd  in  slop — 
She  that  paddled  in  water,  must  walk  upon  sand. 
And  sigh  for  her  deeps  lUce  a  turtle  on  land  t 

Lo,  then,  the  poor  laundress,  all  wretched  she  stands. 
Instead  of  a  counterpane,  wringing  her  hands  I 
All  haggard  and  pinch'd,  going  down  in  life's  vale, 
With  no  faggot  for  burning,  like  AUan-a-Dale  ! 
No  smoke  from  her  flue— and  no  steam  from  her  pane, 
Where  once  she  watch 'd  heaven,  fearing  God  and  the  rain— 
Or  gazed  o'er  her  bleach-field  ro  fairly  engross'd, 
Till  the  lines  wandered  idle  from  pillar  to  post ! 
Ah,  where  are  the  playful  young  pinners — ah,  where 
The  harlequin  quilts  that  cut  capers  in  air — 
The  brisk  waltzing  stockings— the  white  and  the  black. 
That  danced  on  the  tight-rope,  or  swung  on  the  slacks 
The  light  sylph-like  garments,  so  tenderly  pinn'd^ 
That  blew  into  shape,  and  embodied  the  wind  I 
There  was  white  on  the  grass — there  was  white  on  the  spraj — 
Her  garden — it  look*d  like  a  garden  of  May  I 
liut  now  all  is  dark^not  a  shirt's  on  a  shrub— 
You've  ruined  her  prospects  in  life,  Mr.  Scrub  ! 
You've  ruin'd  her  custom — now  families  drop  her — 
From  her  silver  reduced — nay,  reduced  from  her  copptrl 
The  last  of  her  washing  is  done  at  her  eye, 
One  poor  little  kerchief  that  never  gets  dry  I 
From  mere  lack  of  linen  she  can't  lay  a  cloth. 
And  boils  neither  barley  nor  alkaline  broth, — 
But  her  cliildren  come  round  her  as  victuals  grow  scant, 
And  recal,  with  foul  faces,  the  source  of  their  want — 
When  she  thinks  of  their  poor  little  mouths  to  be  fed, 
And  iheu  ll\u\ks  uf  her  trade  that  is  utterly  dead. 
And  cvew  '\\.s  \>t;)tx\ti%\\t^\'a\^"vcv^^  ^tv«^ — 
WVlWil  ViW  VvxXi  va  ^J.-^x^-xoVVvw'i,  ^sXax^  -aSx^x  «^\a.>iv 
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And  the  greatest  of  Coopers,  ev*n  he  that  they  dub 
Sir  Ast1ey»  can't  bind  up  her  heart  or  her  tub, — 
Need  you  wonder  she  curses  your  bones,  Mr,  Scrub  ! 
Need  you  wonder,  when  steam  has  deprived  her  of  bread, 
If  she  pra3rs  that  the  evil  may  \\s\lyour  head — 
Nay,  scald  all  the  heads  of  your  Washing  Committee, 
If  she  wishes  you  all  the  soot  blacks  of  the  City — 
In  short,  not  to  mention  all  plagues  without  number, 
If  she  wishes  you  ail  in  the  Wash  at  the  Humber  ! 

Ah,  perhaps,  in  some  moment  of  drowth  and  despair, 
When  her  linen  got  scarce,  and  her  washing  grew  rare — 
When  the  sum  of  her  suds  might  be  summ*d  in  a  bowl, 
And  the  rusty  cold  iron  quite  enter'd  her  soul — 
When,  perhaps,  the  last  glance  of  her  wandering  eye 
Had  caught  "  the  Cock  Laundresses'  Coach  **  going  by. 
Or  her  lines  that  hung  idle,  to  waste  the  fine  weather, 
And  she  thought  of  her  wrongs  and  her  rights  both  together. 
In  a  lather  of  passion  that  froth'd  as  it  rose, 
Too  angry  for  grammar,  too  lofty  for  prose, 
On  her  sheet — if  a  sheet  were  still  left  her — to  write, 
Some  remonstrance  like  this  then,  perchance,  saw  the  light — 

LETTER  OF  REMONSTRANCE 

FROM  BRIDGET  JONES  TO  THE  NOBLEMEN  AND  GENTLEMEN 
FORMING  THE  WASHING  COMMIITEE. 

It's  a  shame,  so  it  is — men  can't  Lei  alone 

Jobs  as  is  Woman's  right  to  do — and  go  about  there  Own — 

Theirs  Reforms  enuff  Alreddy  without  your  new  schools 

For  washing  to  sit  Up, — and  push  the  Old  Tubs  from  their  stools! 

But  your  just  like  the  Raddicals, — for  upsetting  of  the  Sudds 

When  the  world  wagg'd  well  enuff — and  Wonimen  wash'd  your 

old  dirty  duds, 
I'm  Certain  sure  Enuff  your  Ann  Sisters  had  no  steam  Indins, 

that's  Flat,— 
But  I  Warrant  your  Four  Fathers  went  as  Tidy  and  gentlemanny 

for  all  that— 
I  suppose  your  the  Family  as  lived  in  the  Great  Kittle 
I.  tee  on  Clapham  Commun,  some  times  a  very  cousidecible.  ^tvcA 

hack  when  I  were  little, 


Theirs  «"  Tretty  i>n*»  off  Prime 

Thof  1  ont  >K«  Wh«l  rwptctiv 

othei  10  I>o— 

It  >nl  M  ir  *  Dlrd'KT*  Huikkbc 

llHl  TSuli  JV9t  look-oot— I'm 

picu  Ood  to  hold  np  Am 

1(1  ihow  jM  Mpi  «nd  planm  ai 

crowi  th*  Um 
Without  golllB  atiir  Falbcr  off  lb 
Ami  Thill  mot*  Ihw  )«■  C«n- 
nut  whtn  Folk*  talhi  of  wuhlq 
A*  hrft  Itacktw  Pfttlrwii  ovt  o 
Think*  I,  when  I  hwnl  It— We 
1'hal  comu  o'  nt*  nurklns  of  1 
«ml  Huddling  'mb  ap  m 
Till  Their  fnndi  caam  Mid  Oi 

In  •  VwUt, 
llul  may  Hap  yon  1i»»lnt  Ui 

Ftuti, 
Onlr  yoti  ought  to  leaf*  th«  Lin 
For  If  it  »>mt  for  Wuhlns,— • 
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Thof  a  xSherrif  might  know  Better,  than  make  things  for  slaught- 

ter. 
As  if  War  wamt"  Cruel  cnuif— wherever  it  befalls, 
Without  shooting  poor  sogers,  with  sich  scalding  hot  washing^ 

balls— 
Bat  thats  not  so  Bad  as  a  Sett  of  Bear  Faced  Scnibbs 
As  joins  their  Sopes  together,  and  sits  up  Steam  rubbing  Clubs, 
For  washing  Dirt  Cheap, — and  eating  other  Peple*s  grubs  ! 
Which  is  all  vcrry  Fine  for  you  and  your  Patent  Tea, 
But  I  wonders  How  Poor  Wommen  is  to  get  Their  Beau-He  ! 
Iliey  must  drink  Hunt  wash  (the  only  wa&h  God  nose  there  will 

be!) 
And  their  Little  drop  of  Somethings  as  they  takes  for  their  Goods, 
When  yon  and  your  Steam  has  ruined  (G — d  forgive  mee)  their 

lively  Hoods, 
Poor  Women  as  was  bom  to  Washing  in  their  youth  ! 
And  now  must  go  and  Lam  other  BuUnesses  Four  Sooth  I 
But  if  so  be  They  leave  their  Lines  what  are  they  to  go  at — 
They  won't  do  for  Angell's — nor  any  Trade  like  That, 
Nor  we  cant  Sow  Babby  Work, — for  that's  all  Bespoke, — 
For  the  Queakers  in  Bridle  !  and  a  vast  of  the  confind  Folk 
Do  their  own  of  Themselves — even  the  bettermost  of  em — aye,. 

and  cvn  them  of  middling  degrees — 
Why — Lauk  help  you — Babby  Linen  and  Bread  ant  Cheese  I 
Kor  we  can't  go  a  hammering  the  roads  into  Dust, 
But  we  must  all  go  and  be  Bankers,  Like  Mr.  Marshes  and  Mr. 

Chamber,  and  that's  what  we  must ! 
God  nose  you  oght  to  have  more  Concern  for  our  Sects, 
When  you  nose  you  have  suck'd  us  and  hanged  round  our  Mutherly 

necks, 
And  remembers  what  you  Owes  to  Wommen  Besides  washing — 
You  ant,  blame  you,  like  Men  to  go  a  slushing  and  sloshing 
In  mob  caps,  and  pattins,  adoing  of  Females  Labers 
And  prettily  jear'd  At,  you  great  Horse  God-meril  things,  ant  you. 

now  by  your  next  door  nayhbours — 
Lawk,  I  thinks  I  see  you  with  your  Sleaves  tuckt  up 
No  more  like  Washing  than  is  drownding  of  a  Pupp — 
And  for  all  Your  Fine  Water  Works  going  round  and  round 
They'll  scruntch  your  Bones  some  day — I'U  be  bound 


^  2'iiis  irord  is  omitted  in  ihc  \aicr  ed'vuou. 
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And  no  more  nor  be  a  gudgement, — for  it  cant  come  to  good 
To  sit  up  agin  Providence,  which  your  a  doing, — ^nor  not  fit  It 

should, 
For  man  wamt  maid  for  Wommens  starvation. 
Nor  to  do  away  Laundrisses  as  is  Links  of  Creation — 
And  cant  be  dun  without  in  any  Country  But  a  naked  Hottinpot 

Nation. 
Ah,  I  wish  our  Minister  would  take  one  of  your  Tubbs 
And  preach  a  Sermon  in  it,  and  give  you  some  good  rubs — 
But  I  warrants  you  reads  (for  you  cant  spel  we  nose)  nyther  Bybills 

or  Gopd  Tracks, 
Or  3roud  no  better  than  Taking  the  Close  off  one's  Backs — 
And  let  your  neighbours  Oxin  an  Asses  alone, — 
And  every  Thing  thats  hem, — and  give  every  one  their  Honef 

Well,  its  God  for  us  All,  and  every  Waslier  Wommen  for  herself. 
And  so  you  might,  without  shoving  any  on  us  off  the  shelf, 
But  if  you  wamt  Noddis  youd  Let  wommen  a-be 
And  pull  off  your  Pattins^— and  leave  the  washing  to  we 
That  nose  what's  what — Or  mark  what  I  say, 
Youl  make  a  fine  Kittle  of  fish  of  Your  Close  some  Day — 
AVhen  the  Aulder  men  wants  Their  Bibs  and  their  ant  nun  at  all, 
And  Crismass  cum — and  never  a  Cloth  to  lay  in  Gild  Uall, 
Or  send  a  damp  shirt  to  his  Woship  the  Mare 
Till  hes  rumattz  Poor  Man,  and  cant  set  uprite  to  do  good  in  his 

Harm  Chare — 
Besides  Miss-Matching  Lamed  Ladys  Ilose,  as  is  sent  for  you  not 

to  wash  (for  you  dont  wash)  but  to  stew 
And  make  Peples  Stockins  yeller  as  oght  to  be  Blew, 
With  a  vast  more  like  That, — and  all  along  of  Steem 
Which  wamt  meand  by  Nater  for  any  sich  skeam — 
But  thats  your  Losses  and  youl  have  to  make  It  Good, 
And  I  cant  say  I'm  sorry,  afore  God,  if  you  shoud, 
For  men  mought  Get  their  Bread  a  great  many  ways 
Without  taking  ourn, — aye,  and  Moor  to  your  Prays, 
You  might  go  and  skim  the  crcme  off  Mr.  Mack-Adam's  milky 

ways — that*s  what  you  might. 
Or  bete  Carpets — or  get  into  Parleamint, — or  drive  crabrolays  from 

Or,  if  you  must  \>t  ol  omx  ^tXs^Xit'^^OMsoEikRei^^jBd.  slepe  open  t 
postel 
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(Which  is  an  od  way  of  sleping  I  must  say, — and  a  very  hard  pillow 

at  most,) 
Or  yoa  might  be  any  trade,  as  we  are  not  on  that  I'm  awares. 
Or  be  Watermen  now,  (not  Water  wommen)  and  roe  people  up 

and  down  Hungerford  stares. 
If  Yoa  Was  even  to  Turn  Dust  Men  a  dry  sifting  Dirt, 
Bat  yoa  oaghtint  to  Hurt  Them  as  never  Did  You  no  Hurt  I 

Youm  with  Anymodty, 

Bridget  Jones. 


THE  BLUE  BOAR. 

|IS  known  to  man,  'tis  known  to  woman, 
'Tis  known  to  all  the  world  in  common, 
How  politics  and  party  strife 
Vex  public,  even  private,  life ; 

But,  till  some  days  ago,  at  least 

They  never  worried  brutal  beast 

I  wish  3rou  could  have  seen  the  creature, 
A  tame  domestic  boar  by  nature. 
Gone  wild  as  boar  that  ever  grunted,  . 
By  Baron  Hoggerhausen  hunted. 
His  back  was  up,  and  on  its  ledge 
The  bristles  rose  like  quickset  hedge ; 
His  eye  was  fierce  and  red  as  coal. 
Like  furnace,  shining  through  a  hole, 
And  restless  tum'd  for  mischief  seeking  ; 
His  very  hide  with  rage  was  reeking ; 
And  oft  he  gnash'd  his  crooked  tusks, 
Chewing  his  tongue  instead  of  husks, 
Till  all  his  jaw  was  white  and  yesty. 
Showing  him  savage,  fierce,  and  resty. 

And  what  had  caused  this  mighty  vapour?  • 
A  dirty  fragment  of  a  paper. 
That  in  his  rambles  he  had  fowtid^ 
Ijymg  neglected  on  the  grouad  \ 
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A  relic  of  [he  Momine  Post, 
Two  uUered  columns  at  the  most. 
But  which  our  irritated  swine 
(Derived  from  Learned  Toby's  line) 
Digested  ea<iy  as  his  meals, 
Like  any  quidnunc  Cit  at  Peel's. 

He  read,  and  miucd,  and  pored  and  read, 
Ilia  diuulders  shrugg'd,  and  shook  his  head  ; 
Now  at  a  line  be  gave  a  gnmt. 
Now  at  a  phrase  look  tudden  stunt. 
Anil  snorting  tiun'd  his  back  upon  it. 
But  alwa^  EaiDc  agaitk  to  con  it ; 
111  short  he  petted  up  bis  p.if^^lun, 
After  a  ttxy  human  fashion, 
When  Temper's  worried  with  a  bone 
She'll  neither  like  nor  let  alone. 
At  list  his  fury  teich'd  the  pitch 
Of  that  most  irritating  ilch. 
When  mind  and  will,  in  fover'd  faction. 
Prompt  blood  and  body  into  action  ; 
No  matter  what,  so  bone  and  muscle 
May  vent  the  freniy  in  a  bustle  ; 
Diit  whether  by  a  flelil  or  dance 
Is  Icfi  lo  impul^P  and  to  chance. 
So  stood  the  Boar,  in  furious  mood 
Made  up  for  any  tiling  but  good  ; 
He  gave  his  tail  a  ti|;hter  twist, 
As  men  in  anger  clench  the  list. 
And  llirew  fresh  sparkles  in  his  eye 
From  tlie  volcano  in  his  fry— 
Keady  to  nue  the  parish  pound, 
To  pull  the  pigsty  to  the  ground, 
To  lay  Squire  Giles,  his  master,  level, 
Kcidy,  indeed,  to  play  the  devil. 

So,  stirr'd  by  raving  demagogues, 
I'xesceTvmtiv'CttvU,  lilie  rabid  di^s. 
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Resolved  unanimous  on  rumpus 
From  smy  quarter  of  the  compass  ; 
But  whether  to  duck  Aldgate  Pump, 
(For  wits  in  madness  never  jump) 
To  liberate  the  beasts  from  Cross's  ; 
Or  hiss  at  all  the  Wigs  in  Ross's  ; 
On  Waithman*s  column  hang  a  weeper ; 
Or  tar  and  feather  the  old  sweeper ; 
Or  break  the  panes  of  landlord  scurvy, 
And  turn  the  King's  Head  topsy-turvy ; 
Rebuild,  or  pull  down,  London  Wall ; 
Or  take  his  cross  from  old  Saint  Paul ; 
Or  bum  those  wooden  Highland  fellows. 
The  snuff-men's  idols,  *neath  the  gallows  ! 
None  fix'd  or  cared — ^but  all  were  loyal 
To  one  design — a  battle  royaL 


Thus  stood  the  Boar,  athirst  for  blood, 
Trampling  the  Morning  Post  to  mud, 
With  tusks  prepared  to  run  a  muck  ; — 
And  sorrow  for  the  mortal's  luck 
That  came  across  him  Whig  or  Tory, 
It  would  have  been  a  tragic  story— 
But  fortune  interposing  now, 
Brought  Bessy  into  play — ^a  Sow  \-^ 
A  fat,  sleek,  philosophic  beast 
That  never  fretted  in  the  least. 
Whether  her  grains  were  sour  or  sweet. 
For  grains  are  grains,  and  she  could  eat. 
Absorbed  in  two  great  schemes  capacious, 
The  farrow  and  the  farinaceous, 
If  cares  she  had,  they  could  not  stay. 
She  drank,  and  washed  them  all  away. 
In  fact  this  philosophic  sow 
Was  very  like  a  German  frow ; 
In  brief— as  wit  should  be  and  fun, — 
If  sows  turn  Quakers,  she  was  one  ; 
Clad  from  the  duckpond,  thick  and  slab^ 
In  bran-new  muddy  suit  of  dtab. 
To  still  the  storm  of  sucYi  ft.\\x\A)tT^ 
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She  came  like  oil — at  least  like  blubber- 
Her  pigtail  of  as  passive  shape 
As  ever  droop'd  o'er  powdered  nape ; 
Her  snout,  scarce  turning  up— her  deep 
Small  eyes  half  settled  into  sleep ; 
Her  ample  ears,  dependent,  meek. 
Like  fig-leaves  shading  either  cheek  ; 
Whilst,  from  the  comer  of  her  jaw, 
A  sprout  of  cabbage,  green  and  raw. 
Protruded, — as  the  Dove,  so  stanch 
For  Peace,  supports  an  olive  branch, — 
Her  very  grunt,  so  low  and  mild. 
Like  the  soft  snoring  of  a  child. 
Inquiring  into  his  disquiets. 
Served  like  the  Riot  Act,  at  riots,- 
He  laid  his  restive  bristles  flatter, 
And  took  to  arguefy  the  matter. 


"  O  Bess,  O  Bess,  here's  heavy  news  ! 
They  mean  to  'mancipate  the  Jews  ! 
Just  as  they  tum'd  the  blacks  to  whites. 
They  want  to  give  them  equal  rights. 
And,  in  the  twinkling  of  a  steeple. 
Make  Hebrews  quite  like  other  people. 
Here,  read — ^but  I  forget  your  fetters. 
You've  studied  litters  more  than  letters.'* 


"Well,"  quoth  the  Sow,  "and  no  great  miss, 
I'm  sure  my  ignorance  is  bliss ; 
Contentedly  I  bite  and  sup. 
And  never  let  my  flare  flare-up  ; 
Whilst  you  get  wild  and  fuming  hot^ 
What  matters  Jews  be  Jews  or  not  ? 
Whether  they  go  with  beards  like  Moses^ 
Or  barbers  take  them  by  the  noses, 
Whether  they  live,  permitted  dwellers. 
In  Cheapside  shops,  or  Rag  Fair  cellars. 
Or  c\\mb  \i3tiwi  vwL"^J  \ft  cANvc^xOaM^ 
Or  TO  to  syrva^Ea^^s  ^"t  0K«»t2RKs»"Y^ 


THE  BLUE  BOAR.  439 

"  Churches ! — ay,  there  the  question  grapples. 
No,  Bess,  the  Jews  will  go  to  Chappell's  !" 

**  To  chapel — well — what's  that  to  you  ? 

A  Berkshire  Boar,  and  not  a  Jew  ? 

We  pigs, — remember  the  remark 

Of  our  old  drover  Samuel  Slark, 

When  trying,  but  he  tried  in  vain, 

To  coax  me  into  Sermon  Lane, 

Or  Paternoster's  pious  Row, — 

But  still  I  stood  and  grunted  No  ! 

Of  Lane  of  Creed  an  equal  scomer, 

Till  bolting  off,  at  Amen  Comer, 

He  cried,  provoked  at  my  evasion, 

*  Pigs,  blow  'em  !  ar'n't  of  no  persuasion  !'  ** 


ft 


"  The  more's  the  pity,  Bess — the  more- 
Said,  with  sardonic  grin,  the  Boar  ; 
**  If  Pigs  were  Methodists  and  Bunyans, 
They'd  make  a  sin  of  sage  and  onions ; 
The  curse  of  endless  flames  endorse 
On  every  boat  of  apple-sauce ; 
Give  brine  to  Satan,  and  assess 
Blackpuddings  with  bloodguiltiness ; 
Yea,  call  down  heavenly  fire  and  smoke , 
To  bum  all  Epping  into  coke  ! " 

"Ay,"  cried  the  Sow,  extremely  placid, 
In  utter  contrast  to  his  acid, 
**  Ay,  that  would  be  a  Sect  indeed  ! 
And  every  swine  would  like  the  creed, 
The  sausage-making  curse  and  all ; 
And  should  some  brother  have  a  call, 
To  thump  a  cushion  to  that  measure, 
I  would  sit  under  him  with  pleasure  ; 
Nay,  put  down  half  my  private  fortune 
T*  endow  a  chapel  at  Hog's  Norton. — 
But  what  has  this  to  do,  my  deary. 
With  their  new  Hebrew  whigmaleery?** 

"  Sow  that  you  are !  this  Bill,  if  curreivt, 
IVbuJd  be  as  good  as  our  dcaVVi-waxx^cnX.  y 
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And,  with  its  legislative  friskings, 
Ixx>se  twelve  new  tribes  npon  our  grisldns  1 
Unjew  the  Jews,  what  follows  then  ? 
Why,  they'll  eat  pork  like  other  men. 
And  you  shall  see  a  Rabbi  dish  up 
A  chine  as  freely  as  a  Bishop ! 
Thousands  of  years  have  pass'd,  and  pork 
Was  never  stuck  on  Hebrew  fork  ; 
But  now,  suppose  that  relish  rare 
Fresh  added  to  their  bill  of  fare. 
Fry,  harslet,  pettitoes,  and  chine. 
Leg,  choppers,  bacon,  ham,  and  loin, 
And  then,  beyond  all  goose  or  duckling  ** — 

"  Yes,  yes — a  little  tender  suckling  I 

It  must  be  held  the  aptest  savour 

To  make  the  eager  mouth  to  slaver ! 

Merely  to  look  on  such  a  gruntling, 

A  plump,  white,  sleek  and  sappy  runtling. 

It  makes  one — ah !  remembrance  bitter ! 

1 1  made  me  eat  my  own  dear  litter !" 

**  Think,  then,  with  this  new  waken'd  fury. 
How  we  sliould  fare  if  tried  by  jtwryl 
A  pest  upon  the  meddling  Whigs  ! 
There'll  be  a  pretty  run  on  pigs  I 
This  very  mom  a  Hebrew  brother 
With  three  hats  stuck  on  one  another. 
And  o'er  his  arm  a  bag,  or  poke, 
A  thing  pigs  never  find  a  joke, 
Stopp'd — rip  the  fellow !— though  he  knew 
I've  neither  coat  to  sell  nor  shoe, 
And  cock'd  his  nose — right  at  me,  lovey  ! 
Just  like  a  pointer  at  a  covey  1 

To  set  our  only  friends  agin  us  I 
That  neither  care  to  fat  nor  thin  us  I 
To  boil,  to  broil,  to  roast,  or  fry  us, 
BmI  a.ct  like  real  Christians  by  us  I — 
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A  bulldog  at  their  ears  and  tails  I 
The  cnrse  of  empty  troughs  and  pails 
Famish  their  flanks  as  thin  as  weasels  ! 
May  all  their  children  have  the  measles ; 
Or  in  the  straw  untimely  smother. 
Or  make  a  dinner  for  the  mother ! 
A  cartwhip  for  all  law  inventors ! 
And  rubbing-p>osts  stuck  full  of  tenters  ! 
Yokes,  rusty  rings,  and  gates,  to  hitch  in 
And  parish  pounds  to  pine  the  flitch  in, 
Cold,  and  high  winds,  the  Devil  send  'em — 
'\         And  then  may  Sam  the  Sticker  end  *em  !'* 

I 

Twas  strange  to  hear  him  how  he  swore  I 

A  Boar  will  curse,  though  like  a  boar. 

While  Bess,  like  Pity,  at  his  side 

Her  swine-subduing  voice  supplied  ! 

She  bade  him  such  a  rage  discard ; 

That  anger  is  a  foe  to  lard ; 

'Tis  bad  for  sugar  to  get  wet. 

And  quite  as  bad  for  fat  to  fret ; 

"  Besides," — she  argued  thus  at  last — 

"The  Bill  you  fume  at  has  not  pass*d. 

For  wliy,  the  Commons  and  the  Peers 

Have  come  togcllicr  by  the  ears : 

Or  rather,  as  we  pigs  repose. 

One's  tail  beside  the  other's  nose, 

And  thus,  of  course,  take  adverse  views 

Whether  of  Gentiles  or  of  Jews. 

Who  knows?    They  say  the  Lords*  ill-will 

Has  thrown  out  many  a  wholesome  Bill, 

And  p'rhaps  some  Peer  to  Pigs  propitious 

May  swamp  a  measure  so  Jew-dish-us I** 

The  Boar  was  conquer'd  :  at  a  glance. 
He  saw  there  really  was  a  chance^ 
That  as  the  Hebrew  nose  is  hooked, 
The  Bill  was  equally  as  crooked ; 
And  might  outlast,  thank  party  embers, 
A  dozen  tribes  of  Christian  membtis  v^* 
So  down  he  settled  in  the  mud. 
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With  smoother  back,  and  cooler  blood. 
As  mild,  as  quiet,  a  Blue  Boar, 
As  any  over  tavern-door. 


MORAL. 

The  chance  is  small  that  any  measure 
Will  give  all  classes  equal  pleasure ; 
Since  Tory  Ministers  or  Whigs, 
Sometimes  can't  even  "  please  the  Pigs.** 
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I 

"  A  Ciilendar !  a  Calendar  I  look  in  the  Almanac,  find  out  OMOcnlBae— fiaJ 
out  moootthiue  I  "—Midtummtr  Nigi^s  Drtm$iu 

|HE  by-gone  September, 
As  folks  may  remember. 

At  least  if  their  memory  saves  bat  «o 
ember. 
One  fine  afternoon. 
There  went  up  a  Balloon, 
W' hich  did  not  return  to  the  Earth  very  soon. 

For,  nearing  the  sky. 

At  about  a  mile  high. 
The  Aeronaut  bold  had  resolved  on  a  fly; 

So  cutting  his  string, 

In  a  Parasol  thing, 
Down  he  came  in  a  field  like  a  lark  from  the  win^. 


O' 


Meanwhile,  thus  adrift. 

The  Balloon  made  a  shift 
To  rise  very  fast,  with  no  burden  to  lift ; 

It  got  very  small. 

Then  to  nothing  at  all ; 
And  then  rose  the  question  of  where  it  would  fall? 
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'Twould  rise  to  the  Cherub  that  watches  Poor  Jack  * 

Some  held,  but  in  vain, 

With  the  first  heavy  rain, 
Twould  surely  come  down  to  the  Gardens  again  ! 

But  still  not  a  word 

For  a  month  could  be  heard 
Of  what  had  become  of  the  Wonderful  Bird : 

The  firm  Gye  and  Hughes, 

Wore  their  boots  out  and  shoes. 
In  running  about  and  inquiring  for  news. 

Some  thought  it  must  be 

Tumbled  into  the  Sea ; 
Some  thought  it  had  gone  off  to  High  Germanic : 

For  Germans,  as  shown 

By  their  writings,  'tis  known 
Are  always  delighted  with  what  is  high-flown. 

Some  hinted  a  bilk, 

And  that  maidens  who  milk, 
In  fer  dbtant  Shires  would  be  walking  in  silk : 

Some  swore  that  it  must, 

**  As  they  said  at  iht/ust. 
Have  gone  again*  flashes  of  lightning  and  btistl"* 

However,  at  last, 

When  six  weeks  had  gone  past. 
Intelligence  came  of  a  plausible  cast ; 

A  wondering  clown, 

At  a  hamlet  near  town. 
Had  seen  "like  a  moon  of  green  cheese"  coming  down. 

Soon  spread  the  alarm, 

And  from  cottage  and  farm. 
The  natives  buzz'd  out  like  the  bees  when  they  swarm  ; 

And  off  ran  the  folk, — 

It  is  such  a  good  joke 
To  set  the  descent  of  a  bagful  of  smoVe. 
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And  lo  !  the  machine. 

Dappled  3reUow  and  green. 
Was  plainly  enough  in  the  doods  to  be  seen : 

•*  Yes,  yes,"  was  the  cry, 

"  It's  the  old  one,  sure^. 
Where  can  it  have  been  such  a  time  in  the  sky  ? 

"Loid!  where  will  it  &U? 

It  can't  find  ont  Vanxhall, 
WItliout  any  pilot  to  guide  it  at  all  !** 

Some  wager*d  that  Kent 

Would  behold  the  erent, 
Debrett  had  been  posed  Xofndki  its  "descent* 

Some  thought  it  would  pitch 

In  the  old  Tower  Ditch, 
Some  swore  on  the  Cross  of  St  Paul*s  it  would  hitch, 

And  Farmers  cried  **  Zounds ! 

If  it  drops  on  our  grounds, 
Wc*ll  try  if  Balloons  can't  be  put  into  pounds  !" 

But  still  to  and  fro 

It  continued  to  go. 
As  if  looking  out  for  soft  places  below— 

No  difficult  job. 

It  had  only  to  bob 
Sbp-dash  down  at  once  on  the  heads  of  the  mob : 

Who,  too  apt  to  stare 

At  some  castle  in  air. 
Forget  that  the  earth  is  their  proper  affidr ; 

Till,  watching  the  fall 

Of  some  soap-bubble  ball. 
They  tumble  themselves  with  a  terrible  sprawL 

Meanwhile,  from  its  he^t 

Stooping  downward  in  flighty 
The  Phenomenon  came  more  distinctly  in  s^;ht : 

Still  bigger  and  bigger. 

And  strike  me  a  nigger 
\3tvtTttd,  V[  Vbffic^  was  not  a  live  hmnaB  figure ! 
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Yes,  plain  to  be  seen, 

Underneath  the  machine, 
There  dangled  a  mortal— some  swore  it  was  Green  ; 

Some  Mason  could  spy  ; 

Others  named  Mr.  Gye  ; 
Or  IloUond,  compelled  by  the  Belgians  to  fiy. 

'Twas  Graham  the  flighty, 

^hom  the  Duke  high  and  mighty, 
Resign*d  to  take  care  of  his  own  lignum-vitse  ; 

'Twas  Hampton,  whose  whim 

Was  in  Cloudland  to  swim. 
Till  e'en  Little  Hampton  look'd  little  to  him  I 

But  all  were  at  fault ; 

From  the  heavenly  vault 
The  falling  balloon  came  at  last  to  a  halt ; 

And  bounce  1  with  the  jar 

Of  descending  so  far, 
An  outlandi&h  Creature  was  thrown  from  the  car ! 

At  first  with  the  jolt 

All  his  wits  made  a  bolt, 
As  if  he*d  been  flung  by  a  mettlesome  colt ; 

And  while  in  his  faint, 

To  avoid  all  complaint, 
The  Muae  shall  endeavour  his  portrait  to  paint 

Tlie  face  of  this  elf. 

Round  as  platter  of  delf, 
Was  pole  as  if  only  a  cast  of  itself : 

His  head  had  a  rare 

Fleece  of  silvery  hair, 
Just  like  the  Albino  at  Bartlemy  Fair. 

His  eyes  they  were  odd. 

Like  the  eyes  of  a  cod, 
And  gave  him  the  look  of  a  watery  God. 

His  nose  was  a  snub ; 

Under  which  for  his  grub. 
Was  a  round  open  mouth  like  to  that  of  a  chub. 
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His  person  was  small. 

Without  figure  at  all, 
A  plump  little  body  as  round  as  a  ball : 

With  two  little  fins. 

And  a  couple  of  pins, 
With  what  has  been  christen*d  a  bow  in  the  shioSi 

His  dress  it  was  new, 

A  fiill  suit  of  sky-blue — 
^Vith  bright  silver  buckles  in  each  little  shoe — 

Thus  painted  complete^ 

From  his  head  to  his  feet. 
Conceive  him  laid  fiat  in  Squire  Hopkins's  wheit. 

Fine  text  for  the  crowd  t 

Who  disputed  aloud 
What  sort  of  a  creature  had  dropp'd  from  the  doad— 

**  He*s  come  from  o'er  seas. 

He's  a  Cochin  Chinese — 
By  jinpo  !  he's  one  of  the  wild  Cherookees ! " 

•*  Don't  nobody  know?" 

"  He's  a  young  Esquimaux, 
Tum'd  white  like  the  hares  by  the  Arctical  snow." 

**  Some  angel,  my  dear, 

Sent  from  some  upper  spear 
For  Plumtree  or  Agnew,  too  good  for  this-here  !** 

Meanwhile,  with  a  sigh, 

Having  open'd  one  eye, 
The  Stranger  rose  up  on  his  seat  by  and  by ; 

And  finding  his  tongue. 

Thus  he  said,  or  he  sung, 
•*  J/i  criky  bo  biggamy  kickery  bung!** 

**  Lord  I  what  does  he  speak  ?" 

*•  It's  Dog-Latin— it's  Greek !" 
"  It's  some  sort  of  slang  for  to  puzzle  a  Beak  1" 

"  It's  no  like  the  Scotch," 

Said  a  Scot  on  the  watch, 
"  Phoo  I  it's  nothing  at  all  but  a  kind  of  hotdi-poUh  \* 
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"  It*s  not  parly  voo," 

Cried  a  schoolboy  or  two, 
"  Nor  Hebrew  at  all,"  said  a  wandering  Jew. 

Some  held  it  was  sprung 

From  the  Irvingite  tongue. 
The  same  that  is  used  by  a  child  very  young. 

Some  guess*d  it  high  Dutch, 

Others  thought  it  had  much 
In  sound  of  the  true  Hoky-poky-ish  touch ; 

But  none  could  be  poz, 

What  the  Dickens  (not  Boz), 
No  mortal  could  tell  what  the  Dickens  it  was ! 

When  who  should  come  pat, 

In  a  moment  like  that. 
But  Bowring,  to  see  what  the  people  were  at — 

A  Doctor  well  able. 

Without  any  fable, 
To  talk  and  translate  all  the  babble  of  BabcL 

So  just  drawing  near, 

With  a  vigilant  ear, 
That  took  ev*ry  syllable  in,  very  clear. 

Before  one  could  sip 

Up  a  tumbler  of  flip. 
He  knew  the  whole  tongue  from  the  root  to  the  tip  I 

Then  stretching  his  hand. 

As  you  see  Daniel  stand. 
In  the  Feast  of  Belshazzar,  that  picture  so  grand  I 

Without  more  delay,  * 

In  the  Hamilton  way 
He  English'd  whatever  the  Elf  had  to  say. 

**  ICrak  krazihoo  dan, 

I*m  the  Lunatic  Man, 
Confined  in  the  Moon  since  creation  begau— 

Si/  mugg)'  bigog. 

Whom,  except  in  a  fog, 
You  see  with  a  Lantern,  a  Bush,  and  a  Dog. 
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"  Lang  sinery  Uar, 

For  this  many  a  year, 
I've  long'd  to  drop  in  at  your  own  little  sphere,— 

Och,  pad'tnad  aroon. 

Till  one  Bne  afternoon, 
I  found  that  Wind-Coach  on  the  horns  of  the  Moon. 

"  Cusk  quackery  go^ 

But,  besides  you  must  know, 
I'd  heard  of  a  profiting  Prophet  below ; 

Big  botherum  hkther^ 

Who  pretended  to  gather 
The  tricks  that  the  Moon  meant  to  play  with  the  weatha 

"  So  Crismus  an  crash^ 

Being  shortish  of  cash, 
I  thought  I'd  a  right  to  partake  of  the  hash — 

Slik  mizzle  an  smak^ 

So  I'm  come  with  a  pack. 
To  sell  to  the  trade,  of  my  own  Almanack. 

**/«,  bobbery  per shal, 

Beiiides  aims  commercial. 
Much  wisliing  to  honour  my  friend  Sir  John  Herschel, 

Cum  puddin  and  tame. 

It's  inscribed  to  his  name, 
Which  is  now  at  the  full  in  celestial  tame. 

**  Wept  wepion  wish  utept^ 

Pray  this  Copy  accept" — 
But  here  on  the  Stranger  some  Kidnappers  leapt  x 

For  why  ?  a  shrewd  man 

Had  devis'd  a  sly  plan 
The  Wonder  to  grab  for  a  show  Caravan. 

So  plotted,  so  done — 

With  a  fight  as  in  fun, 
While  mock  pugilistical  rounds  were  begun, 

A  knave  who  could  box. 

And  give  right  and  left  knocks. 
Caught  hold  of  the  Prize  by  his  silvery  lock& 
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And  hard  he  had  fared, 

But  the  people  were  scared 
By  what  the  Interpreter  roundly  declared : 

"  You  ignorant  Turks  ! 

You  will  be  your  own  Burkes — 
He  holds  all  the  keys  of  the  lunary  works ! 

"You'd  best  let  him  go- 
lf you  keep  him  below. 

The  Moon  will  not  change,  and  the  tides  will  not  flow; 
He  leA  her  at  full. 
And  with  such  a  long  pull, 

Zounds  !  ev'ry  man  Jack  will  run  mad  like  a  bull !" 

So  awful  a  threat 

Took  effect  on  the  set  \ 
The  fright,  tho',  was  more  than  their  Guest  could  forget ; 

So  taking  a  jump, 

In  the  car  he  came  plump, 
And  threw  all  the  ballast  right  out  iu  a  lump. 

tip  soar*d  the  machine. 

With  its  yellow  and  green  ; 
But  still  the  pale  face  of  the  Creature  was  seen. 

Who  cried  from  the  car, 

"  Dam  in  yootnan  bi  gar  I " 
That  is, — "  What  a  sad  set  of  villains  you  are  !" 

Howbeit,  at  some  height. 

He  threw  down  quite  a  flight 
bf  Almanacks,  wishing  to  set  us  all  right— 

And,  thanks  to  the  boon, 

We  shall  see  very  soon 
If  Murphy  knows  most,  or  the  Man  in  the  Moon ! 


1  ? 


■        Mr«w«iAitMdeabrKdia. 

That  made  me  tcemUe  in  m7  i&in, 
A  dreadrul  hubbnb  from  wUhin, 


Voices  loud,  and  roiMS  liigh, 
Wkh  now  and  then  a  parly-cry. 
Such  OS  used  in  times  gone  by 

To  scare  the  Briiisb  border ; 
V'licn  foes  from  Nortb  nnd  South  oTTI 
Neighbours — and  of  Chriilian  ciucd 
Met  in  hnle  to  light  and  bleed. 

Upsetting  Social  Orvler. 

Surprised,  I  lumM  me  lo  the  crowd. 
Attracted  by  that  tumult  loud. 
And  ask'd  a  cm'r,  beetle-bmw'd^ 

The  cause  of  such  disquieL 
VThen  lo  1  the  solima-toaking  man. 
First  shook  his  head  on  Burlcigli's  plai 
Atid  then,  with  fluent  tongue,  began         i 

Ilia  ver&ion  of  the  not: 


A  row  1 — why  yes, — a  pretty  row, 

Garmany, 
And  what  is  worse,  it's  all  got  up  i 


might  hear  fton 
the  Soni  of  Hai 
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Lord  knows  their  names,  I'm  sure  I  don't,  no  more  than  any 

yokel. 
But  I  never  heard  of  either  as  connected  with  the  vocal ; 
Nay,  some  do  say,  although  of  course  the  public  rumour  varies, 
They've  no  ifiore  warble  in  *em  than  a  pair  of  hen  canaries. 
Though  that  might  pass  if  they  were  dabs  at  t'other  sort  of  thing. 
For  a  mail  izray  nlake  a  song,  you  know,  although  he  cannot  sing; 
But  lork !  it*s  many  folk's  belief  they're  only  good  at  prosing. 
For  Catnach  swears  he  never  saw  a  verse  of  their  composing ; 
And  wheA  a  piece  of  poetry  has  stood  its  public  trials. 
If  popular,  it  gets  printed  off  at  once  in  Seven  Dials, 
And  then  about  all  sorts  of  streets,  by  every  little  monkey. 
It's  chanted  like  the  ''Dog's  Meat  Man,"  or  "If  I  had  a  Don- 
key." 
Whereas,  as  Mr.  Catnach  says,  and  not  a  bad  judge  neither. 
No  ballad — worth  a  ha'penny — has  ever  come  from  either. 
And  him  as  writ  "Jim  Crow,"   he  says,  and  got  such  lots  of 

dollars. 
Would  make  a  better  Chairman  for  the  Glorious  ApOllers. 

Howsomever  that's  the  meaning  of  the  squaf)ble  thiit  arouses. 
This   neighbourhood,  and  quite  disturbs  all  decent    Heads  of 

Houses, 
Who  want  to  have  their  dinners  and  their  parties,  as  is  reason 
In  Christian  peace  and  charity  according  to  the  season. 
But  from  Number  Thirty-Nine — since  this  electioneering  job, 
Ay,  as  liar  as  Number  Ninety,  there's  an  everlasting  mob  ; 
Till  the  thing  is  quite  a  nuisance,  for  no  creature  passes  by. 
But  he  gets  a  card,  a  pamphlet,  or  a  summut  in  his  eye ; 
And  a  pretty  noise  tlierc  is  ! — what  with  canvassers  and  spouters, 
For  in  course  each  side  is  fumish'd  with  its  backers  and  its  touters ; 
And  surely  among  the  Clergy  to  such  pitches  it  is  carried, 
You  can  hardly  find  a  Parson  to  get  buried  or  get  married ; 
Or  supposing  any  accident  that  suddenly  alarms, 
If  you're  dying  for  a  surgeon,  you  must  fetch   him  from  the 

•*Arms;" 
While  the  Schoolmasters  and  Tootcrs  are  neglecting  of  their 

scholars. 
To  write  about  a  Chairman  for  the  Glorious  ApoUers. 

Well,  thztf  sir,  is  the  racket ;  and  the  moic  \}Ei<&  ^m  ?ceA  ^w&i^ 
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Of  dfeen  tliai  help  to  stir  it  np,  and  propagate  the  same  ; 
InstOKl  of  TDcal  ditiies,  and  the  social  flowing  cap, — 
Bat  tbejll  be  the  House^s  ruin,  or  the  shotting  of  it  np^ 
With  their  liots  and  their  hubbubs,  like  a  garden  full  of  bears. 
While  thcy^ve  damaged  many  articles  and  broken  lots  of  squares, 
And  kept  their  noble  Club  Room  in  a  perfect  dust  and  smother, 
Bj  thioving  Jfamm^  Htralds^  Times^  and  Standards  at  each 

other; 
Not  to  name  the  ugly  language  Gemmen  oughtn't  to  repeat. 
And  the  names  they  call  each  other — for  I've  heard  'em  in  the 

street — 
Such  as  Traitors,  Guys,  and  Judases,  and  Vipers,  and  what  not. 
For  P^ey  and  his  divers  ain't  so  blowing-up  a  lot. 
And  then  such  awful  swearing! — for  there's  one  of  them  that 


Enough  to  shock  the  cads  that  hang  on  opposition  'busses ; 
For  he  cusses  every  member  that's  agin  him  at  the  poll. 
As  I  wouldn't  cuss  a  donkey,  thu'  it  hasn't  got  a  soul ; 
And  he  cusses  all  their  families,  Jack,  Harry,  Bob  or  Jim, 
To  the  babby  in  the  cradle,  if  they  don't  agree  with  him. 
Whereby,  allho'  as  yet  they  have  not  took  to  use  their  fives, 
Or,  according  as  the  fashion  is,  to  sticking  with  their  knives, 
I'm  bound  there'll  be  some  milling  yet,  and  shakings  by  the  collars, 
Afore  they  choose  a  Chairman  for  the  Glorious  A  pollers  I 

To  be  sure  it  is  a  pity  to  be  blowing  such  a  squall. 

Instead  of  clouds,  and  every  man  his  song,  and  then  his  call — 

And  as  if  there  wasn't  Whigs  enough  and  Tories  to  fall  out. 

Besides  politics  in  plenty  for  our  splits  to  be  about, — 

Why,  a  Comfiehl  is  sufficient,  sir,  as  anybody  knows, 

For  to  furnish  them  in  plenty  who  arc  fond  of  picking  crows — 

Not  to  name  the  Maynoolh  Catholics,  and  other  Irish  stews, 

To  agitate  society  and  loosen  all  its  screws ; 

And  which  all  may  be  agreeable  and  proper  to  their  spheres, — 

But  it's  not  the  thing  for  musicals  to  set  us  by  the  ears. 

And  as  to  College  laming,  my  opinion  for  to  broach, 

And  I've  had  it  from  my  cousin,  and  he  driv  a  college  coach. 

And  so  knows  the  University,  and  all  as  there  belongs. 

And  he  says  that  Oxford's  famouser  for  sausages  than  songs, 

And  seldom  turns  a  poet  out  like  Hudson  that  can  chant. 

As  weU  a&  mak^  s\xq,Vw  d\\\\ts  ;i&  the  Free  and  Easies  want. 
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Or  other  Tavern  Melodists  I  can't  just  call  to  mincl — 
But  it's  not  the  classic  system  for  to  propagate  the  kind, 
Whereby  it  so  may  happen  as  that  neither  of  them  Scholars 
May  be  the  proper  Chairman  for  the  Glorious  Apollers ! 


For  my  part  in  the  matter,  if  so  be  I  had  a  voice, 
It's  the  best  among  the  vocalists  I'd  honour  with  the  choice  ; 
Or  a  Poet  as  could  furnish  a  new  Ballad  to  the  bunch ; 
Or  at  any  rate  the  surest  hand  at  mixing  of  the  punch  ; 
Cause  why,  the  members  meet  for  that  and  other  tuneful  frolics^ 
And  not  to  say,  like  Muffincaps,  their  Catichiz  and  Collec's. 
Bat  you  see  them  there  Itinerants  that  preach  so  long  and  loud, 
And  always  takes  advantage  like  the  prigs  of  any  crowd, 
Have  brought  their  jangling  voices,  as  £a.r  as   they  can  com- 
pass, 
Have  tum'd  a  tavern  shindy  to  a  seriouser  rumpus, 
And  him  as  knows  most  hymns — aliho'  I  can't  see  how  it  follers — 
They  want  to  be  the  Chairman  of  the  Glorious  Apollers  ! 

Well,  that's  the  row — and  who  can  guess  the  upshot  aftei  all  ? 
Whether  Harmony  will  ever  make  the  "  Arms "  her  House  of 

call. 
Or  whether  .this  here  mobbing — as  some  longish  heads  forctel  it. 
Will  grow  to  such  a  riot  that  the  Oxford  Blues  must  quell  it 
Howsomever,  for  the  present,  there's  no  sign  of  any  i)eace, 
For  the  hubbub  keeps  a  growing,  and  defies  the  New  Police  ; — 
But  if  /  was  in  the  Vestry,  and  a  leading  sort  of  Man, 
Or  a  Member  of  the  Vocals,  to  get  backers  for  my  plan. 
Why,  I'd  settle  all  the  squabble  in  the  twinkle  of  a  needle. 
For  I'd  have  another  candidate— and  that's  the  Parish  Beadle, 
Who  makes  such  lots  of  Poetry,  himself,  or  else  by  proxy, 
And  no  one  never  has  no  doubts  about  his  orthodoxy ; 
Whereby — if  folks  was  wise — instead  of  either  of  them  Scholars, 
And  straining  their  own  lungs  along  of  contradictious  hollers. 
They'll  lend  their  ears  to  reason,  and  take  my  advice  as  follers, 
Namely — Bumble  for  the  Chairman  of  the  Glorious  Apollers ! 
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{ELL  I  thanks  be  to  heaven. 
The  summons  is  given ; 
It's  only  gone  seven 
And  should  have  been  six  ; 
There's  fine  overdoing 
In  roasting  and  stewing, 
And  victuals  past  chewing 
To  rags  and  to  sticks ! 

IIow  dreadfully  chilly ! 
I  shake,  willy-nilly; 
That  John  is  so  silly 

And  never  will  learn ! 
This  plate  is  a  cold  one, 
That  cloth  is  an  old  one, 
I  wish  they  had  told  one 

The  lamp  wouldn't  burn. 

Now  then  for  some  blunder. 
For  nerves  to  sink  under  j 
I  never  shall  wonder 

Whatever  goes  ill. 
That  fish  is  a  riddle  ! 
It's  broke  in  the  middle, 
A  Turbot !  a  fiddle  ! 

It's  only  a  Brill.! 

It's  quite  over-boil'd  too, 
The  butter  is  oil'd  too, 
The  soup  is  all  spoil'd  too, 

It's  nothing  but  slop. 
The  smelts  looking  flabby. 
The  soles  are  as  dabby, 
It  all  is  so  shabby 

That  Cook  shall  not  stop! 


K^  ?.>3LTe  ^^  >Xvt  Tcvorcvvcv^, 
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My  orders  for  scorning — 

There's  nothing  to  eat  i 
I  hear  such  a  mshing, 
I  feel  SQch  a  flushing, 
I  know  I  am  blushing 

As  red  as  a  beet ! 

Friends  flatter  and  flatter, 
I  wish  they  would  chatter ; 
What  can  be  the  matter 

That  nothing  comes  next  ? 
How  very  unpleasant ! 
Lord  !  there  is  the  pheasant  1 
Not  wanted  at  present, 

Tm  born  to  be  vext ! 

The  pudding  brought  on  too 
And  aiming  at  ton  too  ! 
And  where  is  that  John  too, 

The  plague  tliat  lie  is  ? 
He's  off"  on  some  ramble  ; 
And  there  is  Miss  Campbell, 
Enjoying  the  scramble, 

Detestable  Quiz ! 

The  veal  they  all  eye  it, 
I3ut  no  one  will  try  it, 
An  Ogre  would  shy  it 

So  ruddy  as  that  1 
And  as  for  the  mutton, 
The  cold  dish  it's  put  on. 
Converts  to  a  button 

Each  drop  of  the  fat 

Tlie  beef  without  mustard  1 
My  fate's  to  be  fluster'd, 
And  there  conies  the  custard 

To  €at  with  the  hare  ! 
Such  flesh,  fowl,  and  Ashing, 
/Such  waiting  and  dishing, 
J  cannot  help  wishing 
A  woman  mij;bt  swear  I 


4S6 A   TABLE  OF  ERR  A  TA. 

Oh  dear !  did  I  ever — 
But  no,  I  did  never — 
Well,  come,  that  is  clever. 

To  send  up  the  brawn  ! 
That  cook,  I  could  scold  her, 
Qets  worse  as  she's  older ; 
I  wonder  who  told  her 

That  woodcocks  are  drawn  I 

It's  really  audacious ! 
I  cannot  look  gracious. 
Lord  help  the  voracious 

That  came  for  a  cram  I 
There's  Alderman  Fuller . 
Gets  duller  and  duller. 
Those  fowls,  by  the  colour. 

Were  boil'd  with  the  ham ! 

Well,  where  is  the  curry? 

I'm  all  in  a  flurry, 

No,  cook's  in  no  hurry — 

A  stoppage  again ! 
And  John  makes  it  wider, 
A  pretty  provider ! 
By  bringing  up  cider 

Instead  of  champagne ! 

My  troubles  come  faster  ! 
There's  my  lord  and  master 
Detects  each  disaster. 

And  hardly  can  sit : 
He  cannot  help  seeing. 
All  things  disagreeing ; 
If  he  begins  d — ing 

I'm  ofl*  in  a  fit  I 

Tliis  cooking  ?  —it's  messing ! 
The  spinach  wants  pressing. 
And  salads  in  dressing 
K\t\i«8X  Nsi\>^  ^y^  ^3^8^ 
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Has  had  something  heady, 
That  makes  him  unsteady 
In  keeping  hb  1^. 

How  shall  I  get  through  it  I 
I  never  can  do  it, 
I'm  quite  looking  to  it. 

To  sink  by  and  by. 
Oh  !  would  I  were  dead  now. 
Or  up  in  my  bed  now. 
To  cover  my  head  now 

And  have  a  good  cry  ! 


THE  GREEN  MAN. 

lOM  SIMPSON  was  as  nice  a  kind  of  man 
As  ever  lived — at  least  at  number  Four, 
In  Austin  Friars,  in  Mrs.  Brown's  first  floor. 
At  fifty  pounds,— or  thereabouts, — per  aniu 
The  Lady  reckon'd  him  her  best  of  lodgers, 
His  rent  so  punctually  paid  each  quarter, — 
He  did  not  smoke  like  nasty  foreign  codgers — 
Nor  play  French  horns  like  Mr.  Rogers — 
Or  talk  his  flirting  nonsense  to  her  daughter — 
Not  that  the  girl  was  light  behaved  or  courtable — 
Still  on  one  failing  tenderly  to  touch, 
The  Gentleman  did  like  a  drop  too  much, 

(Tho'  there  are  many  such) 
And  took  more  Port  than  was  exactly  portable. 
In  fact, — to  put  the  cap  upon  the  nipple, 
And  try  the  charge, — Tom  certainly  did  tipple. 
He  thought  the  motto  was  but  sorry  stuff 
On  Cribb's  Prize  Cup — Yes,  wrong  in  ev'ry  letter — 
That  "D        d  be  he  who  first  cries  Hold  Enough V 
The  more  cups  hold,  and  if  enough,  the  better. 
And  so  to  set  example  in  the  eyes 
Of  Fancy's  lads,  and  give  a  broadish  hint  to  them. 
All  his  cups  were  of  such  ample  sue 
Thzi  he  got  into  them. 


}>* 
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Once  in  the  company  of  merry  mates, 
In  spite  of  Temperance's  ifs  and  buts, 
So  sore  as  Eating  is  set  off  Yn^flala^ 
His  Drinking  always  was  bonnd  up  with  cuts  I 

Howbeit,  such  Bacchanalian  revels 
Bring  very  sad  catastrophes  about ; 
Paby,  Dyspepsy,  Dropsy,  and  Blue  Devils, 

Not  to  forget  the  Gout 
Sometimes  the  liver  takes  a  spleenful  whim 
To  grow  to  Strasbourg's  regulation  size, 
As  if  for  those  hepatical  goose  pies — 
Or  out  of  depth  the  head  begins  to  swim — 
Poor  Simpson !  what  a  thing  occurred  to  him ! 
'Twas  Christmas — he  had  drunk  the  night  before,—* 
Like  Baxter,  who  "so  went  beyond  his  last " — 
Oiie  bottle  more,  and  then  one  bottle  more. 
Till,  oh  !  the  red-wine  Kuhy-con  was  pass'd ! 
And  homeward,  by  the  short  small  chimes  of  day, 
With  many  a  circumbendibus  to  spare, 

For  instance,  twice  round  Finsbury  Square, 
To  use  a  fitting  phrase,  he  wound  his  way. 

Then  comes  the  rising,  with  repentance  bitter. 

And  all  the  n-rves — (and  sparrows) — in  a  twitter. 

Till  settled  by  the  sober  Chinese  cup : 

The  hands,  o'er  all,  are  members  that  make  motions, 

A  sort  of  wavering  just  like  the  ocean's, 

Which  has  its  swell,  too,  when  it*s  getting  up— 

An  awkward  circumstance  enough  for  elves 

Who  shave  themselves ; 
And  Simpson  just  was  ready  to  go  thro'  it 
When  loJ  the  first  short  glimpse  within  the  glass^ 
He  jump'd — and  who  alive  would  fail  to  do  it? — 
To  see,  however  it  had  come  lo  pass, 
One  section  of  his  face  as  green  as  grass! 

In  V2un  each  eager  wipe, 
With  soap — without—  wet — ^hot  or  cojld — or  dry. 
Still,  still,  and  still,  to  his  astonished  eye 
One  cheek  was  green,  the  other  cherry  ripe  I 
rWmp  in  iVv^  Xi^;vxest  chair  he  sat  him  down. 
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Quaking,  and  quite  absorbed  in  a  deep  study, — 

But  verdant  and  not  brown, 
What  could  have  happened  to  a  tint  so  ruddy  ? 
Indeed  it  was  a  very  novel  case. 
By  way  of  penalty  for  being  jolly, 
To  have  that  evergreen  stuck  in  his  face, 
Just  like  the  windows  with  their  Christmas  holly. 

"All  claret  marks," — thought  he — Tom  knew  his  forte — 
"  Are  red — this  colour  cannot  come  from  Port ! " 

One  thing  was  plain ;  with  such  a  face  as  his, 

*Twas  quite  impossible  to  ever  greet 

Good  Mrs.  Brown ;  nay,  any  party  meet, 

Altho*  'twas  such  a  parti-coloured  phiz  I 

As  for  the  public,  fancy  Sarcy  Ned, 

The  coachman,  flying,  dog-like,  at  his  head, 

With  "Ax  your  pardon.  Sir,  but  if  you  please — 

Unless  it  comes  too  high — 
Vere  ought  a  fellow,  now,  to  go  to  buy 
The  t'other  half.  Sir,  of  that  'ere  green  cheese?" 
His  mind  recoil'd — so  he  tied  up  his  head. 
As  with  a  raging  tooth,  and  took  to  bed  ; 
Of  course  with  feelings  far  from  the  serene. 
For  all  his  future  prospects  seemed  to  be, 

To  match  his  customary  tea, 

Black  mixt  with  green. 
Meanwhile,  good  Mrs,  Brown 
Wondered  at  Mr.  S.  not  coming  down. 
And  sent  the  maid  up-stairs  to  learn  the  why  ; 
To  whom  poor  Simpson,  half  delirious, 

Returned  an  answer  so  mysterious 
That  curiosity  began  to  fry ; 
The  more,  as  Betty,  who  had  caught  a  snatch 
By  peeping  in  upon  the  patient's  bed. 
Reported  a  most  bloody,  tied-up  head, 
•Got  over-night  of  course — **Harm  watch,  harm  catch," 

From  Watchmen  in  a  boxing-match. 

So,  liberty  or  not, — 
Good  lodgers  are  too  scarce  to  let  them  off  in 
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A  suicidal  coffin — 
The  dame  ran  up  as  fast  as  sbe  could  trot ; 
' '  Appearance, — fiddlesticks  1 "  should  not  deter 

From  going  to  the  bed, 

And  looking  at  the  head : 
''La!  Mister  S— ,  he  need  not  care  for  her! 

A  married  woman  that  had  had 
Nine  boys  and  gals,  and  none  had  turned  out  bad — 
Her  own  dear  late  would  come  home  late  at  night. 
And  liquor  always  got  him  in  a  fight. 
She'd  been  in  Hospitals — she  wouldn't  faint 
At  gores  and  gashes  fingers  wide  and  deep  ; 
She  knew  what's  good  for  bruises  and  what  ain*t — 
Turlington's  Drops  she  made  a  p'int  to  keep. 
Cases  she'd  seen  beneath  the  surgent's  hand — 
Such  skulls  japann'd — she  meant  to  say  trepann*d ! 
Poor  wretches  !  you  would  think  they'd  been  in  battle, 

And  hadn't  hours  to  live, 
From  tearing  horses'  kicks  or  Smithfield  cattle. 

Shamefully  over-drivl  — 
Heads  forced  to  have  a  silver  plate  atop, 

To  get  the  brains  to  stop. 
At  imputations  of  the  legs  she'd  be^n, 

And  neither  screech'd  nor  cried — 
Hereat  she  pluck'd  the  white  cravat  aside. 
And  lo  !  the  whole  phenomenon  was  seen — 
"Preserve  us  all  1  He's  going  to  gangrene!" 


Alas !  through  Simpson's  brain 
Shot  the  remark,  like  ball,  with  mortal  pain  ; 
It  tallied  truly  with  his  own  misgiving. 
And  brought  a  groan, 
To  move  a  heart  of  stone — 
A  sort  of  farewell  to  the  land  of  living ! 
And  as  the  case  was  imminent  and  urgent. 
He  did  not  make  a  shadow  of  objection 
To  Mrs.  B.'s  proposal  for  a  "surgent," 
But  merely  gave  a  sight  of  deep  dejection. 
While  down  the  verdant  cheek  a  tear  of  grief 
SloVe,  YlV.^  «.  Cicv-dtoij  on  a  cabbage-leaC 
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Swill  flew  the  summons, — it  was  life  or  death  t 
And  in  as  short  a  time  as  he  could  race  it. 
Came  Doctor  Puddicome  as  short  of  breath. 
To  try  his  Latin  charms  against  Hie  ^jacd. 
He  took  a  seat  beside  the  patient's  bed, 
Saw  tongue — felt  pulse — examined  the  bad  cheek, — 
Poked,  stroked,  pinch'd,  kneaded  it — heaun*d — shook  his 

head — 
Took  a  long  solemn  pause  the  cause  to  seek, 

(Thinking,  it  seem'd,  in  Greek,) 
Then  ask*d — 'twas  Christmas—"  Had  he  eaten  grass, 
Or  greens — and  if  the  cook  was  so  improper 
To  boil  them  up  with  copper. 
Or  farthings  made  of  brass  ; 
Or  if  he  drank  his  Hock  from  dark  green  glass, 
Or  dined  at  City  Festivals,  whereat 
There's  turtle;  and  green  fat  ?  " 
To  all  of  which,  with  serious  tone  of  woe. 

Poor  Simpson  answered  "No." 
Indeed  he  might  have  said  in  form  auricular. 

Supposing  Puddicome  had  been  a  monk — 
|Ie  had  not  eaten  (he  had  only  drunk) 
Of  any  thing  "Particular." 
The  Doctor  was  at  fault ; 
A  thing  so  new  quite  brought  him  to  a  halt. 
Cases  of  othef  colours  came  in  crowds, 

He  could  have  found  their  remedy,  and  soon  ; 
But  green — it  sent  him  up  among  the  clouds. 
As  if  he  had  gone  up  with  Green's  balloon  I 
Black  with  Black  Jaundice  h«  had  seen  the  skin : 
From  Yellow  Jaundice  yellow, 
From  saffron  tints  to  sallow ; — 
Then  retrospective  memory  lugg'd  in 
Old  Purple  Face,  the  Host  at  Kentish  Town- 
East  Indians,  without  number, 
He  knew  familiarly,  by  heat  done  Brown, 
From  tan  to  a  burnt  umber, 
Ev'n  those  eruptions  he  had  never  seen 
Of  which  the  Caledonian  I'oet  spoke. 
As  **  rashes  growing  green ! " 
"  Pooh  1  pooh !  a  rash  grow  green ! 
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Nothing  of  course  but  a  broad  Scottish  jokef " 
Then  as  to  flaming  visages,  for  those 
The  Scarlet  Fever  answer'd,  or  the  Rose-— » 
But  verdant  that  was  quite  a  novel  stroke  I 
Men  tum*d  to  blue,  by  Cholera's  last  stagey 

In  common  practice  he  had  really  seen  ; 
B^t  green — ^he  was  too  old,  and  grave,  and  sage,' 

To  think  of  the  last  stage  to  Tumham  Green  \ 

So  matters  stbod  indoors — meanwhile  without. 

Growing  in  going  like  all  other  rumuurs. 
The  modem  miracle  was  buzz*d  about, 
By  People  of  all  humours, 

Native  or  foreign  in  their  dialecticals ; 
Till  all  the  neighbourhood,  as  if  their  noses' 
Had  taken  the  odd  gross  from  little  Moses, 

Seem*d  looking  thro'  green  spectacles. 
•*  Green  faces  ! "  so  they  all  began  to  comment— 

**  Yes — opposite  to  Druggist's  lighted  shops, 
But  that's  a  flying  colour — never  stops — 
A  bottle-grecn  that's  vanished  in  a  moment 

Green  1  nothing  of  the  sort  occurs  to  mind. 
Nothing  at  all  to  match  the  present  piece  ; 

Jack  in  the  Green  has  nothing  of  the  kind — 
Green-groc(  rs  are  not  green — nor  yet  green  geese ! " 
The  oldest  Supercargoes  of  Old  Sailors 

Of  such  a  case  had  never  heard, 

From  Emerald  Isle  to  Cape  de  Verd  ; 
•*  Or  Greenland ! "  cried  the  whalers. 
All  tongues  were  full  of  the  Green  man,  and  still 
They  could  not  make  him  out,  with  all  their  skill ; 
No  soul  could  shape  the  matter,  head  or  tail — 
But  truth  steps  in  where  all  conjectures  laiL 

A  long  half-hour,  in  needless  puzzle, 

Our  Galen's  cane  had  rubbed  against  his  muzzle : 

He  thought,  and  thought,  and  thought,  and  thought,  and 

thought — 
And  still  it  came  to  nought. 
When  up  rush'd  Betty,  loudest  of  Town  Criers, 
**  LAid,  l&^'am^  the  new  Police  is  at  the  doorl 
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It's  B,  ma'am,  Twenty-four, — 
As  brought  home  Mr.  S.  to  Austin  Friars, 

And  says  there's  nothing  but  a  simple  case — 

He  got  that  'ere  green  face 
By  sleeping  in  the  kennel  near  the  Dyer's  T* 


BEN  BLUFF. 

A  PATHETIC  BALLAD. 

"  Pkhair,  you  are  not  on  a  whaling  voyage,  where  evcr>'thing  that  oflfers  is 
game.**— Thb  Pilot. 

EN  BLUFF  was  a  whaler,  and  many  a  day 
Had  chased  the  huge  fish  about  Baffin's  old  Bay, 
But  time  brought  a  change  his  diversion  to  spoil. 
And  that  was  when  Gas  took  the  shine  out  of 
Oil. 

He  tam*d  up  his  nose  at  the  funics  of  the  Coke, 
And  swore  the  whole  scheme  was  a  bottle  of  smoke : 
As  to  London  he  briefly  delivered  his  mind, 
"Spanna-city,"  said  he — but  the  City  declined. 

So  Ben  cut  his  line  in  a  sort  of  a  huff. 
As  soon  as  his  whales  had  brought  profits  enough. 
And  hard  by  the  Docks  settled  down  for  his  life. 
But,  true  to  his  text,  went  to  Wales  for  a  wife. 

A  big  one  she  was,  without  figure  or  waist. 
More  bulky  than  lovely,  but  that  was  his  taste  ; 
In  fat  she  was  lapp'd  from  her  sole  to  her  crown. 
And,  tum'd  into  oil,  would  have  lighted  a  town. 

But  Ben  like  a  Whaler  was  charm'd  with  the  match, 
And  thought,  very  truly,  his  spouse  a  great  catch  ; 
A  flesh-and-blood  emblem  of  Plenty  and  Peace, 
And  would  not  have  changed  her  for  Helen  of  Greece. 

For  Greenland  was  green  in  his  memory  still ; 
He'd  quitted  his  trade,  but  retained  the  good-will ; 
And  often,  when  soften'd  by  bumbo  and  flip. 
Would  cry — till  he  blubber'd — about  his  old  ship. 
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No  craft  like  llie  Grampns  could  work  through  ■  Doe, 
What  knots  she  could  nui,  and  whit  tons  she  could  stow. 
And  then  that  licb  smell  he  preferr'd  to  the  rose. 
By  just  nosing  the  whole  without  holding  his  none  I 

Now  Ben  he  resolved,  one  fine  Saturday  nighl, 

A  snug  Arctic  Circle  of  friends  to  invite. 

Old  Tars  in  the  trade,  who  related  old  tales. 

And  drank,  and  blew  doads  thai  were  "  veiy  like  whales." 

Of  course  wiih  their  grog  there  wis  plenty  of  chat, 
Of  canting,  and  flinching,  and  catting  op  fit ; 
And  how  Can  Harpoons  into  (ashion  bad  got. 
And  if  Ihcy  were  meant  for  the  Gun- while  or  ncK7 

At  last  they  retired,  uid  left  Ben  to  hu  res^ 

By  fancies  cetaceous,  and  drink,  well  possess'd^ 

When,  lo  !  as  he  lay  by  his  partner  in  bed, 

lie  heard  somclliing  blow  through  two  holes  in  its  heaiL 

"A  start !  "  multer'd  Ben,  in  the  Grampus  afloat. 
And  made  but  one  jump  from  the  decli  to  the  boat' 
"  Huzia !  pull  away  for  the  blubber  and  bone — 
I  look  on  lliat  wtiale  as  already  my  onn  \" 

Then  groping  about  by  the  light  of  the  moon, 
He  soon  laiil  his  hami  on  his  trusty  harpoon  ; 
A  moment  he  poiseii  it,  to  send  it  more  pal. 
Anil  then  made  i  plunge  to  imbed  it  in  fit ! 

"  .Starn  all  !  "  he  sang  out,  "  as  you  care  for  your  lives — 
Stam  all,  as  you  hope  lo  return  lo  your  wives — 
Stand  by  for  the  flurry  !  she  throws  up  the  foam  ! 
Well  done,  my  oLi  iron,  I've  sent  you  right  home  I" 

And  scarce  had  he  spoken,  when  lo!  bolt  upright 
The  Leviathan  rose  in  a  great  sheel  of  white. 
And  swiftly  advanced  for  a  fathom  or  two. 
As  only  i  fish  out  of  water  could  do. 

-  Stam  all  !  "  echoed  Ben,  with  a  movement  ahicli. 
But  too  slow  to  escape  from  the  creature's  attack ; 
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If  flippers  k  had,  they  were  fumi^'d  with  nails, — 

^*  You  willin,  I'll  teach  you  that  Women  an't  Whales!" 

^*  Avast !  *'  chottted  BeR,  with  a  sort  of  a  screech, 

^*  I've  beard  a  Whale  spouting,  but  A^e  is  a  speech  !* 

"**  A-spouting,  indeed  !— ^very  pretty,"  said  she  ; 

"**  But  it*s  you  I'll  blow  up,  not  the  froth  of  the  sea  I 

"^  To  go  to  pretend  to  take  pt^  for  a  fish  ! 
You  great  Polar  Bear — but  I  know  what  you  wish^ 
You're  sick  qf  a  wife,  that  your  hankering  baulks, — • 
You  want  to  go  back  to  some  young  Esquimax  I 
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***0  dearest,"  cried  Ben,  "  frighten'J  out  of  his  life, 
"Don't  think  I  would  go  for  to  murder  a  wife 
1  must  long  have  bewailed  " — **  But  she  only  cried  Stuff! 
Don't  name  it,  you  brute,  you've  b&-wbaUd  me  enough  ! " 
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Lord,  Polly  !"  said  Ben,  "such  a  deed  could  I  do? 
I'd  rather  "have  murder'd  all  Wapping  than  you  ! 
^me,  forgive  what  is  passed."    **  O  you  monster ! "  sht 

cried, 
•*  It  was  none  of  your  fault  that  it  passed  of  one  side !  '* 

IloweSvcr,  at  last  she  inclined  to  forgive ; 
••*  But,  Ben,  lake  this  warning  as  long  as  you  live — 
If  the  love  of  harpooning  so  strong  must  prevail, 
^ake  a  whale  for  a  wife,  not  a  wife  for  a  whale." 


SALLY  SIMPKIN'S  LAMENT; 

OR,  JOHN  Jones's  kit-cat-astropHe. 

"  He  left  his  body  to  the  sea. 
And  made  a  shairk  his  legatee." 

Bryan  and  PbrkKNI. 

H  I  what  is  that  comes  gliding  in, 
And  quite  in  middling  haste  ? 
It  is  the  picture  of  my  Jones, 
And  painted  to  the  waist. 

^  It  is  not  painted  to  the  life, 
t^ox  wherc's  the  trowsers  VAue"^ 
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Oh  Jones,  my  dear !— oh  dear  I  my  Joliift% 
What  is  become  of  yon  ?** 

^Oh !  Sally  deaf,  it  is  too  tme,-^ 

The  half  that  yon  remark 
Is  come  to  say  my  other  half 

Isbitoffbyashaikl 

"  Oh  I  Sally,  shailcs  do  things  by  halves 

Yet  most  completely  do ! 
A  bite  in  one  place  seems  enottgh. 

Bat  I've  been  bit  hi  two. 

"  Yon  know  I  once  was  all  3rour  own, 
Bnt  now  a  shark  most  share ! 

But  let  that  pass — for  now  to  yott 
I*m  neither  here  nor  ther& 

"  Alas  !  death  has  a  strange  divorce 

Effected  in  the  sea. 
It  has  divided  me  from  you. 

And  even  me  from  me  ! 

**  Don't  fear  my  ghost  will  walk  o*nights 

To  haunt,  as  people  say ; 
My  ghost  canU  walk,  for,  oh  !  my  legs 

Are  many  leagues  away  ! 

"Lord!  think,  when  I  am  swimming  roond, 
And  looking  where  the  boat  is^ 

A  shark  just  snaps  away  a  half, 
Without  '  a  quarter's  notice.' 

•*  One  half  is  here,  the  other  half 

Is  near  Columbia  placed  ; 
Oh!  Sally,  I  have  got  the  whole 

Atlantic  for  my  waist. 

"  But  now,  adieu — a  long  adien ! 

IVe  solved  death's  awful  riddle, 
And  would  say  more,  but  I  am  doomed 

To  break  off  in  the  middle  !*' 
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FM  GOING  TO  BOMBAY. 

'*  Nothing  venture,  nothing  have."— Old  Proverb. 
**  Every  IndiamaQ  has  at  least  two  mates." 

—Falconer's  Marine  Guide. 

I. 

Y  hair  is  brown,  my  eyes  are  blue, 
And  reckoned  rather  bright ; 
Fm  shapely,  if  they  tell  me  true, 
And  just  the  proper  height ; 

My  skin  has  been  admired  in  verse, 

And  called  as  fair  as  day — 

If  I  am  fair,  so  much  the  worse, 

Vm  going  to  Bombay  ! 

II. 

At  school  I  passed  with  some  ^cl&t ; 
I  learned  my  French  in  France  ; 
De  Wint  gave  lessons  how  to  draw, 
And  D'Egville  how  to  dance  ;— 
Crevelli  taught  me  how  to  sing, 
And  Cramer  how  to  play — 
It  really  is  the  strangest  thing— 
I'm  going  to  Bombay! 

III. 

I*ve  been  to  Bath  and  Cheltenham  Wells, 

But  not  their  springs  to  sip — 

To  Ramsgate — not  to  pick  up  shells, — 

To  Brighton—not  to  dip. 

I've  tour'd  the  Lakes,  and  scour*d  the  coast 

From  Scarboro'  to  Torquay — 

But  tho'  of  time  IVe  made  the  most, 

I'm  going  to  Bombay!    • 

IV. 

By  Pa  and  Ma  I'm  daily  told 

To  marry  now's  my  time. 

For  though  I'm  very  far  from  old, 

I'm  rather  in  my  prime. 

They  say  while  we  have  any  sun, 


Ana  mjrs  the  clio 
It's  sure  to  light : 
She's  married  to 
With  very  hanin 
And  swears  I  ou| 
I'm  going  to  Boo 


She  MP  Ibat  I  d 
To  tute  theit  Im 
But  irtut  the  lilH 
Tbeir  itnnge  ooi 
IfI«aqaUnp«f 
OrdiMiUieliidi 
On  doolies  and  oi 
I'm  going  to  Bod 


She  uja  thit  I  si 
I  don't  knoi*  vhi 
To  take  the  air  u 
In  mj  owD  palan] 
I  like  to  drive  mji 
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Or  fall  a  tiger's  prey, 

Or  steep  in  salt,  it's  all  his  fault; 

I'm  going  to  Bombay! 

IX. 

That  fine  new  teak-built  ship,  the  Fox 

A.  I — Commander  Bird, 

Now  lying  in  the  London  Docks, 

Will  Sail  on  May  the  Third ; 

Apply  for  passage  or  for  freight, 

To  Nichol,  Scott,  and  Gray — 

Pa  has  applied  and  scal'd  my  fate — 

I'm  going  to  Bombay ! 

X. 

My  heart  is  full — my  trunks  as  well ; 

My  mind  and  caps  made  up. 

My  corsets  shap'd  by  Mrs.  Bell, 

Are  promised  ere  I  sup ; 

With  boots  and  shoes,  Rivarla's  best, 

And  dresses  by  Duce, 

And  a  special  license  in  my  chest — 

I'm  going  to  Bombay! 


JOHN  JONES. 

A  PATHETIC  BALLAD. 

*'  I  saw  the  iron  enter  into  his  souL**— Stbrnb. 

OIIN  JONES  he  was  a  builder's  clerk, 
On  ninety  pounds  a  year, 
Before  his  head  >^*as  engine-tum'd 
To  be  an  engineer ! 

For,  finding  that  the  iron  roads 

Were  quite  the  public  talc, 
Like  Robin  Redbreast,  all  his  heart 

Was  set  upon  a  rail. 

But  oh !  his  schemes  all  ended  \\V^ 
As  schemes  must  come  lo  now^l^ 
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With  men  who  try  to  make  short  cuts^ 
When  cut  with  something  short.  ~ 

His  altitudes  he  did  not  take. 

Like  any  other  elf; 
But  first  a  spirit-level  took. 

That  levelled  him,  himself. 

Then  getting  up,  from  left  to  right 

So  many  tacks  he  made, 
The  ground  he  meant  to  go  upon 

Got  very  well  surveyed. 

How  crows  may  fly  he  did  not  care 

A  single  fig  to  know ; — 
He  wish*d  to  make  an  iron  road, 

And  not  an  iron  crow. 

So,  going  to  the  Rose  and  Crown, 

To  cut  his  studies  short, 
The  nearest  way  from  /////  to  //>//, 

He  found  was  through  a  quart. 

According  to  this  rule  he  plann*d 

His  railroad  o'er  a  cup ; 
But  when  he  came  to  lay  it  down. 

No  soul  would  take  it  up ! 

Alas !  not  his  the  wily  arts 

Of  men  as  shrewd  as  rats. 
Who  out  of  one  sole  In^el  make 

A  precious  lot  oi fiats  I 

In  vain  from  Z  to  crooked  S, 
His  devious  line  he  show'd ; 

Directors  even  seemed  to  wish 
For  some  directer  road. 

The  writers  of  the  public  press 

All  sneered  at  his  design ; 
And  penny-a-liners  wouldn't  give 

A  penny  for  his  line. 


.    ■  « 


I 


^ 
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Yet  still  he  urged  his  darling  scheme, 

In  spite  of  all  the  fates ; 
Until  at  last  his  zigzag  ways 

Quite  brought  him  into  straits. 

His  money  gone,  of  course  he  sank 
In  debt  firom  day  to  day, — 

His  way  would  not  pay  him — and  so 
He  could  not  pay  his  way. 

Said  he,  "  All  parties  run  me  down- 
How  bitter  is  my  cup ! 

My  landlord  is  the  only  mail 
That  ever  runs  me  up ! 

••  And  he  begins  to  talk  of  scores. 
And  will  not  draw  a  cork ;" — 

And  then  he  rail'd  at  Fortune,  since 
He  could  not  rail  at  York! 

The  morrow,  in  a  fatal  noose 
They  found  him  hanging  fast ; 

This  sentence  scribbled  on  the  wall,— 
**  I've  got  my  line  at  last ! " 

Twelve  men  upon  the  body  sate, 
And  thus,  on  oath,  did  say, 

**  We  find  he  got  his  gru^,  *caus* 
He  couldn't  have  his  way! 


POMPEY'S  GHOST. 

A   PATHETIC  ballad; 

'  Skin«  may  diffei,  but  affection  

Dwells  m  white  and  black  the  same." — CowPB« 

|WAS  twelve  o'clock,  not  twelve  at  night, 
But  twelve  o'clock  at  noon, 
Because  the  sun  was  shining  bright, 
And  not  the  silver  moon: 
A  proper  time  for  friends  to  call, 
Or  Pots,  or  Penny  Post ; 
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A  heater,  like  the  urn. 
Delirious  in  the  night  I  grew. 

And  as  I  lay  in  bed, 
They  say  I  gather'd  all  the  wool 

You  see  upon  my  head. 

"His  Lordship  for  his  doctor  sent. 

My  treatment  to  begin — 
I  wish  that  he  had  call'd  hun  out. 

Before  he  call'd  him  in ! 
For  though  to  physic  he  was  bred. 

And  pass'd  at  Surgeons'  Hall,. 
To  make  hb  post  a  sinecure 

He  never  cured  at  all  1 

*^The  doctor  look'd  about  my  breast. 

And  then  about  my  back. 
And  then  he  shook  his  head  and  said» 

'Your  case  looks  very  black.* 
And  first  lie  sent  me  hot  cayenne, 

And  then  gamboge  to  swallow, — 
But  still  my  fever  would  not  turn 

To  Scarlet  or  to  Yellow  I 

"With  madder  and  with  turmeric 

He  made  bis  next  attack ; 
But  neither  he  nor  all  his  drugs 

Could  stop  my  dying  black. 
At  last  I  got  so  sick  of  life. 

And  sick  of  being  dosed, 
One  Monday  morning  I  gave  up 

My  physic  and  the  ghost ! 

•'Oh,  Phcebe  dear,  what  pain  it  was 

To  sever  every  tie  I 
You  know  black  beetles  feel  as  much 

As  giants  when  they  die — 
And  if  there  is  a  bridal  bed. 

Or  bride  of  little  worth. 
It's  lying  in  a  bed  of  mou\d» 

Aiong  with  Molkei  EslxXXl^ 
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**Alas!  some  happy,  happy  day 

In  church  I  hoped  to  stand,^ 
And  like  a  muff  of  sable  skin 

Receive  your  lily  hand ; 
But  sternly  with  that  piebald  match 

My  fate  untimely  clashes — 
For  now,  like  Pompe-doubleriy 

I'm  sleeping  in  my  ashes ! 

"And  now  farewell ! — a  last  farewell ! 

I'm  wanted  down  below, 
And  have  but  time  enough  to  add 

One  word  before  I  go, — 
in  mourning  crape  and  bombazine 

Ne'er  spend  your  precious  pelf — 
Don't  go  in  black  for  me, — for  I 

Can  do  it  for  myself. 

"Henceforth  within  my  grave  I  rest. 
But  Death  who  there  inherits, 

AUow'd  my  spirit  leave  to  come, 
^  You  seem*d  so  out  of  spirits ; 

But  do  not  sigh,  and  do  not  cry. 
By  grief  too  much  engross'd — 

Nor,  for  a  ghost  of  colour,  turn 
The  colour  of  a  ghost ! 

'Again  farewell,  my  Phoebe  dear! 

Once  more  a  last  adieu  I 
For  I  must  make  myself  as  scarce 

As  swans  of  sable  hue. " 
From  black  to  grey,  from  grey  to  nought, 

The  shape  began  to  fade, 
And,  like  an  t^^  though  not  so  white. 

The  Ghost  was  newly  laid  I 


TO  MR.    WRENCH,  475 


TO  MR.  WRENXH  AT  THE  ENGLISH  OPERA  HOUSE.* 

|H  very  pleasant  Mr.  Wrench, — 
The  first,  upon  the  pit's  first  bench, 

I've  scrambled  to  my  place. 
To  hail  thee  on  these  summer  b6ard^ 
With  joy,  even  critic-craft  affords, 
And  watch  thy  welcome  lace ! 

Ere  thou  art  come,  how  I  rejoice 
To  hear  thy  free  and  easy  voice. 

Lounging  about  the  slips ; 
And  then  thy  figure  comes  and  owns 
The  voice  as  careless  as  the  tones 

That  saunter  from  thy  lips. 

Oh  come  and  cast  a  quiet  glance. 
To  glad  a  nameless  friend,  askance 

The  lamps*  ascending  glare; 
Better  it  is  than  bended  knees, 
Heart-squeezing,  and  profound  conges — 

That  old  familiar  air. 

Even  in  the  street,  in  that  apt  face. 
Full  of  gay  gravity,  I  trace 

The  soul  of  native  whim ; 
A  constant,  never-failing  store 
Of  quiet  mirth,  that  ne'er  runs  o'er. 

But  aye  is  near  the  brim. 

Quoth  I,  *' There  goes  a  happy  wighl. 
Inimical  to  spleen  and  spite. 

And  careless  of  all  care ; 
Who  oils  the  ruffled  waves  of  strife. 
And  makes  the  work-day  suit  of  life 

Of  very  easy  wear. 

Lord !  if  he  had  some  people's  ills 

To  cope — their  hungry  bonds  and  bills. 

How  faintly  they  would  tease ; 
Things  that  have  cost  both  tears  and  sighs — 

1  The  Ade\pKL 


LOVE   WITH  A 


The  Ein^  I  giicsi,  is  not  tliy  schotil — 
Thou  dost  not  antic  Ukc  the  fool 

That  wept  behind  hU  mask  \ 
Thy  playing  ii  thy  piny — n  sporl — 
A  revel,  as  perfonn'd  M  Ciiutt, 

And  not  a  trade — a  task  I 

Gjy  Fretman,  art  thon  hired  for  liimt 
No — "lii  thy  hiimaur  and  thy  whiia 

To  be  that  easy  gucK ; 
Whereas  whoever  plays  for  pelf, 
(Like  HcTinctt)  only  gives  Aim-ncM, 

Or  An^likeMra.  West! 

Nny,  lliou — to  look  beyond  ihc  stage. 
Thy  life  is  but  another  ii.Ti;e 
Cuiiiinued  of  the  play  ; 

lea^cnlry  by  iii^kt 


Aie 


Jay! 


A  WITNESS, 
ivd  olT  his  «hUkori  and  blacken'd  h 


If  I  lived  for  a  thousand  long  years  from  my  birth, 
1  s\^3V\  TOl^ct  fovi«  xvliat  he  told  ; 
\low  Vic  \os'  i  mc  \)f:^QT,\  \\k  -i^ei  ■s&wje^  li  earth. 
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When  he  kiss'd  me  and  bade  me  adieu  with  a  sigh. 
By  the  light  of  the  sweetest  of  moons, 
Oh  how  little  I  dreamt  I  was  bidding  good-bye 
To  my  Missis's  tea-pot  and  spoons  1 


LINES  BY  A  SCHOOL-BOY. 

HEN  I  ,was  first  a  scholar,  I  went  to  Dr.  Monk, 
And  elephant-like  I  had,  sir,  a  cake  put  in  my  trunk ; 
The  Rev.  Doctor  Monk,  sir,  was  very  grave  and  prim. 
He  stood  full  six  foot  high,  sir,  an4  we  all  looked  up 
to  him. 


They  didn't  pinch  and  starve  us,  as  here  they  do  at  York, 
For  every  boy  was  ask'd,  sir,  to  bring  a  knife  and  fork. 
And  then  I  had  a  chum  too,  to  fag  and  all  of  that, 
I  made  him  sum  up  m^  sums  too,  and  eat  up  all  my  fat. 

For  goodness  we  had  prices,  and  birch  for  doing  ill. 
But  none  of  the  Birch  that  visits  the  bottom  of  ComhilL 
And  we'd  half  a  dozen  ushers  to  teach  us  Latin  and  Greek, 
And  all  we'd  got  in  our  heads,  sir,  was  combed  out  once  a  week. 

And  then  we  had  a  shop,  too,  for  lollipops  and  squibs, 
Where  I  often  had  a  lick,  sir,  at  Buonaparty's  ribs  I 
Oh  !  if  I  was  at  Clapham,  at  my  old  school  again, 
In  the  rod  I  could  fancy  honey,  and  sugar  in  the  cane. 


ADDRESS   TO    MARIA   DARLINGTON 
ON  HER  RETURN  TO  THE  STAGE. 

"It  was  Maria!— 

And  better  fate  did  Maria  deserve  than  to  have  her  banns  forbid— 

She  had,  since  that,  she  told  me,  strayed  as  far  as  Rome,  and  walked  round 

Sc  Peter's  once — and  returned  back — ." 

Stt  the  whole  story  in  Sieme  and  tJu  nrtuspapert, 

|[|HOU  art  come  back  again  to  the  stage 

Quite  as  blooming  as  when  thou  didst  leave 

it; 
And  'tis  well  (ov  l\\vs  {oxVunaXc  ac,« 


Thy  street  foot,  my  Footc,  u  w  light 

(Not  my  Foote— I  spcsk  by  concttion) 
As  the  snon  on  some  tnoant^n  at  night. 

Or  the  mow  that  has  long  on  tliy  neck  shona. 
The  Pit  is  in  laptares  to  free  thee, 

The  Boies  impalient  la  greet  it 
The  Galleries  qnile  clam'roiii  to  see  llie^ 

And  thy  scenic  relalioiis  to  meet  th«  I 

Ah,  where  was  thy  ncred  retreat? 

Maria!  ah,  where  hasi  thou  been. 
With  thy  t«-o  litllo  wandering  Feci, 

Far  an-sy  fiom  all  peace  and  pe.i-(;reen  I 
Fat  away  ftoTn  Fiiihariliiige  the  bold, 

Far  away  from  lumselfand  his  lol  ! 
I  envy  the  plicc  Ihou  hast  siroli'd. 

If  a  stroller  ihou  art — which  ihou'n  not  I 

Sleme  met  thee,  poor  wandcrinj;  thing, 

Melhinks  at  ihe  close  of  the  day— 
When  thy  Biily  had  just  slipp'd  his  Mrin^ 

And  thy  lillle  dog  quile  gone  attiay — 
He  batie  ihce  to  sorrow  no  more— 

He  wish'd  thee  to  lull  thy  dislrcss 
In  his  bosom — he  couldn't  do  more. 

And  a  Chrisiian  could  hardly  do  less  I 

Ah,  me  !  for  lliy  ^mall  plaintive  pipe 
I  fear  we  must  look  at  thine  eye — 

That  eye— forced  sn  often  to  wipe 
That  the  handkerchief  never  got  dry  1 

Oh  sure  'lis  a  liarbarous  deed 
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The  man  that  could  tread  on  a  worm 

Is  a  brute — and  inhuman  to  boot ; 
But  he  merits  a  much  harsher  term 

That  can  wantonly  tread  on  a  Foote  I 
Soft  mercy  and  gentleness  blend 

To  make  up  a  Quaker — but  he 
That  spum*d  thee  could  scarce  be  a  Fritnd, 

Though  he  dealt  in  that  Thou-ing  of  thee  ! 

Thegr  that  loved  thee,  Maria,  have  flown  I 

The  friends  of  the  midsummer  hour ! 
But  those  friends  now  in  anguish  atone. 

And  mourn  o*er  thy  desolate  bow'r. 
Friend  Hayne,  tiie  Green  Man,  is  quite  out. 

Yea,  utterly  out  of  his  bias ; 
And  the  faithful  Fitzhardinge,  no  doubt. 

Is  counting  his  Ave  Marias ! 

Ah,  where  wast  thou  driven  away 

To  feast  on  thy  desolate  woe  ? 
We  have  witness'd  thy  weeping  in  play, 

But  none  saw  the  earnest  tears  flow — 
Perchance  thou  wert  truly  forlorn, — 

Though  none  but  the  fairies  could  mark 
Where  they  hung  upon  some  Berkeley  thorn. 

Or  the  thistle  in  Burderop  Park  1 

Ah,  perhaps,  when  old  age*s  white  snow 

Has  silver'd  the  crown  of  Hayne's  nob— 
For  even  the  greenest  will  grow 

As  hoary  as  "  White-headed  Bob — " 
He'll  wish,  in  the  days  of  his  prime. 

He  had  been  rather  kinder  to  one 
He  hath  left  to  the  malice  of  Time — 

A  woman — so  weak  and  undone  I 


Of  all  tl: 
Macrend 
(As  Gulway  Martin, 
Hamtel  and  Doctor 
Friend  to  the  sweet 
Magiciui  of  the  lui 
Dniry'E  Aladdin  I 
Kicker  of  rebel  jn£ 
Glus-blowers'  com 
At  once  Great  Lean 
Dnunatic  Bolter  of] 
In  silken  hoe  the  ax 
blV  Lord  High  Elli 
(Foole  is  am;,  and 
While  I,  in  tiiile  sli] 
Th;  splendid  connc; 

Bright  was  thjr  joutl 
The  grealest  Romeo 
tJehle^  comedian  01 
When  Jordan  threw 
But  these,  thoogh  hi 


ODE  TO  R.    W,  ELLISTON.  a%\ 

Thou  didst,  with  bag  and  baggage,  wander  thence. 
Repentant,  like  thy  neighbour  Magdalens ! 

Next,  the  Olympic  Games  were  tried,  each  feat 

Practised  the  most  bewitching  in  Wych  Street. 

Charles  had  his  royal  ribaldry  restored, 

And  in  a  downright  neighbourhood  drank  and  whored ; 

Rochester  there  in  dirty  ways  again 

Revell*d — and  lived  once  more  in  Drury  Lane  : 

But  thou,  R.  W.,  kept  thy  moral  ways, 

Pit-lecturing  'twixt  the  farces  and  the  plays, 

A  lamplight  Irving  to  the  butcher-boys 

That  soil'd  the  benches  and  that  made  a  noise :— • 

"  Yov, — in  the  back  !^an  scarcely  hear  a  line  I 

Down  from  those  benches — butchers — they  are  Mine  ! '' 

Lastly — and  thou  wcrt  built  for  it  by  nature  ! — 
Crown'd  was  thy  head  in  Drury  Lane  Tlv^ilre  ! 
Gentle  George  Robins  saw  that  it  was  good. 
And  renters  cluck 'd  around  thee  in  a  brood. 
King  thou  wert  made  of  Drury  and  of  Kean  ! 
Of  many  a  lady  and  of  many  a  Queen  ! 
With  Poole  and  Larpent  was  thy  reign  begun — 
But  now  thou  turnest  from  the  Dead  and  Dun, 
Hook's  in  thine  eye,  to  write  thy  plays,  no  doubt, 
And  Colman  lives  to  cut  the  damnlets  out  I 

Oh,  worthy  of  the  house  !  the  King's  commission  ! 
Isn't  thy  condition  ''a  most  bless'd  condition?" 
Thou  reignest  over  Winston,  Kean,  and  all 
The  very  lofty  and  the  very  small — 
Showest  the  plumbless  Bunn  the  way  to  kick — 
Keepest  a  Williams  for  thy  veriest  stick — 
Seest  a  Vestris  in  her  sweetest  moments, 
Without  the  danger  of  newspaper  comments— 
Tellest  Macready,  as  none  dared  before. 
Thine  open  mind  from  the  half-open  door ! — 
(Alas !  I  fear  he  has  left  Melpomene's  crown. 
To  be  a  Boniface  in  Buxton  town  !) — 
Thon  holdst  the  watch,  as  half-pnce  pcopV^Vtja^^ 
And  ctdlest  to  them,  to  a  moment,—"  Oo\'' 
C  1  'ft. 
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Teachest  the  sapient  Sapio  how  to  sing — 
Hangest  a  cat  most  oddly  by  the  wing — ^ 
Hast  known  the  length  of  a  Cubitt>foot — and  kiss'd 
The  pearly  whiteness  of  a  Stephen's  wriit — 
Kissing  and  pitying — tender  and  humane ! 
"  By  lieaTen  she  loves  me  I    Oh,  it  is  too  plain ! " 
A  s^  like  this  thy  trembling  passion  slips^ 
Dimpling  the  warm  lifadeira  at  thy  lips  ! 

Go  on,  Lessee  I    Go  on,  and  pro!;per  well ! 
Fear  not,  thongh  forty  glass-blowers  should  rebd— 
Show  them  how  thou  hast  long  befriended  them, 
And  teach  Dubois  their  treason  to  condemn ! 
Go  on  !  addressing  pits  in  prose— and  worse ! 
Be  long,  be  slow,  be  an3rthing  but  terse — 
Kiss  to  the  gallery  the  hand  that's  gloved— 
Make  Bunn  the  Great,  and  Winston  the  Beloved, 
Go  on — aad  but  in  this  reverse  the  thing. 
Walk  backward  with  wax  lights  before  the  King — 
Go  on  \  Spring  ever  in  thine  eye  !  Go  on  I 
Hope's  favourite  child  !  ethereal  Elliston  \ 


SHOOTING  PAINa 
'The  charge  is prepaied.*— Macrratit. 

|F  I  shoot  any  more  I'll  be  shot, 

For  ill-luck  seems  determined  to  star  me, 
I  have  march'd  the  whole  day 
With  a  gun — for  no  pay — 
Zounds,  I'd  better  have  been  in  the  army ! 

What  matters  Sir  Christopher's  leave? 
To  his  manor  I'm  sorry  I  came  yet  1 

With  confidence  fraught. 

My  two  pointers  I  brought, 
But  we  are  not  a  point  towards  game  yet  I 

And  that  gamekeeper  too,  with  advice  t 
Ol  m^  coMT^  be  has  been  a  nice  cbalker. 
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Not  far,  were  his  words, 
I  could  go  without  birds: 
If  my  legs  could  cry  out,  they'd  cry  "Walker  I " 

Not  Hawker  could  find  out  a  flaw, — 

My  appointments  are  modem  and  Mantony, 

And  I've  brought  my  own  man, 

To  mark  down  all  he  can. 
But  I  can't  find  a  mark  for  my  Antony  I 

The  partridges, — where  can  they  lie? 
I  have  promised  a  leash  to  Miss  Jervas, 

As  the  least  I  could  do ; 

But  without  even  two 
To  brace  me, — I'm  getting  quite  nervous  t 

To  the  pheasants — how  well  they're  preserved  I 
My  sport's  not  a  jot  more  beholden, 

As  the  birds  are  so  shy. 

For  my  friends  I  must  buy; — 
And  so  send  "  silver  pheasants  and  golden." 

I  have  tried  ev'ry  form  for  a  hare, 

Eveiy  patch,  every  furze  that  could  shroud  her. 

With  toil  unrelax'd. 

Till  my  patience  is  tax'd. 
But  I  cannot  be  taxed  for  hare-powder. 

I*ve  been  roaming  for  hours  in  three  flats 
In  the  hope  of  a  snipe  for  a  snap  at ; 

But  still  vainly  I  court 

The  percussioning  sport, 
I  find  nothing  for  "  setting  my  cap  at  !'* 

A  woodcock, — this  month  is  the  time, — 
Right  and  left  IVe  made  ready  my  lock  for, 

With  well-loaded  double^ 

But  spite  of  my  trouble. 
Neither  barrel  can  I  find  a  cock  fori 

A  rabbit  I  should  not  despise, 

But  they  lurk  in  their  burrows  so  lowly; 
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This  d&y*s  the  eleventh. 
It  is  not  the  seventh. 
But  they  seem  to  be  keeping  it  hole-y. 

For  a  mallard  I've  waded  the  marsh. 

And  hamited  each  pool,  and  each  lake — oh  t 

Mine  is  not  the  luck. 

To  obtain  thee,  O  Duck, 
Or  to  doom  thee,  O  Drake,  like  a  Diaool 

For  a  field-fare  I*ve  fared  far  a-field. 
Large  or  small  I  am  never  to  sack  bird. 

Not  a  thrush  is  so  kind 

As  to  fly,  and  I  find 
I  may  whistle  myself  for  a  blackbird  I 

I  am  angry,  I'm  hungry,  I'm  dry. 
Disappointed,  and  sullen,  and  goaded. 

And  so  weary  an  elf, 

I  am  sick  of  myself^ 
And  with  Number  One  seem  overloaded. 

As  well  one  might  beat  round  St  Paul's, 
And  look  out  for  a  cock  or  a  hen  there ; 

I  have  scarch'd  round  and  round 

All  the  Baronet's  ground. 
But  Sir  Christopher  hasn't  a  wren  there  I 

Joyce  may  talk  of  his  excellent  caps. 
But  for  nightcaps  they  set  me  desiring, 

And  it's  really  too  bad, 

Not  a  shot  I  have  had 
With  Hall's  Powder,  renown'd  for  "quick  firing/ 

If  this  is  what  people  call  sport, 
Oh !  of  sporting  I  can't  have  a  high  sense, 
And  there  still  remains  one 
More  mischance  on  my  gun — 
''Fined  for  shooting  without  any  license.** 
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THE  DUEL. 

A  SERIOUS  BALLAD. 

"  Like  the  two  King^s  of  Brentford  smelling  at  one  nosegay." 

IN  Brentford  town,  of  old  renown, 


There  lived  a  Mister  Bray, 
Who  fell  in  love  with  Lucy  Bell, 
And  so  did  Mr.  Clay. 


To  see  her  ride  from  Hammersmith, 

By  all  it  was  allow'd, 
Such  fair  outsides  are  seldom  seen, 

Such  Angels  on  a  Cloud. 

Said  Mr.  Bray  to  Mr.  Clay, 

**  You  choose  to  rival  me. 
And  court  Miss  Bell,  but  there  your  court 

No  thoroughfare  shall  be. 

"  Unless  you  now  give  up  your  suit, 

You  may  repent  your  love ; 
I  who  have  shot  a  pigeon  match, 

Can  shoot  a  turtle  dove. 

**  So  pray  before  you  woo  her  more. 

Consider  what  you  do ; 
If  you  pop  aught  to  Lucy  Bell,^ 

I'll  pop  it  into  you." 

Said  Mr.  Clay  to  Mr.  Bray, 
*'  Your  threats  I  quite  explode ; 

One  who  has  been  a  volunteer 
Knows  how  to  prime  and  load* 

•*  And  so  I  say  to  you  unless 

Your  passion  quiet  keeps, 
I  who  have  shot  and  hit  bulb*  eyes. 

May  chance  to  hit  a  sheep's.* 


If 


Now  gold  is  oft  for  silver  changed. 
And  that  for  copper  red ; 


TP-TT^!^  ^;^  is  bricht. 
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So  up  into  the  harmless  air, 

Their  bullets  they  did  send ; 
And  may  all  other  duels  have 

That  upshot  in  the  end ! 


DOG-GREL  VERSES.  BY  A  POOR  BLIND. 

**  Hark !  hark  !  tke  do^  do  bark, 
The  beggars  are  coming  .  .  ." — Old  Ballad. 

|H  what  shall  I  do  for  a  dog? 

Of  sight  I  have  not  got  a  particle^ 
Globe,  Standard,  or  Svn, 
Times,  Chronicle — ^none 
Can  give  nu  a  good  leading  article. 

A  Mastiff  once  led  me  about, 
But  people  appeared  so  to  fear  him — 

I  might  have  got  pence 

"Without  his  defence, 
But  Charity  would  not  come  near  him. 

A  Blood-hound  was  not  mndi  amiss, 
But  instinct  at  last  got  the  upper; 

And  tracking  Bill  Soames, 

And  thieves  to  their  homes, 
I  never  could  get  home  to  supper. 

A  Fox-houad  once  served  me  as  guide, 
A  good  one  at  hill  and  at  valley; 
But  day  aAer  day 
He  led  me  astray. 
To  follow  a  millc-woman*s  tally. 

A  tumspit  once  did  me  good  turns 
At  going  and  crossing,  and  stopping ; 

Till  one  day  his  breed 

Went  off  at  full  speed. 
To  spit  at  a  great  fire  in  Wapping. 

A  Pointer  once  pointed  my  "way, 
BuX  did  not  turn  out  quite  &o  ^\efts»xi\t 


pc*^^x£z  rsJtss.i 


I 


M^V^IteaHttiMrf^: 


To  t«p  1 
And  5h.iv 

Cill-J  on  a  barber. 

My  ncv.  «^  ; 
A;  bi;  a.  a 

Eut  my  0 
So  inilv  1 

I  :.:vvays  f=:: , 

1  Newf,>uni.UinJ  bnilc. 
calf  lit  fut  ilaogbterj 
!4  calaraet 
le  Vack-J 
n-.o  l!-.e  »-iKr. 
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I  found  it  no  go, 
A  Smithfield  Ducrow, 
To  stand  on  four  saddles  of  mutton. 

My  next  was  an  Esquimaux  dog, 
A  dog  that  my  bones  ache  to  talk  on, 

For  picking  his  ways 

On  cold  frosty  days 
He  pick'd  out  the  slides  for  a  walk  on. 

Bijou  was  a  lady-like  dog, 

But  vex'd  me  at  night  not  a  little. 

When  tea-time  was  come 

She  would  not  go  home, 
Her  tail  had  once  trail'd  a  tin  kettle. 

I  once  had  a  sort  of  a  Shock, 
And  kissM  a  street  post  like  a  brother. 

And  lost  every  tooth 

In  learning  this  truths 
One  blind  cannot  well  lead  another. 

A  terrier  ^^-as  far  from  a  trump. 
He  had  one  defect,  and  a  thorough, 

I  never  could  stir, 

*0d  rabbit  the  cur ! 
Without  going  into  the  Borough. 

My  next  was  Dalmatian,  the  dog! 
And  led  me  in  danger,  oh  crikey! 

By  chasing  horse  heels, 

Between  carriage  wheels. 
Till  I  came  upon  boards  that  were  spiky. 

The  next  that  I  had  was  from  Cross, 
And  once  was  .1  favourite  spaniel 

With  Nero,^  now  dead, 

And  so  I  was  led 
Right  up  to  his  den  like  a  DanieL 

A  mongrel  I  tried,  and  he  did, 
As  far  as  the  profit  and  lossing. 


1  The  name  of  the  lion  in  the  Zoological  Gardens. 
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Except  that  the  kind 
Endangers  the  blind. 
The  breed  is  so  fond  of  a  crossing. 

A.  setter  was  quite  to  my  taste. 
In  alleys  or  streets  broad  or  narrow. 

Till  one  day  I  met 

A  very  dead  set. 
At  a  very  dead  horse  in  a  barrow. 

I  once  had  a  dog  that  went  mad. 
And  sorry  I  was  that  I  got  him  ; 

I  came  to  a  run, 

And  a  man  with  a  gun 
Pepper'd  nu  when  he  ought  to  have  shot  him. 

My  profits  have  gone  to  the  dc^s, 
My  trade  has  been  such  a  deceiver, 

I  fear  that  my  aim 

Is  a  mere  losing  game, 
Unless  I  can  find  a  Retriever. 


"  UP  THE  RHINE." 

HY,  Tourist,  why 

With  Passports  have  to  do  ? 
Pr'ythce  stay  at  home  and  pass 
The  Port  and  Sherry  too. 

Why,  Tourist,  why 

Embark  for  Rotterdam  ? 
Pr'ythee  stay  at  home  and  take 
•  Thy  Hollands  in  a  dram. 

•Why,  Tourist,  why 

To  foreign  climes  repair  ? 
Pr'ythee  take  thy  German  Flute^ , 

And  breathe  a  German  air. 

Why,  Tourist,  why 
'VVv^  ^tN^a  Mountains  view  ? 
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Any  one  at  home  can  tint 
A  hill  with  Prussian  Blue. 

Why,  Tourist,  why 
To  old  Colonia's  walls? 

Sure,  to  see  a  Wrenish  Dome, 
One  needn't  leave  St  Paul's* 


THE  COMET. 

AN  ASTRONOMICAL  ANECDOTE. 

"I  amnot  fill  up  a  blank  better  than  with  a  short  history  of  this  self-same 
^S'/arling." — Sterne's  Sbntimentai.  Journey. 

|MONGST  professors  of  astronomy. 
Adepts  in  the  celestial  economy, 

The  name  of  H******rs  very  often  cited ; 
And  justly  so,  for  he  is  hand  and  glove 
With  ev'ry  bright  intelligence  above ; 
Indeed,  it  was  his  custom  so  to  stop, 

That  once  upon  a  time  he  got  be-knighted 
In  his  observatory  thus  coquetting 

With  Venus— or  with  Juno  gone  astray. 
All  sublunary  matters  quite  forgetting 
In  his  flirtations  with  the  winking  stars. 
Acting  the  spy — it  might  be  upon  Mars^ 

A  new  Andr^ ; 
Or,  like  a  Tom  of  Coventry,  sly  peeping, 
At  Dian  sleeping : 
Or  ogling  thro'  his  glass 
Some  heavenly  lass       ^ 
Tripping  with  pails  along  the  Milky  Way ; 
Or  Looking  at  that  Wain  of  Charles  the  Martyr*s  : — 

Thus  he  was  sitting,  watchman  of  the  sky. 
When  lo  \  a  something  with  a  tail  of  flame 
Made  him  exclaim, 
"  My  stars ! " — he  always  puts  that  stress  on  wy— 
"  My  stars  and  garters  ! " 


*'  A  comet,  sure  as  I'm  alive  ! 
A  noble  one  as  I  should  wish  to  view  ; 
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It  can*t  be  Hallcjr's  though,  tkcU  is  not  due 

Till  eighteen  thirty-five. 
Magnificent ! — how  fine  his  fiery  trail ! 
Zounds !  'tis  a  pity,  though  he  comes  unsought— 
Unask*d — unreckon*d, — in  no  human  thought — 

He  ought — ^he  ought — he  ought 

To  have  been  caught 
With  sdentific  salt  upon  his  tail ! " 

^  I  look'd  no  more  for  it,  I  do  declare, 
Than  the  Great  Bear ! 
As  sure  as  Tycho  Brahe  b  dead. 
It  really  entered  in  my  head 
No  more  than  Berenice's  Hair ! " 
Thus  musing,  Heaven's  Grand  Inquisitor 
Sat  gazing  on  the  uninvited  visitor 
Till  John,  the  serving-man,  came  to  the  upper 
Regions,  with  '*  Please  your  Honour,  come  to  supper.* 

"  Supper !  good  John,  to-night  I  shall  not  sup 
Except  on  that  phenomenon — ^look  up  ! " 
"  Not  sup  ! "  cried  John,  thinking  with  consternation 
That  supping  on  a  star  must  be  j/tzrvation, 

Or  ev'n  to  batten 
On  Ignes  Fatui  would  never  fatten. 
His  visage  seem'd  to  say,  "that  very  odd  is," 
But  still  his  master  the  same  tune  ran  on, 
"  I  can't  come  down, — go  to  the  parlour,  John, 
And  say  I'm  supping  with  the  heavenly  bodies.'* 

"  The  heavenly  bodies  !  '*  echoed  John,  "  Ahem  I " 

His  mind  still  full  of  famishing  alarms, 

**  'Zooks,  if  your  Honour  sups  with  them^ 

In  helping,  somebody  must  make  long  arms  !** 

He  thought  his  master's  stomach  was  in  danger. 

But  still  in  the  same  tone  replied  the  Knight, 

"Go  down,  John,  go,  I  have  no  appetite. 
Say  I'm  engaged  with  a  celestial  stranger." — 
Quoth  Juhn,  not  much  au  fait  in  such  affairs, 
•*  W  OMXd'DL  1  >^«  ^Vnsv^jct  \sl^lA,  ^\aV  down  stairs  ?"• 
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"  No,"  said  the  master,  smiling  and  no  wonder, 

At  such  a  blunder, 
•*  The  stranger  is  not  quite  the  thing  you  think. 
He  wants  no  meat  or  drink, 
And  one  may  doubt  quite  reasonably  whether 

He  has  a  mouth. 
Seeing  his  head  and  tail  are  join'd  together. 
Behold  him, — there  he  is,  John,  in  the  South." 

John  look*d  up  with  his  portentous  eyes. 
Each  rolling  like  a  marble  in  its  socket. 
At  last  the  fiery  tad-pole  spies, 
And,  full  of  Vauxhall  reminiscences,  cries, 
**  A  rare  good  rocket  I" 

**  A  what !  A  rocket,  John  !  Far  from  it ! 

What  you  behold,  John,  is  a  comet. 
One  of  those  most  eccentric  things 

That  in  all  ages 

Have  puzzled  sages 

And  frighten'd  kings ; 
With  fear  of  change  that  flaming  meteor,  John, 
Perplexes  sovereigns,  throughout  its  range  "— 

"Do  he?"  cried  John; 

"  Well,  let  him  flare  on, 
/haven't  got  no  sovereigns  to  change  !*' 
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"Loud  as  from  numbers  without  number."— Milton. 

"  You  may  do  it  extempore,  for  it's  nothing  but  roaring."— QuiNCB. 

IMONGST  the  great  inventions  of  this  age. 
Which  every  other  century  surpasses, 
Is  one, — ^just  now  the  rage, — 
Called  **  Singing  for  all  Classes  — 
That  is,  for  all  the  British  millions. 
And  billions. 
And  quadrillions. 
Not  to  name  QuintilianSf 
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Thai  DOW,  alas !  have  no  more  car  than  assess 
To  learn  to  warble  like  the  biids  in  Jone^ 
In  time  and  tone. 
Coned  as  docki^  and  mnsical  as  glasses ! 

In  Hid,  a  sort  of  plan, 
Indnding  gentleman  as  well  as  yokel. 

Public  or  private  man. 
To  call  oat  a  Militia,— only  Vocal 

InsteiKl  of  Local, 
And  not  designed  for  military  follies^ 
Bat  keepii^  still  within  the  dvil  border. 
To  form  with  months  in  open  order, 
And  sing  in  volleys. 

Whether  this  grand  harmonic  scheme 
Will  ever  get  beyond  a  dream. 

And  tend  to  British  happiness  and  glory. 
Maybe  no,  and  maybe  yes. 
Is  more  than  I  pretend  to  guess — 
However,  here^s  my  story. 

In  one  of  those  small,  quiet  streets, 

Where  business  retreats. 
To  shun  the  daily  bustle  and  the  noise 

The  shoppy  Strand  enjo)rs, 
But  Law,  Joint-Companies,  and  Life  Assurance 

Find  past  endurance — 
In  one  of  those  back  streets,  to  Peace  so  dear. 
The  other  day,  a  ragged  wight 
Began  to  sing  with  all  his  might, 
**I have  a  silent  sorrow  here!  " 

The  phice  was  lonely  ;  not  a  creature  stirred 

Except  some  little  dingy  bird ; 

Or  vagrant  cur  that  sniffed  along, 

Indifferent  to  the  Son  of  Song ; 

No  truant  errand-boy,  or  Doctor's  lad. 

No  idle  filch  or  lounging  cad, 

No  Pots  encumbered  with  diurnal  beer, 
Ko  piiivlei's  devil  with  an  author's  proof. 
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Or  hoasemaid  on  an  errand  far  aloof, 

Lingered  the  tattered  Melodist  to  hear— 
Who  yet,  confound  him  !  bawled  as  loud 
As  if  he  had  to  charm  a  London  crowd. 

Singing  beside  the  public  way, 
Accompanied — instead  of  violin, 
Flute,  or  piano,  chiming  in — 

By  rumbling  cab,  and  omnibus,  and  dray, 
A  van  with  iron  bars  to  play  staccato. 

Or  engine  obli,gato — 
In  short,  without  one  instrument  vehicular 
(Not  even  a  truck,  to  be  particular). 

There  stood  the  rogue  and  roared. 

Unasked  and  unencored, 
Enough  to  split  the  organs  called  auricular  t 

Heard  in  that  quiet  place, 
Devoted  to  a  still  and  studious  race. 

The  noise  was  quite  appalling  1 
To  seek  a  fitting  simile  and  spin  it. 

Appropriate  to  his  calling, 
His  voice  had  all  Lablache's  body  in  it ; 
But  oh  !  the  scientific  tone  it  lacked. 

And  was,  in  fact, 
Only  a  forty-boatswain-power  of  bawling  I 

'Twas  said,  indeed,  for  want  of  vocal  nous. 
The  stage  had  banished  him  when  he  attempted  it, 

For  tho*  his  voice  completely  filled  the  house, 
It  also  emptied  it. 
However,  there  he  stood 

Vociferous — a  ragged  don  I 

And  with  his  iron  pipes  laid  on 
A  row  to  all  the  neighbourhood. 

In  vain  were  sashes  closed 

And  doors  against  the  persevering  Stentor, 
Though  brick,  and  glass,  and  solid  oak  opposed, 

Th*  intruding  voice  would  enter, 
Heedless  of  ceremonial  or  decorum. 
Den,  ofhce,  parlour,  study,  and  sanctorum ; 
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W^xre  dxBts  and  attorneys,  rogaes,  and  fools, 
fjfclics  >ni  masscts  vbo  attended  schools, 
Oerkjv  agcssts,  all  proTided  with  their  tools, 
Were  sartm^  spon  sofi^s  <Jiairs,  and  stools, 
Wath  ;s^ieiTes.  puaos,  tables,  desks,  before  ' 
liov  it  dkl  bore  *em  ! 

Looder,  and  louder  still. 
The  ielk>v  sai^  with  horrible  goodwill, 
Cvrses  both  lood  and  deep  his  sole  grataities, 
Fiooi  scribes  bewildered  making  many  a  flaw 

In  deeds  of  Uw 

They  had  to  draw ; 
With  dxe^ful  incongraities 
In  pwtstii^  led^rs  making  up  acoounts 

To  large  amoants, 
Or  casdi^  up  annuities — 
Stunned  br  that  voice,  so  load  and  hoarse, 
Ag3L:a>x  whose  overwhelming  force 
No  in- voice  stood  a  chance,  of  course  ! 

The  Actuary  pshawed  and  pished, 
And  knit  his  calculating  brows  and  wished 
The  singer  '*a  bad  life''— a  mental  murther  ! 
The  Clerk,  resentful  of  a  blot  and  blunder 

Wished  the  musician  further, 

Poles  distant — and  no  wonder ! 
For  Law  and  Harmony  tend  for  asunder — 
The  Lady  could  not  keep  her  temper  calm. 
Because  the  >inner  did  not  sing  a  psalm — 
The  Fiddler  in  the  very  same  position 

As  Hc^arth's  chafed  musicixm 
(Such  prints  require  but  cursory  reminders) 
Came  and  made  faces  at  the  wretch  beneath. 
And  wishing  for  his  ioe  between  his  teeth, 

(Like  all  impatient  elves 

That  spite  themselves) 
Ground  his  own  grinders. 

But  still  with  unrelenting  note. 
Though  not  a  copper  came  of  it,  in  Yerity, 
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The  horrid  fellow  with  the  ragged  coat. 

And  iron  thfoat. 
Heedless  of  present  houour  and  prosperity, 
Sang  like  a  Poet  singing  for  posterity. 

In  penniless  reliance — 
And,  sure,  the  most  immortal  Man  of  Rhyme 

Never  set  Time 
More  thoroughly  at  defiance  ! 

From  room  to  room,  from  floor  to  floor. 

From  Number  One  to  Twenty-four 

The  Nuisance  bellowed,  till  all  patience  lost, 

Down  came  Miss  Frost, 
Expostulating  at  her  open  door-* 

"  Peace,  monster,  peace  ! 

Where  is  the  New  Police  I 
I  vow  I  cannot  work,  or  read,  or  pray, 

Don't  stand  there  bawling,  fellow,  don't ! 
You  really  send  my  serious  thoughts  astray, 
Do— there's  a  dear  good  man — do  go  away." 

Says  he,  "1  won't!" 

The  spinster  pulled  her  door  to  with  a  slam,' 
That  sounded  like  a  wooden  d — n. 
For  so  some  moral  people,  strictly  loth 
To  swear  in  words,  however  up. 
Will  crash  a  curse  in  setting  down  a  cup, 
Or  through  a  doorpost  vent  a  banging  oath- 
In  fact,  this  sort  of  physical  transgressioi) 
Is  really  no  more  difficult  to  trace 
Than  in  a  given  face 
A  very  bad  expressioiu 

However,  in  she  went, 
Leaving  the  subject  of  her  discontent 
To  Mr.  Jones's  Clerk  at  Number  Ten  ; 
Who,  throwing  up  the  sash, 
W^ith  accents  rash, 
Thus  hailed  the  most  vociferous  of  men  s 
**  Come,  come,  I  say,  old  feller,  stop  your  chant  t 
I  cannot  write  a  sentence — no  one  can't  1 
C  2  I 
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So  \\\%\  |>ack  wv  yout  inimps. 
And  stir  your  tlumps — " 
Snyt  he,  "  1  shan't  1" 

Down  wcnl  the  uuh 
As  if  ilcvoied  to  "  eternal  smash,'* 

(Anotlier  illustrstioQ 
Oroctcd  imprecation), 
Willie  dose  at  hund,  nncomfoilJiM)'  neir, 
The  independent  vaicc,  to  laud  and  Strang 

And  clan£i[i£  Ukc  a,  gong, 
RoaTcd  out  again  the  evcilastiiig  song, 
"  I  have  a  silent  sorrow  htrc  l" 

The  iTiing  was  hnnl  (o  sLinil ! 

The  Music-ni:istet  could  not  stand  it— 
But  Tushing  forth  with  fiddtc-stick  in  hand 

As  s.ivn;:c  as  a  bandit, 
Mar!e  up  directly  to  the  latlereit  man, 
Atid  llius  in  broken  senleticcs  Ijri;an — 
]iiit  playing  first  a  prelude  of  grimace. 

Twisting  his  features  to  lite  strangest  shapes. 
So  Ihat  to  guess  liis  subject  from  hia  face, 

lie  meant  to  give  a  lecture  upon  apes — 


,ini— I  ! 


ly! 


'•N,.-no-y„. 

scream  an<l 
.inc  at  all  ! 

awl  1 

\-,.u  liavc  no  ri 

his,  by  riglil 

to  beg 

Vou  have  nut  < 
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"  I  say  you  ought  to  labour  I 
You  are  in  a  young  case, 
You  have  not  sixty  years  upon  your  facci 

To  come  and  beg  your  neighbour, 
And  discompose  his  music  with  a  noise 
More  worse  than  twenty  boys — 
Look  what  a  street  it  is  for  quiet  I 
No  cart  to  make  a  riot, 

No  coach,  no  horses,  no  postilion, 
If  you  will  sing,  I  say,  it  is  not  just. 
To  sing  so  loud." — Says  he,  "I  must  I 

VU  SINGING  FOR  THE  MILLION  I" 


THERE'S  NO  ROMANCE  IN  THAT. 

DAYS  of  old,  O  days  of  Knights, 

Of  tourneys  and  of  tilts, 

When  love  was  balk'd  and  valour  stalked 

On  high  heroic  stilts — 
Where  are  ye  gone  ? — adventures  cease, 
The  world  gets  tame  and  flat,— 
We've  nothing  now  but  New  Police-— 
There's  no  Romance  in  that  I 

1  wish  I  ne'er  had  Icam'd  to  read, 
Or  Radcliffe  how  to  write! 
That  Scott  had  been  a  boor  on  Tweed, 
And  Lewis  cloister'd  quite  ! 
Would  I  had  never  drunk  so  deep 
Of  dear  Miss  Porter's  vat ; 
I  only  turn  to  life,  and  weep— 
There's  no  Romance  in  that ! 

No  Bandits  lurk— no  turban'd  Turk 

To  Tunis  bears  me  off — 

I  hear  no  noises  in  the  nijjlit 

Except  my  mother's  cough, — 

No  Bleeding  Spectre  haunts  the  house. 

No  shape, — but  owl  or  bat. 

Come  flitting  after  moth  or  mouse,— 

There's  no  Romance  in  that ! 
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I  have  not  any  grief  profoondf 

Or  secrets  to  confess, 

My  story  would  not  fetch  a  pound 

For  A.  K.  Newman's  press ; 

Instead  of  looking  thin  and  pole^ 

I*m  growing  red  and  fiU^ 

As  if  I  lived  on  beef  and  ale— 

There's  no  Romance  in  that  I 

It's  very  hard,  by  land  or  sea 

Some  strange  event  I  court, 

But  nothing  ever  comes  to  me 

That^s  worth  a  pen's  report : 

It  really  made  my  temper  chafe^ 

Each  coast  that  I  was  at, 

I  vow'd,  and  raiFd,  and  came  home  safe,— 

There's  no  Romance  in  that  I 

The  only  time  I  hod  a  chance 

At  Brighton  one  fine  day, 

My  chestnut  mare  began  to  prance. 

Took  fright,  and  ran  away ; 

Alas  I  no  Captain  of  the  Tenth 

To  stop  my  steed  came  pat ; 

A  Butcher  caught  the  rein  at  length,— 

There's  no  Romance  in  that ! 

Love — even  love — goes  smoothly  on 
A  railway  sort  of  track- 
No  flinty  sire,  no  jealous  Don  S 
No  hearts  upon  the  rack ; 
No  Polydore,  no  Theodore— 
His  ugly  name  is  Mat, 
Plain  Matthew  Pratt  and  nothing  mofe— 
There's  no  Romance  in  that  S 

He  is  not  dark,  he  is  not  tall. 

His  forehead^s  rather  low, 

He  is  not  pensive — ^not  at  all, 

But  smiles  his  teeth  to  show ; 

He  comes  firom  Wales  and  yet  in  size 
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With  sandy  hair  and  greyish  eyes — 
There's  no  Romance  in  that ! 

He  wears  no  plumes  or  Spanish  cloaks^ 

Or  long  sword  hanging  down ; 

He  dresses  much  like  other  folks. 

And  commonly  in  brown ; 

His  collar  he  will  not  discard, 

Or  give  up  his  cravat, 

Lord  Byron-like — he's  not  a  Bard^ 

There's  no  Romance  in  that ! 

He's  rather  bald,  his  sight  is  weal:, 

He's  deaf  in  either  drum ; 

Without  a  lisp  he  cannot  speak, 

But  then — he's  worth  a  plum. 

He  talks  of  stocks  and  three  per  cents. 

By  way  of  private  chat, 

Of  Spanish  Bonds,  and  shares,  and  rcnts,^- 

There's  no  Romance  in  that  I 

I  sing — no  matter  what  I  sing, 

Di  Tanti — or  Crudel, 

Tom  Bowling,  or  God  save  the  King^ 

Di  piacer— Airs  Well ; 

He  knows  no  more  about  a  voice 

For  singing  than  a  gnat — 

And  as  to  Music  '*  has  no  choice,'* 

There's  no  Romance  in  that ! 

Of  light  guitar  I  cannot  boast, 

He  never  serenades ; 

He  writes,  and  sends  it  by  the  post, 

He  doesn't  bribe  the  maids: 

No  stealth,  no  hempen  ladder — no ! 

He  comes  with  loud  rat-tat. 

That  startles  half  of  Bedford  Row— 

There's  no  Romance  in  that  I 

He  comes  at  nine  in  time  to  choose 

His  coffee— just  two  cups. 

And  talks  with  Pa  about  the  news^ 
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Repeats  debates,  and  sups. 
•  John  helps  him  with  his  coat  aright, 
And  Jenkins  hands  his  hat ; 
My  lover  bows,  and  says  good-night— 
There's  no  Romance  in  that  I 

I*ve  long  had  Pa*s  and  Ma*s  consent. 

My  aunt  she  quite  approves, 

My  Brother  wishes  joy  from  Kent, 

None  try  to  thwart  our  loves ; 

On  Tuesday  reverend  Mr.  Mace 

Will  make  me  Mrs.  Pratt, 

Of  Number  Twenty,  Sussex  Place— 

There's  no  Romance  in  that  I 


THE  PAINTER  PUZZLED. 
•*  Draw.  Sir  I  "-OA/  PLty, 

ELL,  something  must  be  done  for  May, 
The  time  is  drawing  nigh. 
To  figure  in  the  catalogue 
And  woo  the  public  eye. 

Something  I  must  invent  and  paint ; 

But,  oh  !  my  wit  is  not 
Like  one  of  those  kind  substantives 

The  answer  Who  and  What  ? 

Oh,  for  some  happy  hit !  to  throw 

The  gazer  in  a  trance ; 
But^xf//J — there  I  am  p>osed. 

As  people  say  in  France. 

In  vain  I  sit  and  strive  to  think, 

I  find  my  head,  alack  ! 
Painfully  empty,  still,  just  like 

A  bottle  "on  the  rack." 

In  vain  I  task  my  barren  braia 
Some  new  klea  to  catch. 
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And  tease  my  hair — ideas  are  shy 
Of  "coming  to  the  scratch." 

In  vain  I  stare  upon  the  air, 

No  mental  visions  dawn ; 
A  blank  my  canvas  still  remains, 

And  worse — a  blank  undrawn : 

An  ''  aching  void  ^  that  mars  my  rest 

With  one  eternal  hint, 
For,  like  the  little  goblin  page, 

It  still  keeps  crying  "  Tint !" 


But  what  to  tint  ?  ay,  there's  the  rub^ 
That  plagues  me  all  the  while. 

As,  Selkirk-like,  I  sit  without 
A  subject  for  my  /*/<?. 

**  Invention's  seventh  heaven  *'  the  bard 

Has  written — but  my  case 
Persuades  me  that  the  creature  dwells 

In  quite  another  place. 

Sniffing  the  lamp,  the  ancients  thought^ 

Demosthenes  must  toil ; 
But  works  of  art  are  works  indeed. 

And  always  "  smell  of  oil/ 


•I 


Yet  painting  pictures  some  folks  think. 

Is  merely  play  and  fun; 
That  what  is  on  an  easel  set 

Must  easily  be  done. 

Bnt,  zounds !  if  they  could  sit  in  this 

Uneasy  easy-chair. 
They'd  very  soon  be  glad  enough 

To  cut  the  camel's  hair. 

Oh !  who  can  tell  the  pang  it  is 

To  sit  as  I  this  day — 
VTith  all  my  canvas  spread,  and  yet 

Without  an  inch  of  way. 


4  tj:ue  story. 


im,  ■»!  at  last  to  find  I  am 
Amancjitt  sadi  empty  skalleiSy 

I  fed  dnt  I  cxmld  strike  m jself, 
fiat  D0~-I11  ''strike  my  cokmis.' 


A  TRUE  story: 

an  ovr  pains^  since  man  was  cmst, 
I  mean  of  body,  not  the  mental. 
To  name  the  worst,  amoi^  the  worsts 
The  dental  sore  is  transcendental  ; 
bit  of  masticating  bone, 

TWt  oaght  to  help  to  clear  a  shel^ 

Bai  let  its  proper  wock  alone. 

And  only  seems  to  gnaw  itself; 

In  ifect,  of  anv  gnre  attack 

te  Tictml  thexe  is  little  danger, 

"Tk  so  like  conxing  to  the  rack^ 

As  well  as  going  to  the  manger. 


OJi  Honks — it  seemed  a  fit  retort 
Of  JBStioe  on  his  grinding  ways — 
Possessed  a  grinder  of  the  sort. 
That  txoobled  all  his  latter  days. 
Tlie  best  of  friends  fall  out,  and  so 
His  teeth  had  done  some  years  ago. 
Save  some  old  stamps  with  ragged  root. 
And  thcT  took  tarn  about  to  shoot ; 
If  he  drank  any  chilly  liquor. 
They  made  it  quite  a  point  to  throb ; 
But  if  he  warmed  it  on  the  hob, 
>Miy  then  they  only  twitched  the  quicker. 

One  tooth — I  wonder  snch  a  tooth 

Had  never  killed  him  in  his  3routh— 

One  tooth  he  had  with  many  fangs. 

That  shot  at  once  as  many  pangs, 

It  had  an  universal  sting ; 

One  touch  of  that  ecstatic  stump 

Could  \erk  hts  limbs,  and  make  him  jump^ 
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Just  like  a  puppet  on  a  string  ; 

And  what  was  worse  than  all,  it  had 

A  way  of  making  others  bad. 

There  is,  as  many  know,  a  knack. 

With  certain  farming  undertakers. 

And  this  same  tooth  pursued  their  track. 

By  adding  ackers  still  to  ackers! 

One  way  there  is,  that  has  been  judged 

A  certain  cure,  but  Hunks  was  loth 

To  pay  the  fee,  and  quite  begrudged 

To  lose  his  tooth  and  money  both  ; 

In  fact,  a  dentist  and  the  wheel 

Of  Fortune  are  a  kindred  cast. 

For  after  all  is  drawn,  you  feel 

It's  paying  for  a  blank  at  last ; 

So  Hunks  went  on  from  week  to  week. 

And  kept  his  torment  in  his  cheek. 

Oh  !  how  it  sometimes  set  him  rocking, 

With  that  perpetual  gnaw — gnaw — gnaw. 

His  moans  and  groans  were  truly  shocking 

And  loud, — altho'  he  held  his  jaw. 

Many  a  tug  he  gave  his  gum. 

And  tooth,  but  still  it  would  not  come  ; 

Tho*  tied  by  string  to  some  firm  thing, 

He  could  not  draw  it,  do  his  best. 

By  draw'rs,  although  he  tried  a  chest. 

At  last,  but  after  much  debating. 

He  joined  a  score  of  mouths  in  waiting, 

Like  his,  to  have  their  troubles  out. 

Sad  sight  it  was  to  look  about 

At  twenty  faces  making  faces. 

With  many  a  rampant  trick  and  antic, 

For  all  were  very  horrid  cases. 

And  made  their  owners  nearly  frantic 

A  little  wicket  now  and  then 

Took  one  of  these  unhappy  men. 

And  out  again  the  victim  rushed. 

While  eyes  and  mouth  together  gushed  ; 

At  last  arrived  our  hero's  turn. 
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Who  plunged  his  hands  in  both  his  pockets, 

And  down  he  sat,  prepared  to  learn 

How  teeth  are  charmed  to  quit  their  sockets. 

Those  who  have  felt  such  operations. 
Alone  can  guess  the  sort  of  ache, 
"When  his  old  tooth  began  to  break 
The  thread  of  old  associations  ; 
It  touched  a  string  in  every  part. 
It  had  so  many  tender  ties  ; 
One  chord  seemed  wrenching  at  his  heart. 
And  two  were  tugging  at  his  eyes ; 
**  Bone  of  his  bone,"  he  felt  of  course. 
As  husbands  do  in  such  divorce ; 
At  last  the  fangs  gave  way  a  little 
Hunks  gave  his  head  a  backward  jerk. 
And  lo  !  the  cause  of  all  this  work, 
Went — where  it  used  to  send  his  victual ! 

The  monstrous  pain  of  this  proceeding 

Had  not  so  numbed  his  raiser  wit, 

liut  in  this  slip  he  saw  a  hit 

To  save,  at  least,  his  purse  from  bleeding ; 

So  when  the  dentist  sought  his  fees, 

Quoth  Hunks,  "Let's  finish,  if  you  please." 

"  How,  finish  !  why  it's  out !"— *'  Oh  !  no— 

I'm  none  of  your  before-hand  tippers, 

*Tis  you  are  out,  to  argue  so  ; 

My  tooth  is  in  my  head  no  doubt. 

But  as  you  say  you  pulled  it  out. 

Of  course  it's  there — between  your  nippers.  ** 

*•  Zounds  !  sir,  d'ye  think  Td  sell  the  truth 

To  get  a  fee?  no,  wretch,  I  scorn  it." 

But  Hunks  still  asked  to  see  the  tooth. 

And  swore  by  gum  !  he  had  not  drawn  it 

His  end  obtained,  he  took  his  leave, 
A  secret  chuckle  in  his  sleeve ; 
The  joke  was  worthy  to  produce  one, 
To  think,  by  favour  of  his  wit, 
\\o\«  vjfiW  -a.  ^^\\V\s,t  had  been  bit 
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By  one  old  stump,  and  that  a  loose  one  I 
The  thing  was  worth  a  laugh,  but  mirth 
Is  still  the  frailest  thing  on  earth  : 
Alas  !  how  often  when  a  joke 
Seems  in  our  sleeve,  and  safe  enough, 
There  comes  some  unexpected  stroke, 
And  hangs  a  weeper  on  the  cuff  \ 

Hunks  had  not  whistled  half  a  mile, 
When,  planted  right  against  the  stile, 
There  stood  his  foeman,  Mike  Maloney, 
A  vagrant  reaper,  Irish -bom, 
That  helped  to  reap  our  miser's  corn. 
But  had  not  helped  to  reap  his  money, 
A  fact  that  Hunks  remembered  quickly  ; 
His  whistle  all  at  once  was  quelled. 
And  when  he  saw  how  Michael  held 
His  sickle,  he  felt  rather  sickly. 

Nine  souls  in  ten,  with  half  his  fright. 
Would  soon  have  paid  the  bill  at  sight,. 
But  misers  (let  observers  watch  it) 
Will  never  part  with  their  delight 
Till  well  demanded  by  a  hatchet — 
They  live  hard — and  they  die  to  match  it. 
Thus  Hunks,  prepared  for  Mike's  attacking. 
Resolved  not  yet  to  pay  the  debt. 
But  let  him  take  it  out  in  hacking ; 
However,  Mike  began  to  stickle 
In  word  before  he  used  the  sickle  ; 
But  mercy  was  not  long  attendant : 
From  words  at  last  he  took  to  blows, 
And  aimed  a  cut  at  Hunks's  nose  ; 
That  made  it  what  some  folks  are  not — 
A  Member  very  independent 

Heaven  knows  how  far  this  cruel  trick 
Might  still  have  led,  but  for  a  tramper 
That  came  in  danger's  very  nick, 
To  put  Maloney  to  the  scamper. 
But  still  compassion  met  a  damper ; 
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'^  Now,  swindling  wretch.  111  show  thee  hoi;« 
We  treat  such  cheating  knaves  as  thou  \ 
Oh  I  sweet  is  this  revenge  to  sup ; 
I  have  thee  by  the  nose— it's  now 
My  turn — and  I  will  tdrn  it  up.'* 

Guess  how  th«  miser  liked  the  scurvy 
And  cruel  way  of  venting  passion  ; 
The  snubbing  folks  in  this  new  fashion 
Seemed  quite  to  turn  him  topsy  turvy ; 
He  uttered  prayers,  and  groans,  and  cursc^ 
For  things  h«td  often  gone  amiss 
And  wrong  with  him  before,  but  thb 
Would  be  the  worst  of  all  reverses  I 
In  fancy  he  beheld  his  snout 
Tumed'upward  like  a  pitcher's  spout ) 
There  was  Another  grievance  yet. 
And  fancy  did  not  fail  to  show  it. 
That  he  must  throw  a  summerset. 
Or  stand  upon  his  head  to  blow  iL 

And  was  there  then  no  argument 

To  change  the  doctor's  vile  intent. 

And  move  his  pity  ? — yes,  in  truth. 

And  that  was — paying  for  the  tooth. 

"  Zounds  I  pay  for  such  a  stump  !  I'd  ratheir^ 

But  here  the  menace  went  no  farther. 

For  with  his.  other  ways  of  pinching, 

Hunks  hod  a  miser's  love  of  snu£^ 

A  recollection  strong  enough 

To  cause  a  very  serious  flinching ; 

In  short  he  paid  and  had  the  featuro 

Replaced  as  it  was  meant  by  nature ; 

For  tho*  by  this  'twas  Cold  to  handlei 

(No  corpse's  could  have  felt  more  horrid,) 

And  white  just  like  an  end  of  candle^ 

The  doctor  deemed  and  proved  it  too« 

That  noses  from  the  nose  will  do 

As  well  as  noses  from  the  forehead  ; 

So,  fixed  by  dint  of  rag  and  lint, 

The  part  was  bandaged  up  and  muflled. 


} 
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That  cheese  of  sage  will  make  no  mite  the  sager. 

And  Taurus  is  no  bull  to  toss  up  Virgo  1 

O  this  is  he  that  logically  tore  his 

Dog  into  dogmas — following  Aristotle — 

Cut  up  his  cap  into  ten  categories 

And  cork*d  an  abstract  conjuror  in  a  bottle  ! 

O  this  is  he  that  disembodied  matter, 

And  proved  that  incorporeal  corporations 

Put  nothing  in  no  platter, 
And  for  mock  turtle  only  supp*d  sensations ! 

0  this  is  he  that  palpably  decided, 

With  grave  and  mathematical  precision 

1  low  often  atoms  may  be  subdivided 

By  long  division ; 
O  this  is  he  that  show'd  I  is  not  I, 
And  made  a  ghost  of  i^ersonal  identity; 
Proved  **Ipr,e"  absent  by  an  alibi, 
And  frisking  in  some  other  person's  entity; 
He  sounded  all  philosophies  in  truth, 
Whether  old  schemes  or  only  supplemental  ;— 
And  had,  by  viruie  of  his  wisdom-tooth, 
A  dental  knowledge  of  the  transcendental  I 

The  other  is  a  shrewd  severer  wight, 

Sharp  argument  hath  worn  him  nigh  the  bone: 

For  why?  he  never  let  dispute  alone,/ 

A  logical  knight-errant, 
That  wrangled  ever — morning,  noon,  and  night. 
From  night  to  mom;  he  had  no  wife  apparent 

But  Barbara  Celarent ! 
Woe  unto  him  he  caught  in  a  dilemma, 
For  on  the  point  of  his  two  fingers  full 
He  took  the  luckless  wight,  and  gave  with  them  a 
Most  deadly  toss,  like  any  baited  bull. 
Woe  unto  him  that  ever  dared  to  breathe 
A  sophism  in  his  angry  ear  !  for  that 
He  took  ferociously  between  his  teeth. 
And  shook  it — like  a  terrier  with  a  rat  I— 
In  fact  old  Controversy  ne'er  begat 

One  half  so  cruel 
And  dangerous  as  he,  in  verbal  duel ! 


lU  «or(d  of  oon  1 
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Only  little  O'P.  made  a  swim  to  the  coast ; 

And  when  he  revived  from  a  sort  of  a  trance, 

He  saw  a  big  Black  with  a  very  long  lance. 

Says  the  savage,  says  he,  in  some  Hottentot  tongue, 

"  Bash  Kuku  my  gimmel  bo  gumborry  bung  !** 

Then  blew  a  long  shell,  to  the  fright  of  our  elii 

And  down  came  a  hundred  as  black  as  himselH 

They  brought  with  them  guattul,  and  pieces  of  klam^ 

The  first  was  like  beef,  and  the  second  like  lamb ; 

**  Don't  I  know,"  said  OT.,  "  what  the  wretches  are  at  ? 

They're  intending  to  eat  me  as  soon  as  Tm  fat  I" 

In  terror  of  coming  to  pan,  spit,  or  pot. 

His  rations  oijarbul  he  suffered  to  rot ; 

He  would  not  touch  purry  or  doolberry-lik^ 

But  kept  himself  ^r^?u//;f^  as  thin  as  a  stick. 

'fhough  broiling  the  climate,  and  parching  with  drouth. 

He  would  not  let  chobbery  enter  his  mouth. 

But  kicked  down  the  krug  shell,  tho*  sweetened  with  ««//, — 

"  I  an't  to  be  pisoned  the  likes  of  a  rat  1" 

At  last  the  great  Joddry  got  quite  in  a  rage, 

And  cried,  "  O  mi  pitticum  dambally  nage  ! 

The  ihobbery  take,  and  put  back  on  the  shelf. 

Or  give  me  the  krug  shell,  I'll  drink  it  myself  I 

The  Joolberry-iik  is  the  best  to  be  had. 

And  the  purry  (I  chewed  it  myself)  is  not  bad  f- 
The  jar&ut  is  fresh,  lor  1  saw  it  cut  out. 

And  the  Bok  that  it  came  from  is  grazing  about. 

Vly  Jumbo!  but  run  off  to  Billery  Nang, 

And  tell  her  to  put  on  her  jiggtr  and  tang^ 

And  go  with  the  Bloss  to  the  man  of  the  sea, 

And  say  that  she  comes  as  his  IVulwul  from  me." 

Now  Billery  Nang  was  as  Black  as  a  sweep. 

With  thick  curly  hair  like  the  wool  of  a  sheep. 

And  the  moment  he  spied  her,  said  little  O'P., 

"Sure  the  Divil  is  dead,  and  his  Widow's  at  me  ! " 

But  when,  in  the  blaze  of  her  Hottentot  charms, 

She  came  to  accept  him  for  life  in  her  arms, 

And  stretched  her  thick  lips  to  a  broad  grin  of  love, 

A  Raven  preparing  to  bill  like  a  Dove, 

With  a  soul  full  of  dread  he  declined  the  grim  blisi 

Stopped  her  Molyneux  arms,  and  eluded  her  kiss  ; 
c  2  K 
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We  love  the  sex : — to  serve  them  is  a  bliss  I 

We  trust  they  find  us  civil,  never  surly ; 
All  that  we  hope  of  female  friends  is  this. 

Thai  their  last  linen  may  be  wanted  early. 

Ah  !  who  can  tell  the  miseries  of  men 
That  serve  the  very  cheapest  shops  in  town  ? 

Till  faint  and  weary,  they  leave  off  at  ten, 
Knock'd  up  by  ladies  beating  of  'em  down ! 

But  has  not  Hamlet  his  opinion  given — 
O  Hamlet  had  a  heart  for  Drapers'  servants  ! 

•*  That  custom  is  '* — say  custom  after  seven — 
"  More  honoured  in  the  breach  than  the  observance.*' 

O  come  then,  gentle  ladies,  come  in  time, 
O'erwhelm  our  counters,  and  unload  our  shelves ; 

Torment  us  all  until  the  seventh  chime. 
But  let  us  have  the  remnant  to  ourselves  t 

We  wish  of  knowledge  to  lay  in  a  stock. 
And  not  remain  in  ignorance  incurable  ;■> 

To  study  Shakespeare,  Milton,  Dryden,  Locke, 
And  other  fabrics  that  have  proved  so  durable. 

We  long  for  thoughts  of  intellectual  kind, 

And  not  to  go  bewilder'd  to  our  beds ; 
With  stufF  and  fustian  taking  up  the  mind. 

And  pins  and  needles  running  in  our  heads ! 

For  oh !  the  brain  gets  very  dull  and  dry, 
Selling  from  mom  till  night  for  cash  or  credit ; 

Or  with  a  vacant  face  and  vacant  eye. 
Watching  cheap  prints  that  Knight  did  never  edit 

Till  sick  with  toil,  and  lassitude  extreme, 
We  often  think  when  we  are  dull  and  vapoury, 

'fhe  bliss  of  Paradise  was  so  supreme, 
Because  that  Adam  did  not  deal  in  drapery. 
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SYMFTOMS  OF  OSSIFICAION. 

to  tears,  and  blood,  aikd  hiuBaa  fT*''HTiri  tlMt  oo«ld  cbIt 

ME  wms,  I  alwmys  had  a  drop 
For  anj  tale  of  sigh  or  sonow ; 
My  handkerchief  I  used  to  aop 
Till  often  I  was  forced  to  borrow ; 
I  don't  know  how  it  is,  bat  now 

Mj  eyelids  seldom  want  a-diying ; 
The  doctor,  p'rhaps,  ooold  tell  me  how — 
I  fear  my  heart  is  ossifying  I 

0*er  Goethe  how  I  nsed  to  weep» 

With  tnmip  cheeks  and  nose  of  scarlet. 
When  Welter  pat  himself  to  sleep 

With  pistols  kiss*d  and  clean*d  by  Charlotte; 
Self>marder  is  an  awfal  sin. 

No  joke  there  is  in  ballets  fl3ring, 
But  now  at  snch  a  tale  I  grin — 

I  fear  my  heart  is  ossifying ! 

The  Drama  once  ooold  shake  and  thrill 

My  nerves^  and  set  my  tean  a*stealing^ 
The  Siddons  then  could  torn  at  will 

Each  plog  upon  the  main  of  feeling; 
At  Belvidera  now  I  smile. 

And  laugh  while  Mrs.  Haller's  crying; 
Tis  odd,  so  great  a  change  of  style — 

I  fear  my  heart  is  ossi^-ing ! 

That  heart  was  such — some  years  ago. 

To  see  a  b^^ar  quite  would  shock  it. 
And  in  his  hat  I  used  to  throw 

The  quarter's  savings  of  my  pocket : 
I  never  wish — as  I  did  tktn  ! — 

The  means  from  my  own  purse  supplying 
To  turn  them  all  to  gentlemen — 

I  fear  my  heart  is  ossifying  ! 

We've  had  some  serious  things  of  late» 
Our  S3rmpathies  to  beg  or  borrow. 
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New  melo-dnunes,  of  tragic  fate, 
And  acts,  and  songs,  and  tales  of  sorrow; 

Miss  Zoucb's  case,  our  eyes  to  melt, 
And  sundry  actors  sad  good-bye-ing, 

But  Lord  I— so  little  have  I  felt, 
I'm  sure  my  heart  is  ossifying ! 
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|N£  day — no  matter  for  the  month  or  jrear, 
A  Calais  packet,  just  come  over. 
And  safely  moor'd  within  the  pier, 
Began  to  land  her  passengers  at  Dover; 
All  glad  to  end  a  voyage  long  and  rouf^h. 
And  during  which, 
Through  roll  and  pitch. 
The  Ocean-King  had  jiir/6ophants  enough  ! 

Away,  as  fast  as  they  could  walk  or  run. 
Eager  for  steady  rooms  and  quiet  meals. 
With  bundles,  bags,  and  boxes  at  their  heels, 

Away  the  passengers  all  went  but  one, 
A  female,  who  from  some  m3rsterioas  check, 
Still  linger*d  on  the  steamer's  deck, 

As  if  she  did  not  care  for  land  a  tittle. 

For  horizontal  rooms,  and  cleanly  victual — 
Or  nervously  afraid  to  put 
Her  foot 

Into  an  Isle  described  as  "  tight  and  little.** 

In  vain  commissioner  and  touter, 
Porter  and  waiter  throng'd  about  her; 
Boring,  as  such  ofhcials  only  bore — 
In  spite  of  rope  and  banow,  knot  and  truck* 
Of  plank  and  ladder,  there  she  stuck, 
She  couldn't,  no,  she  wouldn^t  go  on  shore. 

"  But,  ma'am,"  the  steward  interfered, 
"  The  wessel  must  be  cleared. 
You  mustn*t  stay  aboard,  ma'am,  no  one  don't ! 
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It'*  quite  igin  the  orden  w  to  do — 
And  all  the  pusengers  it  gone  bat  ftnL" 
Sajpsihe,  "I  cannot  go  uhore  Kod  won't  I" 
"Yon  ought  tol" 
"Bat  I  on't  I" 
""Voumust!" 
"I  shan't  1" 

At  last,  attracted  hy  the  racket. 
Twin  gown  and  jacket. 

The  capUin  came  binuel^  and  cap  in  hand, 

Be^d  veiy  civilly  to  nndaitand 
WbercTore  the  lady  could  not  leave  the  ptdiet. 

"  Why  then,"  the  lady  whi^>ered  with  a  shiver, 
Tbat  made  the  accenti  quiver, 

"  I've  got  some  foreign  silks  about  me  pinn'd. 
In  short,  so  many  things,  all  cootiahand. 
To  tell  the  truth  I  am  afnid  to  land, 

In  such  a  aarekin^  wind  1" 


1  Grant  &•  Cf.,  Prialm,  Edmiurgi, 


